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4e3ToLu)yItaIceth.    OnLBdyHeaketh'aTlrittoWee. 
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467  Tb  W.  Hayley,  Ek].    On  the  lirftf  and  clriiidea 

which  wasted  his  time,  Oct  6    Hk 

468  To  the  mine.    On  Mr.  Hayley  and  his  K»*eTiaU  to 

Weeton,  Oct  18  4(» 

469  To  the  Rer.  J.  Jekyn  Rye.  On  Mr.  Burdf8>e  elecdon 
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471  To  J.  Hill,  Esq.    Beamier  of  Weoton,  Nor.  6  40] 

472  Td  the  Rev.  W.  Bagdu    Reflections  on  the  French 
Revolution,  Not.  10    Hil 

473  To  the  ReT.  Mr.  Hurdi&    On  Hayley^  Lile  of  Bfil. 
ton,  hie  own  commentary,  Nor.  24 

474  To  S.  Rose,  Esq.    Subjects  for  pointing  recommends 
ed ;  idea  of  a  joint  work  witl^  Hayley,       Nov.  29  401 

475  To  the  same.    Thanking  fabq  tar  books;  Jonathan 
Wild;  Man  as  he  is,  Dec  8    ib 

476  To  W.  Hayley,  Esq.    Unoaqr  at  tool  hearing  from 
him ;  plan  of  continuing  the  Four  Ageg^     Dec.  8 

477  TO  the  oune.    Critic^  on  the  addreee  of  Hector  to 
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WiLLiui  CowPBR  WW  born  at  BeifchitmiiPid, 
H«li,  Nofonber  96, 1731.  Hk  &tber,  tbe  xeo. 
lor  of  the  paiJih,  wm  the  lewiend  Johh  Cowpec^ 
D.  D.,  8on  of  Spencer  Cowper,  one  of  the  jiuticee 
of  the  common  pleas,  a  younger  brother  of  thelord 
chancdlor  Cowper.  He  lecAYed  his  early  edncar 
tkn  at  a  achool  in  his  native  ooonty,  whence  he 
was  removed  to  that  of  Westminster.  Here  he 
adqmzed  a  competent  portion  of  clasBiral  know- 
ledge; but,  fiom  the  delicacy  of  his  temperament, 
and  the  timid  shyness  of  his  disposition,  he  seems 
to  ham  endmed  a  species  of  martyrdom  fiom  the 
radeneas  and  tyranny  of  his  more  robust  compan- 
ions, and  to  have  received,  indelibly,  the  impres- 
aons  that  subsequently  produced  his  Tirocinium, 
in  which  poem  his  dislike  to  the  system  of  public 
education  in  England  is  very  strongly  stated.  O9 
leanng  Westminster,  he  was  articled,  for  three 
yean,  to  an  eminent  attorney,  during  which  time 
be  appeals  to  have  paid  very  Httle  attention  to  his 
prafiBBsion;  nor  did  he  alter  on  this  Qoint  after  his 
entry  at  the  Temj^,  in  order  to  qualify  himself 
fix  the  honourable  and  lucrative  place  c^  clerk  to 
the  house  of  k>rds,  which  post  his  family  interest 
had  secured  ibr  him.  While  he  resided  in  the 
Temple,  he  appears  to  have  been  rather  gay  and 
social  in  his  intercourse,  numbering  among  his 
fwrnpttiiriM  Lloyd,  ChurchiU,  Thornton  and  Col- 
man,  all  of  whom  had  been  his  companions  at 
Westminster  school,  and  the  two  latter  of  whom 
he  assisted  with  some  papers  in  the  Connoisseur. 
His  natural  disposition,  however,  remained  timid 
and  diffident,  axid  his  sprits  so  constitutionally  in- 
ftmi,  that,  vrhen  the  time  arrived  for  his  assuming 
the  poet  to  which  he  had  been  destined,  he  was 
thrown  into  such  unaccountable  terror  at  the  idea 
of  making  his  appearance  before  the  assembled 
peerage,  that  he  was  not  only  obliged  to  resign  the 
appointni^  but  vras  pcedpitated,  by  his  agitation 


of  spials,  into  a  ^IfdB  of  gwai  mental  disontst. 
At  this- period,  be  vras  l0d  into  adeepeoosideratiaB 
of  his  leligiegs  slats;  and,  haviiy  unbibed  tha 
doctiine  of  elee^n  and  reprobatbn  in  its  mostap- 
paUlng*  rigor,  he  was  led  to  a  very  dismal  state  of 
^)prehension.  We  are  told,  "that  the  terror  of 
etemal  judgment  oveipowered  and  actually  disor- 
dered his  faculties;  and  he  remained  seven  months 
in  a  continual  expectation  of  being  instantly  plung- 
ed into  eternal  miseiy."  In  this  shocking  condi- 
tion, confinement  became  necessary,  and  he  was 
placed  in  a  receptacle  for  lunatics,  kept  by  the 
amiable  and  well-known  doctor  Cotton  of  St.  Al- 
ban's.  At  length,  his  mind  recovered  a  degree  of 
serenity,  and  he  retired  to  Huntingdon,  where  he 
formed  an  arauaintance  with  the  family  of  the 
reverend  Mr.  Unwin,  which  npened  into  the  strict- 
est intimacy.  In  1773,  he  was  again  assailed  by 
religious  despondency,  and  endured  a  partial  alien- 
ation of  mind  for  some  years,  during  which  afflic- 
tion he  was  highly  indebted  to  the  affectionate  care 
of  Mrs.  Unvrin.  In  1778,  he  again  vecoveied;  in 
1780,  he  vras  persuaded  to  translate  some  of  the 
spiritual  songs  of  the  oel^nrated  madame  Guion. 
In  thesame  and  the  foUowing  year,  he  was  also  induc- 
ed topreparo  a  vdome  of  poems  for  the  press,  which 
was  printed  in  1782.  This  volume  did  not  attract 
any  great  degree  of  public  attention.  The  princi- 
pal topics  are.  Error,  Truth,  Elxpostulation,  Hope, 
Charity,  Retirement  and  Conversation ;  allof  which 
are  treated  with  originality,  but,  at  the  same  time^ 
vrith  a  portion  of  religious  austerity,  which,  with- 
■out  some  veiy  striking  recommendation,  was  not, 
at  that  time,  of  a  nature  to  acquire  popularity. 
They  ara  in  rhymed  heroics;  the  style  being  rather 
strong  than  poetical,  although  never  flat  or  innpid. 
A  short  time  before  the  publication  of  this  vdume ; 
Mr.  Cowper  became  acquainted  with  lady  Austen, 
widow  of  or  Robert  Austen,  who  subsequently 
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reeided,  for  tome  time,  at  the  paiwfDage-hoiup  at 
Olney.  To  the  inflneiioe  of  this  ladj,  the  yhdd 
u  indebted  fixr  the  exguisitelj  humoioiut))aftad  of 
John  Gilpin,  and  the  anthor'a  maete^pieoe,  thie 
Taak.  The  latter  admirahle  poenK^iAj  occupi- 
ed his  second  volume,  which  was  pubUahed  in 
1785,  and  rapidly  seciued  nniveiBal  admiratifin, 
The  Taak  unites  minute  aocora^  with  great  ele- 
gance and  picturesque  heantj;  and,  adar  Thom- 
son, Cowper  ia  probahly  the  poet  who  haa  added 
most  to  the  stock.of  natuzal  imagery.  Themoral 
xeflectionain  this  poem  aie  also  ezceedin^y  im- 
pressive, and  its  delineafimn  of  character  abounds 
in  genume  nature.  '  His  ^nligiQUS  system,  too,  al- 
though discoverable,  is  less  gIooaii)y  ffxhiKted  in 
this  than  in  hia  other  productions.  This  volume 
also  contained  his  Tirocinium— a  piece  strongly 
written,  and  abounding  with  striking  obsewations, 
whatever  mtiy  be  thought  of  its  decision  against 
public  education.  About  the  year  1784,  he  bqgan 
his  version  of  Homer,  whidi,  after  maby  impedi- 
ments, appeared  in  July,  1791.  This  vfozk  poa- 
■esBM  much  ezactness,  as  to  sense,  and  is  certain- 


ly a  more  aocurate  representation  of  Homer  than 
the  venum  ci  Pope;  but  English  blank  verse  can 
not  snfficilbtly  sustain  tiie  less  poetical,  parts  of 
Homer,  and  the  general  effect  Is  bald  and  prosaic 
Disappointed  at  the  reception  of  this  labozioaf 
w«vk,  he  meditstrtd  a  rewsion  of  it»  as  also  the  su- 
perintendence of  an  edition  of  Milfon,  and  a  new 
didactic  poem,  to  be  entitled  the  Four  Ages;  but, 
although  he  ocramionally  vnrate  a  few  verses,  and 
revised  his  Odyssey,  smidst  his  glimmenngs  of 
reason,  those  and  all  other  undertakings  finally 
gave  way  to  a  relapse  of  hif  malady,  His  di80^ 
der  extended,  with  little  intermiasion  to  the  dose 
of  life;  whidi,  melancholy  to  relate,  ended  in  a 
stale  of  absolute  despair.  In  1794,  a  pension  of 
300Z.  per  annum  vras  granted  him  by  the  crown. 
In  the  beginning  of  1800,  this  gifted,  but  afflicted 
man  of  genius,  exhibited  symptoms  of  dropsy, 
which  carried  him  off  on  the  25th  of  April  follow- 
ing. Since  his  death,  Cowper  has,  by  the  can 
and  industry  of  bas  fiiend  and  biographer,  Hay- 
ley,  become  known  to  the  worid,asoneof  themoit 
easy  and  elegant  letter-writers  on  record. 
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WILLJAM  CO^^PER,  ESCi. 


OP  THE  INNER  TEMPLE. 


ElMt  ITftlK;/ 


Si  te  fort6  UMB  gnvlfl  unt  nrdna  eharUB^ 
Abjicito Mw,  Uh.  L  EpiaL  la 


i.    YOU  told  me,  I  Temember,  gloiy,  built. 
Dn  Kl&b  pzmciples,  is  ihai&e'axid  ^t; 
Ibe  deedi  tbat  men  adiniie  as  half  di^ne, 
Staik  naught,  because  corrapt  in  thdr  design. 
Stnnge  doctrine  this!  that  without  scrapie  tears 
The  laurel,  that  the  very  lightning  spares; 
Brags  down  the  warrior's  trophy  to  the  dust, 
And  eaCB  into  his  bloody  sword  like  rust 

B.  I  grant  that,  men  continuing  what  they  axe, 
Heioe,  aTandous,  proud,  there  must  be  war; 
And  never  meant  the  rule  riiould  be  applied 
To  lum,  that  fights  with  justice  on  his  side. 

Let  laurds  drenched  in  pure  Parnassian  dews, 
Reward  his  memory,  dear  to  every  muse, 
VHio,  with  a  courage  of  unshaken  root. 
In  Honour's  iSeld  adTandng  his  firm  Ibot, 
Plants  it  upon  the  line  that  Justice  draws, 
And  win  pfevail  or  perish  in  her  cause. 
Tis  to  the  TirtneB  of  such  men,  man  owes 
His  portion  in  the  good  that  HeaveB  bestows. 
And  when  recording  History  displays 
Feats  of  renown,  though  wrought  in  ancient  days, 
TeQs  of  a  few  stout  hearts,  th^  fought  and  died. 
Where  duty  j^aced  them,  at  their  country's  side; 
The  man,  that  b  not  moved  with  what  he  reads, 
That  takes  not  fire  at  their  heroic  deeds. 
Unworthy  of  the  blessings  of  the  brave, 
Is  baaqtin  kin^  and  bom  to  be  a  slave. . 

But  let  etennl  in&my  pursue 
The  wretch  to  nought  big  his  ambitioa  true, 
Who,  for  the  sake  of  filfl^  with  one  blast 
The  post-homs  of  all  Europe,  lays  her  waste. 
Think  yourself  stationed  on  a  towering  rock, 
To  aee  a  people  scattered  liko  a  flock, 
B 


Some  royal  mastiff  pantirig  at  their  heels, 
With  all  the  savage  thirst  a  tiger  feels; 
Then  view  him  self^roclaimed  in  a  gazette 
Chief  mouster  that  has  plagued  the  nations  yet: 
The  globe  and  sceptre  in  such  hands  misplaced, 
Those  ensigns  of  dominion,  how  disgraced  I 
The  glass,  that  bids  man  mark  the  fleeting  hour, 
And  Death's  own  scythe  would  better  speak  his 

power; 
Then  grace  the  bony  pliantom  in  their  stead 
With  tiie  king's  sboulder-kbot  and  gay  cockade; 
Clothe  the  twin  brethren  in  each  other's  dress. 
The  same  their  occupation  and  success. 

A.  'Tis  your  belief  the  world  vras  made  fi>r  man; 
Kings  do  bitf  reason  on  the  self-same  phui: 
Maintaining  yours,  you  cannot  theirs  condemn. 
Who  think,  or  seem  to  think,  inan  made  for  them. 

B.  Sddom,  alast  the  power  of  logic  reighs 
With  much  sufficiency  in  royal  brains; 
Such  r^easoning  fells  like  an  inveited  cone, 
Wanting  its  proper  base  to  stand  upon. 
Man  made  for  kingsl  those  optics  are  but  dim, 
That  ten  you  so^-say,  rather,  they  for  him. 
That  were  indeed  a  king-ennobHiig  thought. 
Could  they,  or  would  th^,  reason  as  they  ought 
The  diadem,  with  mighty  projects  lined, 

To  catch  renown  by  ruining  mankind, 
Is  worth,  with  all  its  gold  and  glittering  store, 
Just  what  the  toy  will  sell  for,  and  no  more. 
OhI  bright  occasions  of  disp^ising  good,^ 
How  seldom  used,  how  litde  understood! 
To  pour  in  Virtue's  lap  her  just  reward; 
Keep  Vice  restrained  behind  a  doable  guard 
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To  quell  the  ftctum,  tha*  afSEonftB  the  thione, 
By  mlent  magnanixnii^  alone; 
To  nime  with  tender  care  the  thriving  arta; 
Watch  evay  beam  PhikMophy  impail^ 
To  give  Religion  her  unbridled  aoop^, ' 
Norjtdge  by  statute  a  bdievei's  hope;  » 

With  doee  fidelity  and  lonra  unfeigned/ 
To  keep  the  matrimnnial  bond  unstained; 
Co>vetou8  only  of  a  virtnooa  praise; 
His  file  a  lesBon  to  the  hud  he  s#ayt; 
To  touch  the  sword  with  conscientious  awe, 
NcfT  draw  it  but  when  duty  bids  him  draw; 
To  sheathe  it  in  the  peace-restoHngdilsbi'  " 
With  joy  beyond  what  ^ctory  bestows;— 
Blest  country,  where  these  kin^^y  glories  shine  I 
Bkst  Ehgland,1f  this  happftnesB  be  tijinet 

A.  Guard  what  you  say,  the  patriotic  tribe 
WiU  sneer,  and  charge  you  with  a  bribfr^ 

B.  A  bribel 

The  worth  of  bis  three  kingdoms  I  defy, 
To  luie  me  to  the  baseness  of  a  Ue: 
And,  of  all  fies  (be  that  one  poet's  boast,) 
The  lie  that  flatten  I  abhor  the  most 
Those  arts  be  thehn,  who  hate  his  gentle  reign; 
But  he  that  loves  him  has  no  peed  to  ftign. 

A.  Your  snuMith  eulogiuqi  to  one  crown  addzest. 
Seems  to  imply  a  oensue  on  the  rest. 

B.  Gtuevedo,  as  he  tells  his  sober  tale, 
Asked,  VThen  in  bell,  to  see  the  royal  jail; 
Approved  their  method  in  all  other  things: 
But  where,  good  sur,  do  you  confine  your  kingsl 
There-  said  his  guide— the  group  is  fiiU  in  view. 
Indeed  1— replied  the  don— there  are  but  few. 
His  black  interpreter  th»  ^lajge  dkdaixied— 
Few,  fisUowl— there  are  all  that  ever  reigned. 
Wit,  undistinguishing,  is  apt  to  strike 

The  guilty  and  not  ^ty  bodi  alike: 
I  grant  the  sarcasm  is  too  severe, 
Ajid  we  can  readSIy  reftitD  it  here; 
While  AHred's  name,  tfae  fkthef  of  his  age. 
And  the  nzth  Edward's  ghjte  th'  historic  page. 

A.  Kings  then,  at  lait,h«vi»b«t  the  kt  of  aU: 
By  their  own  conduct  they  must  stand  or  fiJL 

B.  True.    While  they  live,  the  courtly  Uureat 
pays 

His  quitrent  odo,  his  p^perpom  of  praise; 
And  many  a  dunce,  whose  fingers  itch  to  writOi 
Adds,  as  he  ean,  his  tributary  mlte» 
A  sul^ect's  &ults  a  suljee^  may  proclaim, 
A  monarch s  errors  are  forbidden  game! 
Tdus,  ficee  from  censure,  overawed  by  fear, 
•And  praised  for  virtues  that  they  scorn  to  wear. 
The  fleeting  ibrms  of  majesty  engage 
Respect,  while  stalking  o'er  life's  narrow  stage; 
Then  leave  their  crimes  for  hii^ry  to  scan, 
And  ask,  vrith  busy  scorn,  was  this  the  mani 

I  pity  kings,  whom  Worship  waits  upon 
Obsequious  ficom  the  cradle  to  the  throne; 


Befine  whose  fai&nt  eyes  the  flatterer  bows, 
And  binds  a  wisatiit  about  their  baby  brows; 
Wlioi  Edqaatli  rfflfens  mto  state, 
And  I)mai  slrakens  torn  that  dream  too  late. 
OhI  if  Servility,  ^othenpple  knees. 
Whose  trade  it  is  to  soile,  tacroocfa^  to  pfeaae; 
If  smooth  DissimnlatioD,  skilled  to  grace  . 
A  devil's  purpose-wkh  an  angel's  tuce; 
If  gbdling  peeresses,  and  simpering  peers, 
tinoompasring  his  throne  »  »w  £tii  years; 
If  the  gilt  carriage  and  the  pamperod  flteed. 
That  wants  no  driving,  and  disdains  the  lead; 
If  guardi)  meehanieally  formed  in  ranks, 
Playing,  at  beat  of  drum,  thnrmart^  pranks. 
Shouldering  and  standing  as  if  struck  to  stone, 
TTnde condtscenamg  maiesty  looks  on! 
If  monarchy  consist  in  such  base  things, 
Si^dng,  I  say  again,  I'pity  kings! 

To  be  snqpecto),  thwarted,  and  withsUnd, 
E'en  when  he  labours  for  his  country's  good; 
To  see  aband  called  patriot  for  no  cause. 
But  that  they  catch  at  popular  applause. 
Careless  of  all  th' anxiety  he  feels, 
Hook  disappointment  on  the  pul^  wheels; 
With  aD  their  flippant  fluency  of  tongue. 
Most  confident' when  palpably  most  wrong; 
If  thb  be  kingly,  then  fii^ewell  for  me 
Allkiiyihip;  and  may  I  be  poor  and  firee! 
To  be  the  table  talk  of  dubs  up-stahrs; 
To  which  th'  unwashed  artificer  repain, 
T'  indulge  his  genius  after  long  fioigue. 
By  diving  into  cabinet  intrigue; 
(For  what  kings  deem  atofl,  as  well  they  may, 
To  him  is  relaxation  and  mere  play ;) 
To  win  no  praise  vrhen  vrell-tvrouffht  plans  prevail 
But  to  be  rudely  censured  when  Saey  fail; 
To  doubt  the  love  his  &vourites  may  pretend. 
And  m  reality  to  find  no  firiendj 
If  he  indtilge  a  cultivated  taste. 
His  gaDerles  with  the  works  of  art  well  graced, 
To  hear  it  called  extravagance  and  waste; 
If  these  attendants,  and  if  such  as  these, 
Must  follow  royalty,  then  welcome  ease; 
However  humbled  and  confined  the  sphere, 
Happy  the  state  thi^  has  not  these  to  fear. 

A.  Thus  men,  whose  thoughts  contemplativt 
have  dwelt 
On  situations  that  th^  never  felt, 
Start  up  sagacious,  covered  with  the  dust. 
Of  dreaming  study  and  pedantic  rust. 
And  prate  and  preach  about  what  others  prove, 
As  if  the  vrorid  and  they  were  hand  and  glove. 
Leave  kingly  backs  to  cope  with  kingly  eases; 
They  have  their  weight  to  carry,  subjects  thein, 
Poets,  of  all  men,  ever  1(^  regret 
Increasing  taxes  and  the  nation's  debt. 
Could  you  contrive  the  payment,  and  rehearse 
The  mighty  plan,  oracular,  in  verse, 
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No  baid,  howe'er  majestic,  old  or  new, 
Bhoald  ddm  my  fixed  attention  more  tha^i  yoo. 
B,  Not  Brindtey  nor  Bridgewafer  would  e«ay 
To  torn  t^  coorae  of  Helicon  that  way; 
Nor  wooU  the  Nine  cotneut  the  sacred  tide 
8boidd  poll  amidst  iA  laraiBe  of  C&eapode, 
Or  tinkle  in  *Chan^  Alley,  to  amuee 
The  leathcam  eare  of  stockjohbem  and  Jewt. 

A.  Yoiiefaeafe,alleeet,topitchthekeyofrh^me 
To  themea  more  perCioent,  if  lees  fatalime. 
Wlieii  ndniatem  and  imiiisteiial  arts; 
Patfiote,  who  lore  good  places  at  t^  hearts; 
When  adffliials,  extolled  ftir  standing  sdfl, 

Or  doing  nothing  with  a  deal  of  skill; 

Gen'rals,  who  wOl  notxonqner  when  they  may, 

Firm  friends  to  peace,  to  jile^saxe,  and  good  pay; 

When  f^reedooiy  woumded  slmost  to  despair, 

Though  IHseonteitt  ^lone  can  find  out  wl^ere; 

When  themes  like  these  empk>y  the  poet's  tongue, 

I  hear  armnte  as  if  a  syren  silng. 

Or  ten  me,  if  you  can,  what  power  maintsins, 

A  Briton's  scorn  of  aihitraiy  chains: 

That  were  a  theme  might  unimet^^  the  dead,  * 

And  move  the  fips  of  poets  cast  in  lead. 

B,  The  eacQfe,  tho^  worth  the  search,  may  yet 


Conjeotnie  and  ronaik,  however  shrewd. 
They  take  perhaps  a  well-directed  aim. 
Who  seek  it  in  lis  climate  and  his  firaine. 
liberal  in  all  things  dse,  yet  Nature  here 
With  stem  severity  deals  out  the  year. 
Winter  invades  the  spiing,  and  often  pouis 
A  chiOing  flood  om  sominef  a  drooping  fiowets; 
Unwdoome  vapcun  quench  autumnal  beams, 
Ungeoial  blasts  altimding  curl  the  streams: 
The  peasants  uge  their  harvest,  ply  the  fork 
Wkh  doable  toil,  and  sUver  at  their  work; 
Thus  with  a  ligclur  Ihr  his  good  dengned. 
She  vean  her  fiLwnirite  mat!  of  aA  mankind. 
His  fiitm  robust  and  of  ela^tk;  tone, 
Pn^xxtioned  well,  half  muscle  and  half  bone, 
SuppDes  with  warm  activity  aAd  ibrce 
A  mind  wdl  bdged,  and  maseuUne  of  coune. 
Hence  Liberty,  sweet  Liberty  inspires 
And  keeps  alive  his  fieroe  but  noble  fires. 
Patient  ^ooostitntioDal  control. 
He  bears  it  with  meek  manliness  of  s6ul; 
But  if  Authority  gtow  wanton,  wo 
To  him  that  treads  upon  his  fiee-bom  toe; 
One  step  beyond  the  boundary  of  the  laws 
Fives  hhn  at  once  in  Freedom's  glorious  cause. 
Thus  proud  Prerogative,  not  much  revered, 
Im  wdim  ftlt,lhough  sometiffles  seen  and  heard; 
And  in  hiieafe,  like  parrot  fine  and  gay. 
Is  k^  tDsmt,  kMk  big,  and  talk  away. 
Born  in  a  dimate  softer  far  than  ours. 


Is  alwas  happy,  reign  Whoever  may, 
And  laughs  the  sense  of  nnseiy  fiur  away. 
He  drinks  his  simple  beverage  with  a  gust; 
And,  feasting  on  an  onion  and  a  crwt, 
We  never  feel  th'  alacrity  and  Joy 
With  whidi  he  shouts  and  caids  Vive  la  Boi^ 
Filled  With  as  much  true  merriuKnt  and  glee, 
As  if  he  heard  his  king  say — Slave,  be  finee. 

Thus  happiness  depends,  as  Nature  shows, 
Less  09  eiAerier  things  than  most  suppdse, 
Vigilant  ove^  all  that  he  has  made, 
IQnd  Providence  attends  with  gradouiaid; 
Bids  equity  throughout  his  woriu  prevail, 
And  weighs  the  nations  in  an  even  scale; 
He  can  encourage  Slavery  to  a  foaaie, 
And  fill  with  discontent  aBritish  isle. 

A.  Freeman,  al^  slave  then,  if  the  case  be  suchj 
Stand  on  a  level;  and  you  prove  too  much: 
If  all  men  indiscriminaftely  share 
His  fostering  povrer,  and  tutelary  care, 
As  well  b^  yoked  by  Despotism's  hand, 
As  dwell  at  large  in  Britain's  chartered  land. 

B.  No.    Freedom  has  a  thousand  charms  to 
show,  ^ 

That  slaves,- howe'er  contented,  never  know. 
The  nand  attains  beneath  her  bftpPT  i^cign. 
The  growth,  that  Nature  meant  she  should  attam; 
The  varied  fields  of  soence,  ever  new, 
Opening  aild  wider  opening  on  her  view, . 
She  ventures  onward  with  a  prosperous  'force. 
While  no  base  fear  impedes  her  in  her  course. 
Religion,  licfaest  fiivour  of  ihe  skies, 
Stands  most  revealed  before  the  fineeman's  eyes; 
No  shades  ofsupefStitiHt'blot  the  day,    . 
liberty  chases  all  that  gkxMn  away: 
The  soul  emancipated,  unopprest, 
Free  to  prove  afl  things,  and  hold  fest  the  best, 
Learns  much;  and  to  a  thousand  listening  mimls 
Communicates  with  joy  the  good  she  finds: 
Courage  in  aims^  and  ever  prompt  to  show 
His  manly  foiehead  to  the  fiercest  foe; 
Glorious  in  war,  but  for  the  sake  of  peace, 
His  spirits  rising  as  his  toils  incseaae, 
Ghiardi  well  what  arts  and  industry  have  won, 
And  Fvaedom  claims  him  for  her  first-bom  son. 
Slaves  fight  fixr  what  were  better  i»st  away— 
The  diains  that  binds  them,  and  a  tyrant's  away  * 
'  But  they  thai  1^  for  freedom,  undertake 
The  noblest  cause  mankind  can  have  at  stake }  •  • 
Religion,  virtue,  truth,  whate'er  we  call 
A  blesBing — fireedom  is  the  pledge  of  all. 
O  liberty  1  the  prisoner's  pteasing  dieam. 
The  poet's  muse,  his  passbn,  and  his  theme; 
Genius  is  thine,  and  thou  art  Fancy's  nurse : 
Lost  without  th'  ennobling  powers  of  verse; 
Heroic  song  from  thy  firee  touch  acquires 


Not  formed,  likeus,  with  such  Herculean  powers,^  Its  clearest  tone,  the  rapture  it  inspires: 

The  Frenchman,  easy,  deboiiair,  and  brisk,  l  Place  me  whero  Winter  breathes  his  keenest  av, 

Give  him  his  lass,  his  fiddle,  and  his  firisk,  lAndIvrillsing,if  Liberty  be  there; 
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And  I  win  nng  at  Libexty's  deu  feet, 

In  Afinc't  tonid  dime,  or  India's  fieiceet  heat 

A.  Sing  where  you  please;  in  rach  acMue  I 
grant  - 

An  English  poet's  privilege  to  rant.; 
But  is  not  Freedonwat  least  is  not  oon 
Too  apt  to  play  the  wanton  with  her  powers, 
Grow  freakish,  and,  o'erleaping  every  mound, 
Spread  anarchy  and  terror  all  aiouiidl 

B.  Agreed.   'But  would  you  seH  or  slay  your 
horse 

For  bounding  and  curveting  in  his  coarse'} 
Or  if,  when  ridden  ijrkh  a  caretees  retn, 
He  hrea](  away,  and  seek  the  distant  plaini 
No.    His  high  mettle,  under  good  con^l, 
Gives  him  Olympic  speed,  and  shoots  him  to  the 
goal. 
Let  discipline  em^o^  her  wholesome  arts; 
Let  magistrates  alert  perform  their -parts; 
N^  skulk  or  put  en  a  prudential  mask. 
As  if  their  duty  were  a  desperate  task; 
Let  active  laws  apply  the  needful-curb,  '. 

To  guard  the:peaoe  that  Riot  would  disturb;  • 
And  Liberty,  preserved  from.vnld  excess, 
Shall  raise  no  feuds  for  amnes  to  supprea. 
When  Tumult  lately  burst  his  piiMn-door, 
And  set  plebeian  thousands  in  a  roar; 
When  he  usurped  Aulhoiity's  just  place 
And  dared  to  look  his  master'in  the  face 
When  the  rude  rabble's '  watch-woid  was — De- 
stroy, 
And  blazing  London  seemed  a  second  Troy; 
Liberty  blushed  and  hung  her  droopmg  head. 
Beheld  their  progress  wiAflhe  deepest  dread ; 
Blushed,  that  effects  like  these  she  should  pro- 
duce, s 
Worn  than  the  deeds  of  gafley-siaves  broke  kxwe. 
She  loses  in  such  storms  her  very  name, 
And  fierce  Licentiousness  should  bear  the  blame. 

Incomparable  gem!  thy  worth  untold; 
Cheap  though  blood-bought,  and  thrown  away 

when  sold; 
May  no  foes  ravish  thee,  and  no  false  friend 
Betray  thee,  while  professing  to  defend! 
Prize  it,  ye  mxnisters;  3^0  monarchs,  spare; 
Yo  Patriots,  guard  it  with-a  miser's  care. 

j1.  Patriots,  alas!  the  few  that  have  been  found 
Where  most  they  flourish,  upon  English  ground. 
The  country's  need  have  scantily  supplied,   , 
And  the  last  left  the  scene,  T^n  Chatham  died. 

B.  Not  so — the  virtue  still  adorns  our  age, 
Thoogh  the  chief  actor  died  upon  the  stage. 
In  him  Demosthenes  was  heard  again; 
Liberty  taught  him  her  Athenian  strain; 
She  clothed  him  with  authority  and  awe. 
Spoke  from  his  lips,  and  in  his  looks  gave  law. 
His  speech,  his  form,  his  action,  full  of  grace. 
And  all  his  country  beaming  in  his  face, 


He  stood,  «s  sMDe  inimitablo  haqd 

Would  strive  to  make  a  Paul  or  Tully  ^msJL 

No  sycophant  or  slave,  that  daied  oppote 

Her  saCTed  cause,  but  trembled  when  he  nte; 

And  every  v^nal  stickler  for  the  yoke 

Felt  himself  crushed  ^theirstwcndhespoka 

Such  men  aire  raised  to  station  and  oommand, 
When  Providence  means  mercy  to  a  land, 
He  speaks,  and  they  appear;  to  him  they  owe 
Skill  to  direct,  and  strength  to  strike  the  bbw; 
To  manage  with  address,  to  seize  with  power 
The  crisis  of  a  dark  decisive  hour; 
So  GHdeod  earned  a.  victory  not  his  own; 
Subserviency  his  praise,  and  that  alone. 

Poor  England!  thou  art  a  devoted  deer, 
Beset  with  every  ill  but  that  of  fear. 
The  nations  hunt;  all  niark  thee  for  a  prey^ 
They  swarm  around  thee,  %nd  thou  stimdjst  at 

hay, 
Undaunted  still,  though^earied  and  perplexed; 
Once  Chatham  saved  theb ;  but  who  sav^  thee  neztt 
Alas!  the  tide  of  pleasure  sweeps  along 
All,  thatshould  be  the  boast  of  British  song. 
'Tis  not  the  virreath,  that  once  adorned  thy  brow, 
The  prize  of  happier  times,  vrill  serve  thee  now 
Our  ancestry,  a  gallant,  chi^fljain  race, 
Patterns  of  every  virtue,  every  grace. 
Confessed  aGpd;  they  kneeled  before  they  fought, 
And  praised  him  in  the  victories  he  wrought 
Now  fix>m  the  dust  of  ancient  days  bring  forth 
Their  sober  zeal,  inti^grity,  i^id  worth; 
Courage,  ungraced  by  these,  affronts  ^e  akies^ 
Is  but  the  fire  without  the  sacrifice. 
The  stream,  that  feeds  the  vrellspring  of ^the  heart 
Not  more  invigorates  life's  noblest  part, 
Than  virtue  quickens,  with  a  warmth  divine. 
The  powers,  that  Sin  has  brought  to  a  decline. 

A.  Th'  inestimable  Estimate  of  Brovm 
Rose  like  a  paper  kite,  and  charmed  the  town; 
But  measures,  planned  and  executed  WeO, 
Shifted  the  wind  that  raised  it,  and  it  fell.  . 
He  trod  the  vexy  self-same  ground  you  tread| 
And  victory  refhted  all  he  said,     . 

B.  And  yet  his  judgment  was  not  firamed  amiss 
Its  error,  if  it  erred,  was  merely  this — 

He  thought  the  dying,  hour  already  come. 
And  a  complete  recotery  struck  him  dumb. 

But  that  effeminacy,  folly,  lust. 
Enervate  and  enfeeble,  and  needs  must; 
And  that  a  nation  shamefully  debased. 
Will  be  despised  and  trampled  on  at  last. 
Unless  sweet  Penitence  her  powers  renew; 
Is  truth,  If  history  itself  be  true. 
There  b  a  time,  and  Justice  marks  the  date, 
For  long-forbearing  Clemency  to  wait; 
That  hour  elapsed,  the  incurable  revolt 
is  punished,  and  down  comes  the  thunderbolt. 
If  Merey  then  put  by  the  threat'ning  blow, 
Must  she  perform  the  same  kind  office  nms  ? 
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May  she!  and,  if  oflended  Heaven  be  ttill 
AooeMUe,  and  ffajer  prevail,  ihewUL 
Tim  not,  however,  inM^nce  md  xitfiad, 
Tbetoo^Mtaftiimiiltiiaiyjoys,    - 
Nor  k  It  yeic  deepoodenee  and  dismay 
Wm  win  her  viate,  or  engage  her  stay; 
Frayer  only,  and  the  penitential  tear, 
Can  call  her  amiling  down,  and  fix  her  here. 

Baft  when  a  ooontiy  (one  that  I  could  name) 
In  prartkotbn  einka  the  aeiue  of  shame: 
When  infamous  Venality,  grown  bol J^^ , 
Writes  on  his  hoeoi^,  to  be  lei  or  aold ; 
When  Perjury,  that  Heaven-defying  vice, 
Sells  oaths  by  tale,  and  at  the  lowest  price*, 
Stamps  Giod's  own  name  upon  a  lie  mst  made, '. 
To  torn  a  penny  in  the  way  of  trade; 
When  Avazice  starves  (and  liever  hides  his  face) 
Tvro  or  three  millions  of  the  human  race, 
And  not  a  tongue  inquires,,  how,  where,  or  when. 
Though  ooDscience  will  have  twinges  now  and 

then;  .         . 

When  projanation  of  the  sacked  cause 
In  an  its  paits^  times,  ministry,  and  laws, 
Beqwaks  a  land,  once  Christian,  fallen  and  lost, 
In  id!,  that  wan  against  the  tifle  most; 
What  fiiOows  next  let  dtifls  of  great  name, 
And  regions  long  since  desolate  prodaim. 
Nineineh,  Babykm,  and  ancient  Rome, 
Speak  to  the  present  time,  and  times  to  come; 
They  cry  aloud,  in  every  carelcM  ear, 
Stop,  while  ye  may;  suspend  your  mad  career; 
O  leazn  from  our  example  apd  our  fate,  . 
Leain  wisdom  and  repentance,  ere  too  Ute. 

Not  onlf  Vioe  dvposes  and  prapaies 
The  mind,  that  slnmben  sweetly  in  her  snam, 
To  stoop  to  Tyranny's  usurped  command, 
And  bend  her  pofished  neck  beneath  his  hand, 
(A  Am  efleet,  by  ond  of  Natme's  laws, 
Undungeably  eonneeted  with  its  cawe;) 
Bot  Providenoe  himself  will  intervene, 
To  throw  his  dark  ^pieasore  o^er  the  scene.    - 
AH  are  his  imCtaments;  each  fimn  of  war, 
Wh^  boras  at  home,  or  threatens  fiom  a&r, 
Natme  in  arms,  her  elements  at  strife. 
The  stocnis,  tiiat  dverset  the  joys  of  life, 
Are  hot  the  rods  to  seonrge  a  guilty  land,    • 
And  vraste  It  at  the  bidding  of  his  hand.  • 
He  gives  his  woid,  and  Mutiny  soon  loars 
Inidl  her  gates,  and  shakes  her  distant  shores; 
The  standards  of  an  nations  are  unfurled ; 
She  has  one  fte,  and  that  one  foe  the  worlds 
And,  if  he  doom  that  people  with  a  ficown, 
Andmariktfaemwitha  seal  of  wrath  preind  down. 
Obduracy  takes  plaoe;  caUous  and  tough, 
The  reprobated  race  grows  Judgment-proof: 
Garth  diakes  benealh  thim,  and  Heaven  roars 

above; 
Bat  nothing seaicsthsm  from  the  ooonethey  k)ve.J  Than  caper  in  the  monis-dance  of  verK 
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To  the  lasdvionspipe  and  wanton  soi^. 
That  ehaim  down  fiaar,  they  fhihe  it^abng^ 
WU^  mad  rapidi^  and  unconoem,    • 
Down  to  the  gulf^  from  which  is  no  return. 
They  truit  in  navies,  and  their  navies  fail—     • 
,God*s  curse  can  cast  away  ten  thousand  sail! 
They  tnii^  in  am9ie8,and  their  courage  dies; 
In  wisdom,  wealth,  in  fortune,  and  in  liea; 
But  all  they  trust  iii  vnthers,  as  it  must. 
When  He  commands,  in  vrham  they  place  no  trust. 
Vengeance  at  last  poors  down  npon  their  odast 
A  li^g^despised,  but  now  victorious  host; 
Tyranny  sands  the  chain  that  must  abridge 
The  noble  sweep  of  all  their  privileg^; 
Grives  liberty  the  last,  the  mortal  shook; 
Slips  the  slave's  collar  on,  and  snaps  the  lock. 

A.  Such  bffy  strains  embeUiah  what  youteaoh; 
Mean  you  to  prophesy,  or  but  to  preach  ) 

B.  i  know  the  mind,  that  /eels  indeed  the  firo 
The  muse  imparts,  and  can  command  the  lyre, 
A<As  with  a  force,  and  kindles  with,  a  z^al, 
Whate'er  the  theme,  that  others  never  feel.  . 
If  human  woep  her  soft  attention  claim, 
A  tender  sympathy  pervades  the  frame ;. 
She  pours  a  sensibility  divine 
Along  the  nerve  of  every  feeling  line. 
But  if  a  deed,  not  tamely  to  be  borne. 
Fire  indignation  and  a  sense  ef  acorn, 
The  strings  are  swept  with  a  power,  so  loud. 
The  storm  of  music  shakes  the  astonished  crowd. 
So,  when  remote  futurity  is  brought 
Before  the  keen  inquiry  of  her  thought, 
A  terrible  sagacity  informs 
The  poet's  heart;  he  looks  to  distant  storms; 
He  l^am  the  thunder  ere  the  tempest  Iowotb; 
And,  aimed  with  strength  surpassing  human 

powers. 
Seizes  events  as  yet  unknown  to  man, 
And  darts  his  soul  into  the  dawning  plan. 
Henoe,  in  a  Roman  mouth,  the  graceful  name 
Of  prophet  and  (^ poet  was  the  same; 
Hence  British  poets  too  the  priesthood  shared,^ 
And  every  hallowed  druid  was  a  bard, 
But.no  prophetic  fires  to  me  belong; 
I  play  with  syllables,  and  sport  in  aong. 

A.  At  Westminster,  where  lit^e  poets  strive 
To  set  a  distich  upon  six  and  five, 
Where  discipline  helps  th'  opening  buds  of  sense, 
And  makes  his  pupils  proud  with  silver  pence, 
I  was  a  poet  too;  but  modem  taste 
Is  so  refined,  and  delicate,  and  chaste, 
That  verse,  whatever  fixe  the  fitncy  waiios, 
Without  a  creamy  smoothness  has  no  charms. 
Thus,  all  success  depending  on  an  ear, 
And  thinking  I  might  purohase  it  too  dear, 
If  sentiment  were  sacrificed  to  sound, 
^nH  truth  cut  short  to  make  a  period  i^mud, 
I  judged  a  manof  sense  coukl  scarce  do  woim- 
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B.  Thus  reputation  is  a  dpur  to  wit, 
And  wrae  wits  flag  through  fear  of  losing  it.  - 
Give  me  the  line  that  ploughs  its  stately  course 
Like  a  proud  sWan,  conquering  the  stream  by  forc6, 
That,  like  somecottage  heauty,  strikes  the  heart, 
CLuite  unindebted  to  the  tricks  of  a^ 
When  Labour  and  when  Dullness,  club  in  hand^ 
Like  the  two  figures  at  St.  Dunstan's  sMtnd, 
Beating  alternately,  in  measured  time,    , 
The  dock-work  tintinabulum  of  rhyme, ' 
Exact  and  regular' the  sounds  will  be ; 
But  such  mere  quarter-strokes  are  not  for  me. 

From  him,  who  ream  a  poem  lank  and  long, 
To  liim  who  strains  his  «Il  into  a  song ;       ^ 
Perhaps  some  bonny  Caledonian^airj 
All  birks  and  braes»  though  he  was  never  there;  • 
Or,  having  whelped  a  prologue  vrith  great  pains; 
Feels  himself  spent,  and  fbmbles  for  his  brains; 
A  prologue  interdaahed  with  niany  a  stroke — 
An  art  contrived  to  advertise  a  joke,  « 

So  that  the  jest  is  clearly  to  be'seen,  ■ 
Not  in  the  wordi — ^but  m  the  gag  betwftn: 
Manner  is  all  in  all,  whatever  is  writ, 
The  substitute  for  genius,  sen^e,  and  wit. 

To  dally  much  with  subjects  mean  and  k>w 
Proves  that  the  mind  is  weak,  or  makes  i^  sq. 
Neglected  talents  rust  into  decay, 
And  every  effort  ends  in  pushpin  play.  . 
The  man,  that  means  success,  should  soar  above 
A  soldier's  feather,  or  a  lady's  glove ; 
Else,  summoning  the  muse  to  such  a  theme, 
The  fruit  of  alllier  labour  is  whipped  cream. 
As  if  an  eagle  flew  aloft,  and  then —    ■ 
Stooped  from  its  highest  pitch  to  pounce  a  wren. 
As  if  the  po(ft,  purjjosing  to  wed, 
Should  carve  himself  a  wife  in  gingerbread. 

Ages  elapsed  ere  Homer's  lamp  appeared. 
And  ages  ere  the  Mantuan  swan  was  heard. 
To  carry  nature  lengths  unknown  before, 
To  give  a  Miltoii  birth,  asked  ages  more. 
Thus  Genius  rose  and  set  at  ordered  times, 
And  shot  a  dayspring  into  distant  climes, 
Ennobling  every  region  that  he  chose; 
He  sunk  in  Greece,  in  Italy  he  rose; 
And  tedious  years  of  Gothiii^  darkness  past, 
Elmerged,  all  splendour,  in  our  isle  at  last 
Thus  lovely  halcyons  dive  into  the  main. 
Then  show  far  off  their  shining  plumes  again. 

A.  Is  genius  only  found  in  epic  lays  1 
Prove  tnis,  and  forfeit  all  pretence  to  praise. 
Make  their  heroic  powers  your  own  at  once, 
Or  Candidly  confess  yourself  a  dunce. 

B.  These  were  the  chief:  each  interval  of  night 
Was  graced  with  many  an  uiidulating  light. 

In  IcFs  illustrious  bards  his  beauty  shone 
A  mrteor,  or  a  star ;  in  these  the  sun. 

The  nightingale  may  claim  the  topmost  hough. 
While  the  poor  grasshopper  mnal  chirp  below. 


Like  him  unnoticed,  I,  and  such  as  I, 
Spread  little  'winga,  and  rather  skip^than  fly; 
Perched  on  the  meagre  produce  of  the  land^ 
An  ell  or  two  of  prospect  we  command; 
But  never  peep  beyond  the  thorny  bound 
Or  oaken  fence,  that  hems  the  paiddock  round. 

In  Eden,  ere  yet  innocence  of  heart 
Had  fiAled,  poetry  was  not  an  art : 
Language,  above  all  teaching,  or,  if  taught, 
Only  by  gratitiide  lixid  gipwiiig  thought, 
Elegant  as  simplicity,  and  warm 
As  ecstacy,  unmaniu^led  by  form ; 
Not  prompted,  as  in  our  degenerate  days. 
By  low  ambition  and  the  tliirst  of  praise; 
Was  natural  as  is  the  flowing  stream, 
And  yet  magnificent.    A  Grod  the  theme ! 
That  theme  on  earth  exhausted,  though  above 
'Tis  found  as  everlasUng  as  his  love. 
Man  lavished  all  his  thoughts  on  human  things 
The  feats  of  heroes,  and  the  wrath  of  kings; ' 
But  still,  while  Virtue  kindled  hii  delight, 
The  song  was  metal,  and  so.  far  was  right 
'Twas  thus,  till  Luxury  seduced  the  mind 
To  joys  less  innocent,  as  less  refined; 
Then  genius  danced  a  bacchanal ;  he  crowned 
The  brimming  goblet,  seized  the  thyrsus,  bound 
His  brows  with  ivy,  rushed  into  the  fi6ld 
Of  wild  imagination,  and  there  reeled, 
The  victim  of  his  own  lascivious  fires, 
And  dizzy  with  delight,  profaned  the  sacred  wirea. 
Anacreon,  Horace  played  in  Greece  and  Rome 
This  bedlam  part ;  and  others  nearer  home. 
When  Cromwell  fought  for  power,  and  while  he 

reigned       *     ^ 
The  proud  protector  of  the  power  he  gained, 
Religion,.har6h,intolerauit,  austere,  ; 
Parent  of  manners  like  heraelf  severe, 
Drew  a  rough  copy  of  the  Christian  fibce, . 
Without  the  smile,  the  sweetness,  or  the  grace ; 
The  dark  Mid  sullen  humour  of  the  tihie 
Judged  every  effort  of  the  muse  a  crime ; 
Verse,  in  the  .finest  mould  of  fancy  cast, 
Was  lumber  in  an  age  so  void  of  taste: 
But  when  the  Second  Charies  assumed  the  swaji 
And  arts  revived  beneath  a  softer  day; 
Then,  like  a  bow  long  forced  into  a  curve, 
The  tnind,  released  from  too  constrained  a  nerve^ 
Flew  to  its  first  position  with  a  spring. 
That  made  the  vaulted  roofo  of  pleasure  ring. 
His  court,  the -dissolute  and  hateful  school 
Of  Wantonness,  where  vice  was  taught  ^y  rule, 
^wanned  with  a  scribbling  herd,  as  deep  inlaid 
With  brutal  lust  as  ever  Circe  made. 
From  these  a  long  succession,  in  the  rage 
Of  rank  obscenity,  debauched  their  age ; 
Nor  ceased,  till,  ever  anxious  to  redress 
Tiie  abuses  of  her  sacrqd  charge,  the  press, 
The  muse  instructed  a  well-nurtured  train 
Of  abler  votaries  to  cleanse  the  stain. 
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And  daim  the  pabn  fcr  purity  of  aong, 
Thai  Lewdnes  had  iMBpedand  warn  ao  long. 
Then  decent  Pfeaaantiy  and  ateriiiig  Sense, 
That  neither  gave,  nor  would  endure  oflence^ 
Wh^iped  out  of  sight,  Tvith  satire  just  and  k^en, 
The  poppy  pack,  that  had  defiled  the  acene. 

In  fiont  of  these  came  Addison.    In  him 
Humour  in  holiday  and  nghtly  ^rim, 
Sohlimity  and  Attic  t^ste  combined,     , 
To  poGah,  fumish,  and  delight  the  mind.^ 
Thai  Pope,  as  harmony  itself  exact,  ' 
In  ^^erae  -well  disciplined,  complete,  compact, 
GaTB  virtue  and  morality  a  grace, 
That,  quite  ecUpeing  Pleasure's  painted  &oe, 
Levied  a  tax  of  wonder  andNapplaus^ 
Even  on  the  fools  that  trampled  on  their  laws. 
But  he  (his  musical  finene  Was  such, 
So  Jiioe  his  ear,  so  delicate  his  touch) 
Made  poetry  a  mere  medianic  art; 
And  every  warhler  has  his  tune  l>y  heart 
Nature  imparting  her  satiric  gift. 
Her  serious  mirth,  to  Arbuthiiot  and  Svnft, 
With  droll  sobriety  they  ra^  a  smile 
At  Folly's  cost,  themselves  unmoved  the  v^hile. 
That  constelktion  set,  the  woi^din  vain 
Mwt  hope  to  kx>k  upon  their  like  again. 

A.  Aievro  then  left— 5.  NotwhoUy  in  the  dark; 
Wit  now  and  then,  istruclf  smartly,  shovrs'a  qnork, 
SuffieieDt  to  redeem  the  modem  race 
Fran  total  mght  and  absolute  disgrace. 
While  servile  trick  and  imitative  knack 
Confine  the  mfllion  in  the  beaten  track, 
Peihaps  some  oouxser,  who  disdains  the  road, 
Snufb  up  the  wind,  and  flings  himself  abtoad. 

Contemporaries  all  surpassed,  see  obe; 
Shaft  his  eareer  indeed,  but  ably  run; 
Chuichiil,  himsdf  unconscious  of  his  powem, 
In  penury  consumed  his  idle  houis ; 
And,  like  a  scattetied  seed  at  random  sovm, 
Was  left  to  spring  by  vigour  of  his  own. 
lifted  at  length,  by  dignity  of  thought 
And  dint  of  genius,  toan  aJDuent  lot. 
He  laid  his  head  in  Luxury's  soft  lap. 
And  took,  too  often,  there  his  easy  liap.    > 
If  blighter  beams  than  all  he  threw  not  Ibrth, 
Twas  neghgcnoe  in  him,  not  want  of  worth. 
Surly,  and  slovenly,  and  bold,  and  oeaise,^ 
Too  proud  for  art,  and  trusting  in  Aiere  force; 
Spendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  vrit, 
Always  at  speed,  and  never  drawing'bit,    ' 
He  struck  the  lyre  in  such  a  carelesB  mood^ 
And  so  ^Bsdained  the  rules  he  understood, 
The  laurel  seemed  to  wait  on  his  command. 
He  snatehed  it  rudely  fiom  the  Muses'  hand. 
Natniv  exerting  an  urivrearied  power. 
Forms,  opens,  and  gives  scent  to  every  fiower ; 
Spreads  the  fieesh  Terdure  of  the  fields,  and  leads 
The  dancing  Naiads  through  the  dewy  meadsf 


She  fills  profuse  ten  thousand  little  thrOats 

With  farasie,  modldating  all  their  notes ; 

And  charms  the  woodland  scenes,  and  wilds  on- 

.known,  .^ 
With  artless  airs  and  concerts  of  her  own: 
But  seldom  (as  if  fearful  of  expense) 
Vouchsafes  to  man  a  poet's  just  pietence— ' 
Fervency,  fireedom,  'fluency  of  thought. 
Harmony,  strength,  vmrds  exquisitely  sought; 
Fancy,  (hat,  firom  the  bow  that  spans  the  i^y. 
Brings  colours,  dipped  in  Heaven,  that  never  die; 
A  soul  exalted  aboye  Eaxth,  a  mmd>    ^ 
Skilled  in  the  characters  that  form  mankinil ; 
And,  as  the  Sun  in  rising  beauty  dre^t, 
Loolis  to-the  westward  firom  the  dappled  east, 
And  marks,  whatever  doudsmay  interpose. 
Ere  yet  his  race  begins,  its  glorious  dose ; 
An  eye  like  his  to  catch  the  distant  goal; 
Or,  ere  the  wheels  of  verse  begin  to  joll, 
Like  his  to  shed  illuminating  rays 
On  ever^  scene  and  subject  it  surveys: 
Thus  graoedf  the  man  asserts  a  poet's  name), 
And  the  world  cheerfully  admits  the  claim. 
Pity  Religion  has  so  seldom  found 
A  skilful  guide  into  poetic  ground ! 
The  flowem  would  spring  where'er  she  deigiied  to 

rtray. 
And  every  muse  attend  her  in  her  way.. 
Virtue  indeed  meets  many  a  rhynung  Mend, 
And  many  a  compliment  politely  pmned ; 
But  unatdied  in  that  becoming  vest 
Religion  weaves  for  her,  And  half  undrest, 
Stands  in  the  desert,  shivering  and  forlorn, 
A  wintry  figure,  like  a  vrithered  thorn. 
The  shelves  are ftiU,  all  other  themes  are  sped; 
Hackneyed  and  worn  to  the  last  flimsy  thread, 
Satire  has  bug  since  donehis  best ;  and  curst 
And  loathsome  Ribaldry  has  done  his  worst ; 
Fancy  has  sported  all  her  powers  away 
In  tales,  in  trifles,  and  in  cMklren's  play; 
And  'tis  the  sad  complaint,  and  almost  .true,. 
Whate'fflT  we  write,  vre  bring  forth  nothing  new. 
'Tvrere  new  indeed  to  see  a  bard  all  fire. 
Touched  with  a  coal  ^rom  Heaven,  assume  tha 

lyre. 
And  tell  the  world,  still  kindling  as  he  sung, 
With  more  than  mortal  music  on  his  tongue, 
That  He,  who  died  below,  and  reigns  above, 
Inspires  the  song,  and  that  his  name  is  Love. 

For,  after  all,  if  merely  to  beguile, 
By  flowing  numbers  and  a  bowery  stye, 
The  tsdium  Ihat  the  la^  rich  enduxe, 
Which  now  and  then  sweet  poetry  may  cute^ 
Or,  if  to  see  the  name  of  idle  self, 
Stamped  on  the  well-bound  quarto,  grace  the  shelf, 
To  float  a  bubble  on  the  breath  of  Fame, 
Prompt  his  endeavour  and  engage'his  aim, 
Debased  to  servile  purposes  of  pride, 
How  are  the  powers  of  getiius  misf^^plied* 
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The  gift,  whote oflfee  it  UMGivcr'«  praise, 
To tmce  him'in  hu  woid,  hu  woAe,  hiflwajel 
Tlien  ipiead  the  rich  dieooveiy,  and  invito 
Mankind  to  share  in  the  divine  delight  | 
Distorted  fiom  ibi  me  and  just  deagn, 
To  make  the  pitiful  poeaenor  ahine, 
To  puEchaw',  at  the  fool-frequented  &ir 
Of  vanity,  a  wieath  for  aelf  to  wear,  > 

Ifl  profioiation  of  the  basest  kind-T 
Proof  of  a  tiifling  and  a  worthless  mind, 
A.  HaH,  Ster^iold,  then!  and  H(^(kkina,'haflr 
B.  Amen. 


If  flatteiy,  fiiUj,  lust,  employ  the  pen; 

If  aerimony,  slander,  and  •bwe, 

Give  it  a  charge,  to  blacken  and  tndnoe; 

Though  Bntler'i  wit,  Pofw's  numbers,  Prior's  eaae^ 

With  an  that  fancy  can  invent  to  please, 

Adorn  the  jMlished  periods  as  they  fidl, 

One  madrigal  of  theirs  is  worth  them  all. 

A.  'TwouM  thin  the  ranks  of  the  poetic  tribe. 
To  dash  the  pen  through  all  that  you  proscribe. 

B.  No  matter— we  could  shift  when  they  wera 
not; 

And  should,' no  doubt,  if  they  were  all  fingot. 
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SiNo,  muse,  (if  sucU  a  theme,  so  dark,  so  long. 
May  find  a  muse'to  grace  it  with  a  song,) 
By  what  unseen  pnd  unsuspected  arts 
The  serpent  Error  twines  round  iraman  htaits; 
Tell  where  she  hirks,  breath  what  flowery  shades, 
That  not  a  glimpse  of  genuine  light  pervades, 
The  poisonous,  black,  insinuating  wonn 
Sucoessfiilly  conceals  her  loathsome  form. 
Take,  if  ye  can,  ye  Careless  and  supine. 
Counsel  and  cautbn  from  a  voice  like  mine'! 
Truths,  that  the  theorist  could  nevtor  reach. 
And  observation  taught  me,  I  would  teach.    ' 

Not  all,  whose  eloquence  the  ^cy  fills, 
Musical  as  the  chime  of  tinkling  rills. 
Weak  toperfbrm,  though  mighty  to  pretend. 
Can  trace  her  mazy  vrindings  to  tiieir  end; 
Discern  the  fraud  beneath  tiie  specious  luxe. 
Prevent  the  danger,  or  prescribe  the  cure. 
The  dear  liarangue,  and  cold  as  it  is  dear. 
Falls  soporific  on  the  listless  ear; 
Like  quicksilver,  the  rhetoric  th^  ^Bsplay, 
Shines  aift  it  runs, but  grasped  at  slips  avray.- 

.  Placed  for  his  trial  dn  this  bustling  stage. 
From  thoughtlesB  youth  to  ruminating  age^ 
Free  in  his  will  to  chooee  or  to  lefbse, 
Man  may  improve  the  crisis,  or  abuse; 
Else  on  ^  fatalist's  nnri^teous  plan, 
Bay  to  what  bar-  amenable  vrere  mani 
With  nought  in  diaige,  he  could  betray  no  trust; 
And,  if  he  fell,  would  ML  because  he  must; 
If  Love  reward  him,  of  if  Yengeanoe^  strike. 
His  reoompence  in  both  unjust  alike. 
Divine  authority  within  his  breast 
Bringlk  eveiy  thought,  word,  action,  to  the  test; 
Warns  him  or  prompts,  approves  him  or  lestrains, 
As  Reason,  or  as  Passion,  takes  the  reins. 
Heaven  from  above,  and  Consdenoe  ftom  within, 
Cries  in  his  startled  ear^-Abslain  from  sfai ! 
The  world  around  sofidts  his  desire, 
And  kindles  in  his  soul  a  treaohen<m  fin, 


While,  all  his  ^purposes  and  stops  to  guard, 
Peace  follows  Virtue  as  its  sure  reward; 
And  Pleasure  brings  as  surely  in  her  train 
R^orse,  and  Sorrow,  an^  Vindictive  Pain. 

Mft|i,  thus  endued  with  an  elective  voice. 
Must  be  suppli^  vrith  objects  of  his  choice; 
Where'er  he  turns,  ei^oyment  and  delight, 
Or  present,  or  in  prospect,  meet  his  sight ; 
Tliose  open  on  the  spot  their  honeyed  stom 
These  call  him  loudly  to  pursuit  of  more 
Hjs  unexhausted  mine  the  sordid  vice 
Avarice  shows,  and  virtue  is  the  price. 
Her  various  motives  his  ambition  raise — 
Power,  pomp,  and  splendour,  and  the  thirst  of 

praise; 
There  beauty  woos  him  vrith  expanded  arms ; 
E'en  Bacchanalian  madness  has  its  ehaiDMk 

Nor  these  alone,  whosd  pleasures  less  lefinfid^ 
Might  well  alarm  the  most  ungnasded  mind, 
Seek  to  supplant  his  inexperienced  youth. 
Or  lead  him  devious  from  the  path  of  truth; 
Hourly  alluienaents  on  his  passions  press. 
Safe  in  themselves,  but  dangerous  in  th'  excoss, 

Hark!  how  it  floats  upon  the  dewy  air  I 
O  what  a  dying,  dying  dose  was  there! 
*Tis  harmony  fnm  yon  ssquesteied  bower, 
Sweet  handony  that  soothes  the  midnight  hour  I 
Long  ere  the  charioteer  of  day  had  run 
His  morning  oocDse,  th'  endiantnient  was  begnn 
And  he  shall  gild.yon  mountain's  height  4gaia, 
Ere  yet  the  pleaang  toil  beoomes  a  pain. 

Is  this  the  rugged  path,  the  steep  ascent, 
That  Virtue  points  to'}  Can  a  Hfe  thus  spent 
Lead  to  the  bUss  the  promises  the  wise, 
Detach  the  socd  from  earth,  and  qwed  her  to  the 

skiesl 
Ye  devotees  to  your  adored  empby , 
EnthusiastB,  drank  with  an  unreal  joy. 
Love  makies  the  diuric  of  the  blest  above, 
Heaven's  hannoBy  is  imtvwMd  love: 
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Aikd  eaitbly  MKoid^tiio' tWMt  aoad  iv«ll  eombiiiBd, 
And  lenieiit  as  soft  opbtM  to  tli0  miad, 
Leave  Yioe  and  FoOy  vniabdned  belifad. 

Grny  dawn  appears;  the  sportemaoi  and'liia  train 
Speckle  tbe  boeom of  thedistant  plain ; 
Tis  he,  the  Nimiod  of  the  nelghbooring  Iain; 
Save  that  his  scent  is  leas  acute  than  theiis; 
For  peisevering  chase,  and  headlong  leaps, 
Tme  hea^  as  the  staunchest  hound  he  keeps. 
Chai]ged  with  the  folly  of  his  life's  mad  scene, 
He  takes  offence,  and  wonders  what  you  mean; 
The  joy  the  danger  and  the  toil  o'er^ys^ 
'TIS  exenase,  and  health,  and  length  of  days. 
Again  ]mpetik>ua  to  tlie  field  he  flies; 
Le^M  every  fence  but  one,  there  fells  and  dies; 
like  a  slain  deer,  the  tumbrel  brings  him  hon^, 
Unmissed  but  by  his  dogs  and  by  Us  groom. 

Ye  deigy ,  while  youc  oibit  b  your  plaoa, 
Lights  of  tbe  world,  and  stars  of  haman'raoe,^ 
Bat  if  eccentric  ye  feisake  your  sphere, 
Prodigies  ominou^  and  viewed  with  fear  I 
Tbe  comet's  banefiil  influence  IB  a  dream; 
Yours,  real  and  pemicioua  in  th'  extreme. 
What  then ! — are  appetites  ai&d  lusts  laid  down, 
With  the  same  ease  that  man  puts  on  his  gownl 
Win  Avarice  and  concupiscence  give  place, 
Chaimed  by  the  aounds^-Your  Reverence,  or  Your 

GTace? 
No.    But  his  own  engagement  binds  him  fast ; 
Or,  if  hdoes  not,  brands  him  to  tbe  last, 
What  atheistB  call  lum — a  designing  knave, 
A  mere  church  Juggler,  hypocrite,  and  slave. 
Oh,  laugh  or  mourn  v«rith  me  the  ruefVd  jest, 
A  cassocked  huntsman,  fmd  a  fiddling  priest ! 
He  from  Italian  songsters  takes  his  cue: 
Set  Paul  to  music,  he  shall  quote  him  too. 
He  takes  the  field,  the  master  of  &e  pack 
Cries — Well  done,  saint!  and  daps  him  on  the 

back. 
Is  this  the  path,  of  sanctity  1  Is  this 
To  stand  a  vraymaik  in  tile  road  to  bliflsl 
Himself  a  wanderer  fipom  the  narrow  way, 
His  silly  sheep,  what  wonder  if  fhey  stray  1 
Go,  cast  your  orders  at  your  bishop's  feet^ 
Send  your  dishononred  gown  to  MonmoUth-street ! 
The  sacred  function  in  your  hands  is  made— 
Sad  privilege!  no  fimctton,  but  a  trade! 

Ooddmis  is  a  pastor  of  renown, 
When  be  has  prayed  and  preached  the  sabbath 

down, 
With  wire  and  catgut  he  concludes  th^  day, 
GtuaveriDg  and  semiquavering  care  away 
The  full  ooDoerto  swells  upon  your  ear; 
AH  elbows  shake.    Look  in,  and  you  would  swear 
The  Babybnian  tyrant  with  a  nod  - 
Had  sammoned  them  toserve  his  golden  god. 
So  weH  that  thougfaf  th'  employment  seems  to  suit, 
Psalterf  and  saddmt,  dukimer  and  flote. 


Ofiel  tisefMiigeliealaiidpnrer'^ 
Obaeneeochfiuie,  bowaoberaaddeaninf 
Ecstai^  sets  her  stamp  on  evny  misn; 
Chins  felica,  and  not  an  eye-ball  to  be  leeB . 
Still  I  insist,  tfaMgh  munc  henlofete 
Haschanned  me  much,  (not  e'en  OeddUM  ptfm,} 
Love,  joy,  and  peace,  make  haimony  nwrsmeet 
For  sabbath  eivemngs,  and  perhaps  as  sweet 

Win  not  the  sickliest  sheep  of  every  fiodt 
Resort  to  this  taample  as  a  rock; 
There  stand,  and  justify  the  feol  abuse 
Of  aabbaih-honn  with  plauihle  exeusel 
If  apostolic  gravity  be  Aw 
To  pUiy  the  fed  on  Sundays,  why  not  wel 
If  be  the  tinkling  harpsichord 'regard! 
As  inoffensive,  What  offence  hi  caidsl 
Strike  qp  the  fiddles,  let  ns  all  be  gay. 
Laymen  have  leave  to  dance,  if  parsons  play. 

Oh  Italyl—Thy  tebbaths  will  be  soon 
Our  sabbaths,  closed  With  mummery  and  bufibon. 
Preaching  and  praAks  will  share  the  motley  soenfl^ 
Ours  parcelled  out,*as  thine  have  ever  been, 
God's- wosBhip  and  the  mountebank  between. 
What  says  the  propbetl    Let  that  day  be  bleat 
With  boUnesB  and  consecrated  ffest. 
Pastime  an4  business  both  it  should  exclude, 
And  bar  tiie  door  the  mompnt  they'intrude* 
Nobly  distinguished  above  all  the  six 
By  deeds,  in  which  the  world  mvHt  never  mix. 
Hear  him  again.    He  caOs  it  a  delight, 
A  day  of  luxury  observed  aright, 
When  the  glad  soul  is  made  Heaven's  wekOMs 

guest. 
Sits  banqueting,  and  God  provides  the  feast 
But  trifiers  are  engaged  and  can  not  come; 
Thar  answer  to  the  call  i»— JVof^  home. 

O  the  dear  pleasures  of  the  velvet  plun, 
1%e  painted  tablets,  dealt-and  dealt  again! 
Cards  with  what  r^tmre,  and  the  polUied  dia, 
The  yawning  chasm  of  indolence  supply! 
Then  to  the  dance,  and  make  the  sober  moon 
Witness  of  joys  that  shun  the  sight  of  noon. 
Blame,  cynic,  if  you  can,  quadrille  or  ball, 
The  snug  ckise  party,  or  the  splendid  hall, 
Where  night,  down-stooping  firoiii  her  ebon  throng 
Views  constellations  brightor  than  her  own, 
Tis  inmcent,  and  harmless,  and  refined, 
The  bahn  of  care,  Elysium  of  the  mind. 
Innocent!  Oh,  if  venerable  Time 
Slain  at  the  feot  of  Pleasure  be  no  crime, 
Then,  with  his  i^ver  beard  and  magic  wand, 
Let  Comus  rise  arehbishop  of  the  land; 
Let  him  your  rubric  and  your  feasts  prescnbe, 
Grand  metrc^politan  of  all  the  (ribe. 

Of  manners  rough,  and  coarse  atUelie  oast, 
The  nnkdebanch  suits  Ckdio^s  fikhy  tvte; 
RufilhiB,  exquisitely  fenned  by  tide, 
Not  of  the  moral  but  the  dandng  sehoiM.' 
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Wooden  at  Clodio's  lollies,  in  a  tone 

As  tragical,  aa  othen  at  hia  own. 

He  can  not  drink  fire  bottles,  faiUt  the  B00I6, 

Then  kill  a  ooBstahlOi  and  drink  fiiw  moie; 

But  he  can  draw  a  pattern,  make  a  taxt, 

And  has  the  ladies'  etiquette  hj  heart 

Go,  M;  and,  aim  in  arm  with  Ckxlb,  plead 

Yonr  cause  b^n  a  bar  you  litde  dread; 

But  know,  the  law  that  bids  the  drunkard  die, 

Is  &r  too  just, to  pass  the  tiifler^by. 

Both  baby-featuied,  and  of  infiint  size, 

Viewed  firom  a  distance,  and  wi^i  heedless  eyes, 

Folly  and  bmocenoe  are  se  alike, 

The  diflferenoe,  though  essential,  fluls  to  strike. 

Yet  FoUy  ever  has  a  vacant  stare, 

A  simpering  countenance,  and  a  trifling  air; 

But  Innocence,  sedate,  serene,  erect, 

Delights  us,  by  engaging  our  respect 

Man,  Nature's  guest  by  invitation  sweet, 

Recetves  finom  her  both  appetite  and  treat; 

But,  if  he  {^y  the  glutton  and  exceed, 

His  benefactress  blushes  at  the  deed; 

For  Nature,  nice,  as  liberal  to  dispense, 

Made  no^ng  but  a  brute  the  slave  of  sense. 

Daniel  ate  pulse  by  choice^^-example  rare !  ,  ■ 

Heaven  bkiased  the  youth,  and  made  him  fireahand 

fiJr. 
GK>rgoniu8  sits,  abdominous  and  wan,    . 
Like  a  &t  squab  upon  a  Chinese  fan: 
He  snufis  fiur  off  th'  antidpated  joy; 
Turtle  and  ven'son  all  his  thoughts  employ; 
Prepares  for  meals  .as  jockeys  take  a  sweat. 
Oh,  nauseous! — an  emetic  for  a  whet! 
"Will  Providence  overlook  the  wasted  good  7 
Temperance  were  no  virtue  if  he  could. 

That  pleasures,  therefore,  or  what  such  we  call. 
Are  hurUul,  is  a  truth  confessed  by  aU; 
And  some,  that  seem-to  threaten  vurtue  less. 
Still  hurtful  in  th'  abuse,  or  by  th'  excess. 

Is  man  ti^en  only  for  his  torment  placed 
The  centre  of  delights  he  may  not  timte; 
Like  fabled  Tantalus,  condemned  to  hear 
The  precious  stream  still  purling  in  his  ear,  . 
Lip-deep  in  what  he  longs  for,  and  yet  curst 
With  prohibition,  and  perpetual  thirst  % 
No,  wrangler— destitute  of  shame  and  sense 
The  precept,  that  enjoms  him  abstinence, 
Forbids  him  none  but  the  licentious  joy, 
Whose  fruit,  though  fair,  tempts  only  to  destroy. 
Remorse,  the  fatal  egg  by  Pleasure  laid 
In  every  bosom  where  her  nest  is  made. 
Hatched  by  the  beams  of  Truth,  denies  him  rest. 
And  proves  a  raging  scorpion  in  his  breast. 
No  pleasure  t    Are  domestic  comforts  dead  1 
Are  an  the  nameless  sweets  of  friendship  fled; 
Has  time  worn  out,  or  fashion  put  to  shiime, 
Qood  sense,  good  health,  good  conscience,  and 
ffoodfiune'} 


AJU  these  belflog  to  virtue,  and  all  prove, 
That  virtue  has  a  title  to  your  love. 
Have  you  no  touch  of  pity,  that  thb  poor   • 
Stand  starved  at  your  inhospitable  doorl 
Or  if  yourself  too  scantily  supplied 
Need  help,  let  honest  industry  provide. 
Elam,  if  you  want ;  if  you  abound,  impart : 
These  both  are  pleasures  to  the  feeling  heart 
No  pleasure  1    Has  some  ijickly  eastern  wasto 
Sent  us  a  wind  to  parch  us  at  a  blast  1 
Can  British  ParadiK  no  scenes  afford 
To  please  her  sated  and  indifferent  lord  1 
Are  sweet  philosophy's  enjoymenits  run 
Gluite  to  the  Ides  1    And  has  rcli^n  none  1 
Brutes  capable  would  tell  you  'tis  a^  lie. 
And  judge  you  from  the  kennel  and  the  stye. 
Delights  like  these,  ye  sensual  and  profane, 
Ye  are  bid,  begged,  besought  to  entertain ; 
Called  to  these  crystal  streams,  do  ye  turn  off 
Obscene  to  swill  and  swallow  at  a  trough  1 
Envy  the  beast  then,  on  whom  Heaven  bestows 
Your  pleasures,  vrith  no  curses  in  the  close. 

Pleasure  admitted  in  undue  degree 
Enslaves  the  will,  nor  leaves  the  judgment  free. 
'Tis  not  alone  the  grapeHi  enticing  juice 
Unnerves  the  moral  powers,'  and  mars  their  use ; 
Ambition,  avarice,  and  the  lust  of  fame, 
And  woman,  lovely  womim,  does  the  same. 
The  heart,  surrendered  to  the  ruling  power 
Of  some  ungoverned  pasrion  every  hour. 
Finds  by  degrees  the  truths,  that  once  bore  sway, 
And  all  their  deep  impressions,  wekr  away ; 
So  coin  grows  smooth,  in  traffic  currei^t  passed, 
Till  Cnsar's  image  is  effaced  at  last 

The  breach,  tho'  small  at  first,  soon  opening  virids, 
In  rushes  folly  with  a  full-moon  tide, 
Then  welcome  errors  of  whatever  size, 
To  justify  it  by  a  thousand  lies. 
As  creeping  ivy  clings  to  wood  or  stone, 
And  hides  the  ruin  that  it  feeds  upon. 
So  sophistry  cleaves  close  to  and  protects 
Sin's  rotten  trunk,  concealing  its  defects. 
Mortals,  whose  pleasures  are  their  only  cars, 
First  wish  to  be  imposed  on,  and  then  are. 
And,  lest. the  fulsome  artifice  should  fail, 
Themselves  vrill  hide  its  coarseness  with  a  ved 
Not  more  industrious  are  the  just  and  truet, 
To  give  to  Virtue  what  ib  Virtue's  due — 
The  praise  of  wisdom,  comeliness,  and  veorth. 
And  call  her  charms  to  public  notice  forth — 
Than  Vice's  mean  and  disingenuous  race. 
To  hide  the  shocking  features  of  her  face. 
Her  form  with  dress  and  lotion  they  repair ; 
Then  kiss  their  idol,  and  pronounce  her  fair 

The  sacred  implement  I  now  employ 
Might  prove  a  mischief,  or  at  best  a  toy ; 
A  trifle,  if  it  move  but  to  arouse ; 
But,  if  to  wrong  the  judgment  and  abuse, 
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Woisetban  a  pomaid  in  the  basest  hand,    - 
It  state  aft  once  the  morals  of  a  land. 

Yc  wiitteiB  of  what  none  with  safety  feads, 
Footmg  it  in  the  dance  that  Fancy  leads; 
Ye  novelists,  who  ouor  what  ye  would  mend, 
Snp^elling  and  drivelling  foUy  without  end ; 
Whose  eorresponding  misses  £11  the  ream, 
Wlthvsentimental  frippery  and  dream, 
Canght  in  a  delicate  soft  silken  net 
By  some  lewd  earl,  or  rakehell  tMur6nA : 
Ye  pimps,  w^ho,  under  virtue's  fair  pretence, 
Steal  to  the  closet  of  young  innocence, 
And  teach  her,  unexperienced  yet  and  green, , 
To  scribble  as  you  scribbled  at  fifteen ; 
Who  kindling  a  combustion  of  desire. 
With  some  cold  moral  think  to  quench  the  fire;  . 
Though  all  your  engineering  proves  in  vain^ 
The  dribbling  stream  ne'er  puts  it  out  again :  , 
O  that  a  verse  had  power,  ajfid  could  coinmand ' 
Far,  far  away  these  flesh-ffies  of  the  land ; 
Who  fasten  without  mercy  on  the  fair. 
And  suck,  and  leave  a  craving  maggot  therei 
Howe'er  diliguised  the  inflammatory  tale. 
And  oovexed  with  a  finerspun  specbus  veil ; 
Such  writers,  and  such  readers,  owe  the  gust 
And  leii^  of  their  pleasure  all  to  hist 

But  the  muse,  eagle-pinioned,,  has  in  view 
A  quarry  more  in^rtant  stUl  than  you ; 
Down,  down  the  wind  she  swims,  and  sails  away. 
Now  stoops  upon  it,  and  now  grasps  the  prey. 

Petronius  I  all  tfie  muses  weep  for  thee ; 
But  every  tear  shall  scald  thy  memory : 
The  gFBoes  too,  while  Virtue  at  their  shrine 
Lay  hieedxng  under  that  soft  hand  of  thine, 
Feb  each  a  mortal  stab  in  hfer  own  breast. 
Abhorred  the  safciifioe,  and  cjorsed  the  priest 
Thou  polished  and  high-finished  foe  to  truth, 
Graybeaid  corrupter  of  our  listening  youth. 
To  purge  and  skhn  away  the  filth  of  vice, 
That  so  refined  it  might  the  more  entice. 
Then  pour  it  on  the  morals  of  thy  son;  ' 
To  taint  hia  heart,  was  worthy  of  thine  own ! 
Now,  whife  the  poison  all  high  life  pervades, 
Write,  if  thou  canst,  one  letter  from  the  shades; 
One,  and  one  oxily,  chaiged  with  deep  regret. 
That  thy  woifie  part,  thy  prindples,  live  yet: 
One  sad  epistle  thence  may  cure  mankind 
Of  the^  plague  spread  by  btrndies  left  behind. 

'TIS  granted,  and  no  plainer  trutli  appears, 
Onr  most  important  are  our  earliest  years ; 
The  mind,  impressible  and  soft,  with  ease 
Imbibes  and  copies  what  she  hears  and  sees, 
And  through  life's  labyrinth  holds  &8t  the  clew 
That  Education  gives  her,  false  or  true. 
Plants  raised  with  tenderness  are  seldom  strong; 
Man's  coltish  disposition  asks  the  thong; 
And  without  discipline,  the  fiivourite  child, 
Like  a  neglected  forester,  runs  wild. 


But  we,  as  if  good  qualities  would  grow 
Spontaneous,  take  but.little  pains  to  sow ; 
We  give  soma  Latin,  and  a  smatqh  of  Greek ; 
Teach iiim  to  fence  and  figure  twice  a  week; 
And  having  done,  we  think,  the  best  we  can,.. 
Praise  Ins  proficiency,  and  dub  him  maH 

From  oehool  to  Cam  or  lsis,«nd  thence  home; 
And  thence  with  all  oonvenient  speed  to  Rpme, 
With  reverend  tutor  clad  in  habit  lay, 
To  tease  for  cash^  and  quarrel  with  all  day ; 
With  memonuidum-book  for  every  town, 
And  every  post,  and  where  the  chaise  broke  down, 
His  stock,  a  few  French  phrases  got  by  heart. 
With  much  to  learn,  but-notfaing  to  impart; 
The  youth  obedient  to  his  siro's  commands,* 
Sets-qfi*  a  wanderer  into  foreign  lands. 
Surprised  at  all  they  meet,  the  gosling  pair, 
With  awkward  gait,  stretched  neck,  and  silly  stare, 
Discover  huge  cathedrals  built<  with  stone, 
And  sCteples  towering  high  much  like  our  own; 
But  show  peculiar  light  by  many,  a  grin. 
At  popish  pnlctice^  observed  ,^thin.  ^    -     ' 

Ere  long,  some  bowing,  smirking,  smart  abb6 
Remarks  two  toiterers  that  h«ve  lost  their  way ; 
And  being  always  primed  with  poliUsee 
For  men  of  their  appei&taice  and  address. 
With  much  compassion  undertakes  the  task. 
To  tell  them  more  than  they  have  wit  to  ask; 
Points  to  inscriptions  wheresoeW  they  tread. 
Such  as,  When  legible,  were  never  read, 
But,  being  cankered  now  and  half  Worn  out. 
Craze  antiquarian  brains  with  endless  dpubt; 
Some  headless  hero,  or  some  Cesar  shows^ 
Defective  only  in  his  Roman  nose; 
Exhibits  ekvations,' drawings,  plans. 
Models  of  Herculanean  pots  and  pans ; 
And  sells  them  medals,  which,  if  neither  rare 
Nor  ancient,  will  be  so,. preserved  with  care. 

Strange  the  recital!  finim  whatever  cause 
His  great  improvement  and  new  light  he  draws, 
The  squire,  once  bashful,  is  shamefaced  no  more, 
But  teems  with  powers  he  never  felt  befere: 
WheCher  increased  momentum,  and'the  force. 
With  which  fnm  clime  toclime  he  sped  his  course. 
(As  axles  sometimes  kindle  as  they  go) 
Chafed  him,  and  brought  dull  nature  toa gbw 
Or  whether  clearer  skies  and  softer  air. 
That  make  Italian  flowers  so  sweet  and  fiur, 
Freshening  his  lazy  spirits  as  he  lin, 
Unfolded  genially  and  spread  the  man; 
Returning  he  proclaims  by  many  a  grace. 
By  shrugs. and  strange  contortions  of  his  face, 
How  much  a  dunce,  that  has  been  sent  to  Toanij 
Excels  a  dunce,  that  has  been  kept  at  home. 

Accomplishments  ha»ve  taken  virtue's  place, 
And  wisdom  fells  before  exterior  grace: 
We  slight  the  predous'kemel  of  the  stone, 
And  toil  to  polish  its  rough  coat  ak>ne 
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A  just  deportment,  mmnfaw  gnoed  wkh  eiie^ 
Elegant  iphxtm,  and  iigiire  fonned  to  please, 
Are  qualities,  tfajit  meta  to  compieheod 
Whatever  parents,  guardians,  schods  intend; 
Hence  an  unfumiatied  and  a  fistkas  mind, 
Though  busy,  t|ifling;  empty,  though  refined; 
fienoe  all  that  interferes,  and  dares  to  elash  . 
With  indolence  add  luxury,* is  trash: 
While  learning,  once  the  man's  szcluave  pride, 
Seems  verging  fast  towardsthe  female  side. 
Learning  itnlf,  received  into  a  ndind  • 
By  nature  weak,  or  vicioudy  inclined^ 
Serves  but  to  lead  philosophers  astray. 
Where  children  would  with  ease  disoam  the  vray, 
And  of  all  art?  sagacipUB  dupes  invent. 
To  cheat  themedves  and  gain  the  world's  assent, 
The  wont  is — Scripture  warped  from  its  intent 
The  carriage  lx>wls  along,  and  all  are  pleased. 
If  Tom  be  sober,  and  the  wheds  weU  greased.; 
But  if  the  rogu^'have  goxie  a  cup  too  fiur, 
Left,  out  his  linchpin,  or  forgot  his  tar, 
It  suffers  uiterrU|Aien  and  deiay. 
And  meets  with  hindrance  in  the  smoothest  way. 
When  some  hypothesis,  absurd  and  vain, 
Has  filled  with  all  its  lumes  a  critic's  brain,    < 
The  text,  that  sorti  not  with  his  darling  whim, 
Though  plain  toothers,  is  obscure  to  him.    • 
The  will  made  subject  to  a  lawless  force, 
All  is  irregular  and  out  of  course; 
And  Judgment  drunk,  and  bribed  to  lose  his  way. 
Winks  hard,  and  talks  of  darkness  at  noonday. 

A  critic  on  the  sacred  book  should  be 
Candid  and  feamed,  dispassionate  and  free: 
Free  from  the  wayward  bias  bigots  feel. 
From  fiuicy's  influence,  and  intempen^e  leid: 
But,  above  all,  (or  let  the  vrretch  rdfrvn, 
Nor  touch  the  page  he  can  not  but  pro&ne,) 
Free  from  the  domineering  power  of  lust; 
A  lewd  interpreter  is  never  just 

How  shall  I  speak  thcie,  or  thy  power  address, 
Thou  god  of  our  idolatry,  the  Press) 
By  thee  religion,  liberty,  and  laws. 
Exert  their  ^ueaoe,  and  advance  their  cause ; 
By  thee  wone  plagues  than  Pharaoh's  land  befel, 
Diffuse,  nuJce  Earth  the  vestibule  of  Hell: 
Thou  fountain,  atv^hich  drink  the  good  and  wue; 
Thou  ever-bubbUng  spring  of  endlesB  hes; 
Like  Eden's  dread  prebatioDary  tree. 
Knowledge  of  good  and  evil  is  firom  thee. 
No  wild  enthusiast  ever  yet  could  rest, 
Tiii  half  mankind  were  like  himself  possessed. 
Philosopfaen,  who  darken  and  put  out 
Eternal  truth  by  everlasting  doubt; 
Church  quacks,  with  passions  under  no  command, 
Who  fill  the  worid  with  doctrines  contraband, 
Discoverers  of  they  know  not  what,  confined 
Within  BO  bounds—the  blind  that  lead  the  blind; 
To  streams  of  popular  opinion  drawn. 
Deposit  in  those  shallows  all  their  spawn. 


The  wriggfiog  fry  soon  fill  the  eseeks  abound. 
Poisoning  the  watem  vvhere  tbveir  swarms  abound 
Scorned  by  the  nobtec  tenants  of  the  flood, 
Minnows  tfnd  gudgeonsgorgeth'  unwholsomefood 
The  propagated  myriads  spsesd  so  feat. 
E'en  Lewenboeck  himself  would  «**"^#g^"*. 
Employed  to  cakulate  tb'  enormous  sum. 
And  own  his  crab-computing  powers  o'enxMne. 
Is  this  hyperbolel  The  world  well  known. 
Your  sober  ihoughts  will  hfintty  find  it  one. 

Fresh  confidence  the  qjeculatist  takes 
From  everr  hair-brain^  proselyte  he  makes; 
And  thererore  prints.    Himself  but  half  deceived^ 
Till  others  have  the  soothing  tale/believed. 
Hence  comment  after  comment,  i^nin  as  fine 
As  bloated  spiders  draw  the  flimsy  Hne: 
Hence  the  same  word,  that  bids  our  lusts  obey, 
Is  misapplied  to  sanctify  their  sway. 
If  stubborn  Greek  r^se  to  be  his  friend, 
Hebrew  or  Syrilu;  shall  be  forced  to  bend: 
If  languages  and  copied  all  cry,  No— 
Somebody  proved  it  centuries  ago.  ^^ 
Like  trout  pursue^,  ^he  critic  in  despair 
Darts  to  the  mud,  and  finds  his  fofety  there. 
Women,  whom  custom  has  forbid  to  fiy, 
The  schdar's  pitch  (the  sbhoUr  best  knows  why,) 
With  all  the  simple  and  unlettered  poor. 
Admire  his  learning,  and  almost  adore. 
Whoever  errs,  the  priest  cjui  ne'er  be  vrrohg,, 
With  such  fine  woids  ^milugr  to  his  tongue. 
YeUdies!  (for  indifierent  in  your  cause, 
I  should  deserve  to  forfeit  sill  applause,) 
Whatever  shocks  or  gives  the  least  oflfenee 
To  virtue,  delicsacy,  truth,  or  sense. 
Try  the  criterion,  'tis  k  faithful  guide,) 
Nor  has,  nor  can  have,  Scripture  on  its  side. 

None  but  an  author  knows  an  author's  carei^ 
Or  Fancy's  fondness  for  the  child  she  bears. 
Conunitted  once  into  the  public  arms. 
The  baby  seems  to  smije  with  added  charms. 
Like  something  precious  ventured  for  from  shove^ 
'Tb  valued  for  the  danger's  sake  the  more. 
He  views  it  with  complaceni^  supreme, 
Solicits  kind  attention  to  his  dream; 
And  daily  moire  enamoured  of  the  cheat, 
Kneels,  and  asks  heaven  to  bless  the  dear,  deceit 
So  one,  whose  story  serves  at  least  to  show 
Men  loved  their  own  productions  long  ago, 
Wooed  an  unfeeling  statue  for  his  wife, 
Nor  rested  till  the  gods  had  given  it  life. 
If  some  mere  driveller  suck  the  sugared  fib, 
One  that  still  needs  his  leading-string  and  lot. 
And  praise  his  genius,  he  is  sooii  repaid 
In  praise  i^>idied  to  the  same  pari— his  head: 
For  'tis  a  rule  that  hold^  for  ever  true. 
Grant  me  dispernment,  and  I  grant  it  yon. 

Patient  of  contraction  as  a  child, 
Affable,  humble,  diffident,  and  mild; 
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SSueh  wu  Sir  Ismc,  aodsudi  B&f]»  and  Locke: 
Yov  bhmdMer  Is  at  sturdy  as  a  rock. 
The  aeatHm  is  so  SUM  to  kick  and  bite, 
A  muktafll's  the  man  to  set  him  light 
First  Appeiito  enKato  him  Troth's  sworn  Ibe, 
TlmnobsdnateMf-wittconfinnahimhSD.   . 
Teii  him  he  wandexs;  ihatiiis  ent»r  leads 
To  &tal  ills;  that,  though  the  path  he  tipada 
Be  iloweiy,  and  he  sees  no  cause  of  fear, 
Death  and  the  pains  of  hell  attend  him  there: 
In  -vain;  the  slave  of  atrcigance  and  pride: 
He  has  no  hearing  on  the  prudent  aide. 
His  stiQ  refuted  quirks  he  still  repeats; 
New  raised  objections  with  new  q^ibble8  meets; 
Tffl  sinking  in  the  quicksand  he  defends, 
He  dies  disputing,  and  the  contest  ends-^ 
But  not  the  mischiefe;  tliey,  still  left'  behind, 
like  thisUe-seeds,  are  sown  by  eve^  wind. 

Thus  men  go  wrong  with  an  ingenious  skill; 
Bend  the  straight  rule  to  their  own  crooked  will; 
And  with  a'  clear  and  shining  lamp  supplied, 
First  put  it  out,  then  take  it  for  a  guide. 
Halting  on  crutches  of  unequal  nze, 
One  leg  by  truth  supported,  one  by  lies; 
They  sidle  to  the  goal  with  awkward  pace, 
Secure  of  nothing — ^but  to  loose  the  race. 
Faults  in  the  life  breed  erroTs  m  the  brain, 
And  these  reciprocally  those  again. 
The  mind  and  conduct  mutually  imprint 
And  stamp  their  image  in  each  otlier^s  mint: 
Each,  sire  and  dam,  of  an  infernal  race, 
Begetting  and  conceinngall  that's  base. 
None  sends  his  arrow  to  the  mark  in  new, 
Whose  hand  is  feeble,  or  his  aim  untrue. 
For  though  ere  yet,  the  shaft  is  on  the  wing, 
Or  when  it  first  fersakes  th'  elastic  string. 
It  err  but  littfe  from  the  intended  line, 
Itfefls  ai  last  <iu  wide  of  his  design: 
So  he  who  seeks  amansion  in  the  sky. 
Must  watch  his  purpose  with  a  steadfast  eye; 
That  priae  belong  to  aone  but  the  sincers ; 
Thi  least  obliquity  is  fatal  here. 

With  eaatious  taste  the  sweet  Ciroeancop: 
He  thai  sips  often,  at  last  drinks  it  up. 


Habits  aw  soon  aaramed;  but  when  we  stiive 
To  strip  them  off,  'tis  being  flayed  alive. 
Called  to  the  temple  of  impure  delight, 
He  that  abstains,  and  he  akMie,  does  right 
If  a  wish  wander  that  Vay^  call  it  home ; 
He  cannot  long  be  safe  whos^mhes  roam. 
But,  if  you  pass  th^  threshold  you  are  caught; 
Die  then,  ifpower  Almighty  save  you  not 
There  hardening  by  degrees,  till  double  steeled^ 
Take  leave  of  nature's  Gn^  and  Grdd  revealed; 
Then  laugh  at  aH  yon  trembled  «t  before;' 
And;  jmning  the  freethinker's  brutal  roar, 
Swallow-  the  two  grand  nostrums  they  dispeiis»» . 
That  Scripture  lies,  and  blasphemy  is  sense :        / 
If  clemency  revnlted  by  abuse 
Be  damnable,  then  damned  without  excuse. 

Some  dream  that  they  can  silence,  when  th67 
will, 
Tiie  stoim  of  passion,  and  say,  Peace,  be  atiU; 
But  "  Thus  far  an^  no  further  y"  when  addressed 
To  the  wild  wave,  or  wildet  human  breast, 
Implies  authority  that  never  can, 
That  never  ought  to  be  the  loit  of  man. 

But,  muse  forbear;  long  .flights  ferbode  a  M; 
Strike  on  the  deep-toned  chord  the  suni  of  aJL. 

Hear  ^  jiut4aw-^e  judgment  of  the  sk<ee' 
He  that  hates  truth  shall  be  the  dupe  of  lies: 
And  he  thaiiw^  be  cheated  to  the  last, 
Delusions  ^rong  as  Hell  shall  bind  him  fest 
But  if  the  wanderer  his  inistake  discexiv 
Judge  his  own  ways,  and  sigh  for  a  return, 
Bewildered  once,  must  he  bew^  hsa  loss 
For  ever  and  for  everl  No — the  cross! . 
There  and  there  only  (thoc^  the  deist  rave, 
And  atheist,  if  earth  beaf  so  base  a  slave  ;X 
There  and  there  only  is  the  power  to  savQ/ 
There  no  delusive  hope  invites  despair; 
No  mockeiy  meets  you,  no  deception  there.  , 
The  spells  and  chaims,  that  bUnded  you  before, 
All  vanbh  there^  and  faacinatfl  no  more. 

I  am  no  preacher,  let  this  hint  suffice— 
The  cross  once  seen  is  death  to  every  vice: 
Else  he  that  hung  there  suffered  all  his  pain, 
Bled,  groaned,  and  agoniaed,  and  died,  in  vain. 
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MAN,  on  the  dubious  Waves  of  error  tossed. 
His  ship  half -foundered,  and  his  compass  lost. 
Sees,  6r  as  human  optics  may  command, 
A  sleeping  fog,  and  fancies  it  dry  land: 
Spreads  aU  his  canvass,  eveiy  sinew  plies; 
Pants  for  't,  aims  at  it,  enters  it,  and  dies! 
Then  ferewcH  all  relfsatisfying  schemes, 
Bis  weD-boilt  systems,  philoeophk;  dreams; 


Deceitful  vtewtf  of  future  blim&rewellt— 
He  reads  his  sentence  at  the  flames  of  Hell. 

Hard  lot  of  man — to  toil  for  the  reward 
Of  virtue,  and  yet  loee  it!.  Wlierefore  hVrd  ] 
He  that  would  win  the*  race  must  ^de  Ins  hoi» 
Obedient  to  the  customs  of  the  course; 
Else,  though  unequalled  to  the  goal  he  flies, 
t  A  meaner  than  himself  shall  gain  the  vm^ 
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Qraoe  lends  the  right  way;  if  ytu  chooK  the  wrong, 
Tftke  it  and  perish;  but  lestrain  your  tongiie; 
Chazge  not,  with  light  suifioient,  and  left  free, 
Your  wilful  Miiclde  on  GodV  decree. 

O  how  unlike  the  complex  wortLs  of  man, 
Heaven's  easy,  aitln^,  unincumbered  plaii! 
No  meretricious  graces  to  beguile, 
No  clustering  omanients  to  clog  tiie  pBe; 
Ftmu  oetentataon  as  from  weakness  free. 
It  stands  like  tbe  eerutoan  arch  we  see, 
Majestic  in  its  own  simplicity. 
Inscribed  above  the  portal,  from  afiur 
Cons][ncuDU8  as  the  brightness -of  a  star, 
Legible' only  by  the  light  they  give. 
Stand  the  soul-quick'ning  wotd^-^BeUeveandlive. 
Too  many,  shocked,  at  what  should  charm  thevi 

most 
Despire  the  plain  direction^  and  are  lost. 
Heaven  on  sudhr  terms !  (they  cry  with  proud  dis- 
dain,) 
Incredible,  .imposrible,  and  vain ! — 
Rebel,  because  'tis  easy  to  obey ; 
And  scorn,  for  its  own  sake,  the  gracious  way. 
These  are"  the  sober,  in  whose  coofer  brains 
Some  thought  of  immortality  remains ; 
The  rest,  too  busy  or  too  gay  to  wait 
On  the  sad  theme,  their  everiasting  state, 
Sport  for  a  day,  and  perish  in  a  night,- 
The  foam  upon  the  waters  not  so  light . 

Who  judged  the  phariseel  What  odious 
Exposed  him  to  the  vengeance  of  the  lawsl 
Had  he  seduced  a  virgin,  wronged  a  friend, 
Or  stiibbed  a  man  to  serve  some  private  end  1 
Was  blasphemy  his  dn  1  Or  did  he  stray 
From  the  strict  duties  of  the  sacred  day  t 
Sit  long  and  late  at  the  carousing  board  1 
(Such  were  the  sins  with  which  he  chaiged  his 

Lonl.) 
No— the  man's  morals  were  exact,  what  thenl 
'Twas  his  ambition  to  be  seeii  of  meii ; 
Sis  virtues  were  his  pride ;  and  that  one  vice 
Made  aU  his  virtues  gewgaws  of  no  price ; 
He  wore  them  as  fine  trappings  for  a  show, 
A  praying,  eynagogue-fr^uenting  beau. 

The  self-applauding  bird,  ^e  peacock  see— 
Mark  what  a  sumptuous  pharisee  is  he ! 
Meridian  sun-beams  tempt  him  to  unfdd 
His  radiant  glories,  azure,  green,  and  gold : 
He  treads  as  if,  some  solemn  music  near, 
His  measured  step  were  governed  by'  his  ear: 
And  seems  to  say— Ye  meaner  fowl,  give  place, 
I  am  oil  splendour,  dignity,  and  grace  1 

Not  so  the  pheasant  on  his  charms  presumes, 
Though  he  top  has  a  glory-m  his  plumes. 
He,  Christian  hke,  retreats  with  modest  mien 
To  the  dose  oopse,  or  fiur^sequestered  green, 
And  shines  without  desiring  to  be  seen. 
The  plea  of  works,  as  arrogant  and  vain. 
Heaven  turns  f  ram  wnh  abhacrance  and  disdain;  I 


Not  more  afirdhted  by  avowed  in^^ect, 
Than  by  the  mere  dissembler's  feigned  i»>fecL 
What  is  all  righteousness  that  men  devuul 
What^but  a  sordid  bargain  for  the  akiesi 
But  Chiist  as  soon  would  abdicate  his  o«nii, 
As'stoop  ftom  Heaven  to  sell  the  proudji  thronsL 

His  dwelling  a  recess  in  some  rude  rock, 
Book,  beads,  and  maple  dish,  his  nieagre  stock* 
In  shirt  of  haiir,  and  weeds  of  canvass,  dressed. 
Girt  v^th  a  bell-rope  that  the  pope  hatf  blessed; 
Adust  with  stripes  told  out  for  eveiy  crime. 
And' sore  tormented  long  before  his  time ; 
His  prayer  preferred  to  saints  that  can  not  aid ; 
His  praise  postponed,  and  never  to  be  paid ; 
See  the  sage  honoiit,  by  mankind  admirwl| 
With  all  that  bigotry  adopts  inspired, 
Wearing  out  life  in  his  religious  whim, 
Till  his  religious  whimsy  wean  out  him. 
His  works,  his  abstinence,  his  ^eai  allowed,. 
You  think  him  humble— God  accounts  him  proud, 
High  in  demand;  though  lowly  in  pretence, 
Of  all  his  conduct  this  the  genuine  sense — 
My  penitential  stripes,  my  streaming  blood, 
Have  purchased  Heaven  and  prov6  my  title  good. 

Turn  Eastward  now,  and  Fancy  shall  apply 
To.  your  weak  sight  her  telescopic  eye. 
The  bramin  kindles  on  his  own  bar^  bead 
The  sBored  fire,  self-torturing  his  trade ; 
His  vduntaiy  pidns,  severe  and  long, 
Would  give  a  barbarous  air  to  Britic^  song ; 
No  grand  inquisitor  could  worse  invent. 
Than  he  contrives  to  sufler,  w^  content. 

Which  is  the  saintlier  worthy  of  the  twol 
Past  all  dispute,  yon  andiorite  say  you. 
Your  sentence  and  mine  difier.    What's  a  name' 
I  say  the  bramin  has  the  fairer  cUim. 
If  sufferings,  Scripture  no  where  recommfinda^ 
Devised  by  self  to  answer  selfish  ends, 
Give  saintahip,  then  all  Europe  must  agree 
Ten  starveling  hermits  sulfc  less  than  he. 

The  truth  ia  (if  the  truth  may  suit  your  ear, 
And  prejudice  have  left  a  passage  clear,) 
Pride  has  attained  its  most  luxuriant  growth. 
And  poisoned  every  virtue  in  them  both. 
Pride  may  be  pampered  while  the  flesh  grows  lean, 
HttoAility  may  clothe  an  EInglish  dean; 
That  grace  was  Cowper's— his,  confessed  by  all — 
Though  placed  in  golden  Durham's  second  stalL 
Not  aU  the  [denty  of  a  bishop's  board. 
His  palace,  and  his  lackeys,  and  "  My  Lord," 
More  nourish  pride,  that  condescending  vice, 
Than  abstinence,  and  b^gaiy,  and  lice ; 
It  thrives  in  misery,  and  abundant  grows : 
In  misery  fools  upon  themselves  impose. 

But  why  before  us  protestants  produce 
An  Indian  mystic,  or  a  French  recluse  1 
Their  ain  is  plain ;  but  what  have  we  to  fear, 
Reformed  and  well  instructedl  You  shall  hear. 
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Yon  aDcient  pfode,  wbow  withered  featitces  tbow 
She  mi^  be  young  sdme  forty  yean  ago, 
Her  dbows  pinioned  doae  upon  her  hqie, 
Her  head  erect,  her  &n  upon  her  fipa, 
Her  eye4nowB  arched,  ha  eyea  both  gone  aatiay 
To  waleh  yon  amonNia  couple  in  Cheir  play)  " 
With  bony  and  unkeichiefed  neck  defieii^^ 
The  rode  inclemency  of  wintry  akieB, 
And  sails  with  lappet-head  and  mincing  airs 
Duly  at  dink  of  bell  to  pioin|ng  prayen.  • 
To  thnil  and  paiwnony  mun^  inclined, 
She  yet  aOows  heneLf  that  boy  behind; 
The  afaiTeiing  urchin,  bending  as  he  goes,  ^ 

With  sfipahod.  heels,  and  dewdiop  at  hid  nose ;. 
Hb  predeoeasei's  coat  fulvanced  to  wear, 
Which  future  pages  yet  are  doomed  to  share, 
Carries  her  Bible  tucked  beneath  his  arm, 
And  hides  his  hands  to  keep  his  fingers  warm. 

She,  half  an  angel  in  her  own  account, 
Doubts  nor  nereafier  ^th  the  saints  to  mount. 
Though  not  a  grace  appears  on  strictest  p^arch, 
But  that  sheftsts,  and  ifem,  goes  to  church. 
Conscious  of  age,  she  recollects  her  youth, 
And  teDs,  not  always  with  an  eye  to  truth, 
Who  spanned  her, waist,  and  who,  where'er  he 

eame, 
Scrawled  upon  glass  Miss  Bridget's  lovely  name^ 
Who  at(^  her  sli{^)er,  filled  it  with  tokay, 
And  drank  the  little  bumper  every  day. 
Of  temper  «b  envenomed  as  an  aif^, 
Censorious,  and  her  every  word  a  wasp; 
In  fidthful  memory-she  records  the  crimes, 
Or  real  or  fictitious,  of  the  times ; 
Laughs  at  the  reputations  she  has  torn, 
And  holds  them  dangling  at  arm's  length  in  scorn. 

Such  are  the  fruits  of  sanctimonious  pride, 
Of  malice  fed  while  flesh  is  mortified  : 
Take,  Madam,  the  reward  of  all  your  prayeis, 
Where  hermits  and  where  bramins  meet  vriih 

thens; 
Your  pMtion  is  vrith  them. — ^Nay,  never  firown, 
But,  if  you  please,  some  fiithoms  lower  down. 

Artist  attend— your  brushes  and  your  paint — 
Plodnoe  them — ta,ke  a  chair — ^new  draw  a  saint. 
Oh  sorrowful  and  sad!  the  streaming  tears 
Channel  her  cheeks-^  Niobe  appears !' 
Is  this  a  saint  1  Throw  tints  and  all  away — 
True  piety  i^  cheerful  as  the  day, 
Win  weep  indeed  and  heave  a  pitying  groan 
For  others'  woes,  but  Smiles  upon  her  own. 

Whtit  purpose  has  the  Kiag  of  saints  in  viewl 
Why  falls  the  Gospel  like  a  gracious  dewl 
To  call  up  plenty  from  the  teinning  earth. 
Or  curve  the  desert  with  a  tenfold  dearth  1 
Is  it  that  Adam's  oflspring  may  be  saved 
From  servile  fear,  or  be  the  mrae^nslavedl 
To  looee  the  liidu  that  galled  mankind  before. 
Or  bind  them  fester  on,  and  add  still  mon»1 


The  fieebom  Christian  has  no  chains  to  prava, 
Or,  if  a  chain,  the  golden  one  of  love ; 
No  fear  attends  to  quench  hif  gk>wing  fixes, 
What  fiaar  he  feels,  his  gratitude  inspires. 
Shall  he,  fer  such  deliveranoe  finely  wrought, 
Recompense  ill  i  ^tnemblesdt  the  thought 
His  Master's  interest  and  his  own  combined, 
Prompt  every  movement  of  his  heart  and  mind: 
Thought,  word,  and  deed  his  liberty  evince, 
Hit  fieedom  is  tbe  ireedora  of  a  prince. 
Man's  obligations  infinite,  of  course 
,His  hfe  should  prove  that  he  perceives  their  feroe; 
His  utmost  he  can  render  is  but  small — 
The  prindple  and  motive  all  in  all. 
You  have  two  servants — ^Tom,.  an  arch,  sly  rogue 
From  top  to  toe  the  Geta  now  in  vogue, 
Genteel  in  figure,  easy  in  address. 
Moves  without  noise,  and  swift  as  an  express. 
Reports  a  xneaeage  with  a  pleasing  grace, 
Expert  in  all  the  duties  of  his  place; 
Say,  on  what  hinge  dees  his  obedience,  move  1 
Has  he  a  world  of  gratitude  and  love? 
No,  not  a  spariL— 'tia  all  mere  sharper's  play; 
He  likes  your  house,  yeqr  housemaid  and  your 

pay; 

Reduce  his  wages  or  get  rid  of  her, 

Tom  quits  you,  with— Your  most  obedient.  Sir. 

The  dinner  served,  Charies  takes  his  usual  stand, 
Watches  your  eye,  anticipates  command; 
Sighs  if  perhaps  your  appetite  should  fail ; 
And,  if  he  but  suspects  a  frown,  turns  pale ; 
Consults  all  day  your  interest  and  your  ease. 
Richly  rewarded  if  he  can  But  pleiise; 
And,  proud  to  make  his  firm  attachment  known, 
To  save  your  life  would  nobly  risk  his  own. 

Now  which  stands  highest  in  your  serious  thought? 
Charles,  without  doubt,  tey  you-^and  so  he  ought ; 
One  act,  that  firam  a  thankful  heart  proceeds, 
Excels  ten  thousand  mercenary  deeds. 

Thus  Heaven  approves,  as  honest  and  sineere. 
The  work  of  generous  love  and  filial  fear ; 
But  with  averted  eyes  th'  omnisdent  Judge. 
Scorns  the  base  hireling,  and  the  slarish  drudge. 
Where  dwell  these  matdUeas  saints  1— old  Curio 

cries. 
E'en  at  your  side.  Sir,  and  before  your  eyes. 
The  fevoured  femr— th'  enthuaasts  you  despise. 
And  pleased  at  heart,  because  on  holy  ground 
Sometimes  a  canting  hypocrite  is  found. 
Reproach  a  people  with  his  single  fall. 
And  cast  his  filthy  garment  at  them  alL 
Attend ! — an  apt  similitude  ihall  snow. 
Whence  springs  the  conduct  that  offends  you  so. 

See  where  it  smokes  along  the  sounding  plain, 
Blown  all  aslant,  a  driving,  dashing  rain, 
Peal  upon  peal  redoubling  all  around. 
Shakes  it  again  and  faster  to  the  ground ; 
Now  flashing  wide,  now  glancing  a»  m  play, 
Swift  beyond  thought  the  lightnings  dait  away- 
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Ere  yet  it  came  the  trai^eller  urged  his  ikeed,, ' 
And  hurried,  btit  with  unsaooessfhl  speed ; 
Now  drenched  throughoat,  mnd  hcfpdeta  of  hk  case, 
He  drops  ihe  rein,  and  leaves  Urn  to  his  paoe. 
Suppose,  ifnlooked-for  in  a  scene  so  riide,. 
Long  hid  by  interposing  hili  or  wood, 
Some  manaon,  neat  and  degantly  dressed, 
By  some  kind  hospitable  heart  possessed, 
Offer  him  warmth,  security,  and  rest ; 
Think  with  what  pleasure,  safe  and  at  bis  eaBS, 
He  hean  the  tempest  howling  in  the  trees  ] 
What  glowii^g  tfaanks  his.lips  and  heart  employ, 
While  dimger  past  is  turned  to  present  joy. 
So  &res  it  with  the  sinner,  when  he  feels 
A  growing  dread  of  vengeance  at  his  heels: 
His  conscience,  like  a  glassy  lake  before. 
Lashed  into  foaming  waves,  begins  to  toitr ;  • 
The  law  grown  clamorous,  though  sitdnt  long, 
Arrai^s  him— charges  him  Wth  every  wroig— 
Asserts  the  rights  of  Ms  ofiended  Lord, 
And  death  or  restitntion  is  the  word : 
The  last  imposrable,  he  fears  the  first, 
And,  having  well  dsserved,  expects  the  worst. 
Then  welcome  refuge,  and  a  peaceful  home^ 
Oh  for  a  shelter  from  the  wrath  to  come ! 
Crush  me,  ye  rocks !  ye  falfing  mountains  hide, 
Or  bury  me  in  ocean's  angry  tide. 
The  scrutiny  of  those  all  seeing  eyes 
1  dard'not — And  you  need  not,  Gk>d  replies; 
The  remedy  you' want  I  freely  give: 
The  Book  shall -teach  you — read,  believe,  and  live ! 
'Tis  done— the  raging  storm  is  heard  no  more, 
Mercy  receives  him  on  her  peaceful  shore.: 
And  Ju^ice,  guardian  of  the  dread  command. 
Drops  the  x^  vefngeanoe  from  his  veiling  hand. 
A  soul  redeemed  demands  a  life  of  praise ; 
Hence  the  complexion  of  his  fhtuie  days. 
Hence  a  demeanour  holy  and  unspecked, 
And  the  worlds  hatred,  as  its  sure  effect. 

Some  lead  a  life  umUameable  and  just. 
Their  own  dear,  virtue  their  unshaken  trust; 
They  never  sin— or  if  (as  all  offend) 
Some  trivial  slips' thehr  daily  walk  attend, 
The  poor  are  near  at  hand,  the  charge  b  small, 
A  slight  gratuity  atones  for  all. 
For  though  the  pficype  has  lost  his  interest  here. 
And  pardons  are  not  sold  as  once  they  wei:e; 
No  papist  more  desirous  to  compound, 
Than  son)e  gfave  sinnera  upon  Engtish  gromid. 
That  plea  lreiutc?d,  other  quirks  they  seek — 
Mercy  is  infinite,  and  man  is  weak ; 
The  future  shall  obUlarate  the  past, 
And  Heaven  no  doubt  shall  be  their  home  at  last. 

Come  then — a  still,  small  whisper  in  your  ear — 
tie  has  no  hope  who  never  had  a  fear ; 
And  he  that  never  doubted  of  his  state. 
He  may  perhaps— perhaps  he  may—too  late. 
.  The  path  to  bliss  abounds  with  many  a  snare; 
Learning  is  nne,  and  wit,  however  ram. 


The  Frenchman,  fint  in  Iftterary  fttne, 
(Mentionhimifyoaplease.)  VottsSie?— Tfaettote. 
With  spixit,  genius,,  eloquence,  sopped. 
Lived  1^,  wrote  much,  laughed  heartily,  and  dial 
The  Sciiptpie  was  his  jest^Mok,  whence  fafr  drew 
Bcm  moiBio  gall  the  Christian' and  the  Jew, 
An  inJSdel  in  Iteadtfa,  but  what  when  sick  ? 
Oh— then  a^text  would  touch  him  at  the  quack : 
View  lum  at  Paris  tnlns  last  carset. 
Surrounding  throngs  the  demi-god  tfeieie ;  , 
Exalted  on  his  pedestal  of  pride, 
And  fiuned  frankiivense  on  every  side. 
He  begs  their  flattery  with  his  latest  breath,  ^ 
And  smothered  in  t  at  last,  is  praised  to  death. 

Yon  cottager,  who  weaves  at  her  own  door, 
Pillow  and  bobbins  all  her  little  store; 
Content  though  mean,  and  cheerful  if  not  ^ay, 
Shuffling  her  threads  about  the  livelong  day. 
Just  earns  a  scanty  pittance,  and  at  night, 
Lies  down  secure,  her  heart  and  pocket  light ; 
She,  fer  her  huihble  spharo  by* nature  fit, 
(Has  little  understanding,  and  no  wit. 
Receives  no  praise ;  but,  though  her  lot  be  such, 
Toilsome  and  indigent)  she  renders  much ; 
Just  knows,  and  knows  no  more,  her-Bibte  true—* 
A  truth  the  brilliant  Frenchman  never  knew ; 
And  in  that  charter  reads  with  sparkling  eyes 
Her  title  tib  a  treasure  in  the  skies. 
Oh  hai^y  peasant !  Oh  unhappy  bard ! 
His  the  mere  tinsel,  hers  the  rich  reward ; 
He  praised  perhaps^or  ages  yet  to  come. 
She  never  heard  of  half  a  mile  from  home : 
He  lost  in  errors  his  vain  heart  prefers, 
She  safe  hi  the  simplicity  of  hen|. 

Not  many  wise,  rich,  noble,  or  profeond 
In  science,  win  <Hie  inch  of  heavenly  ground. 
And  is  it  not  a  mortifying  thought 
The  poor  should  gain  it,  and  the  rich  should  not  1 
No— the  voluptuaries,  who  ne'er  forget 
One  pleasure  lost,  lose  Heaven  without  regret ; 
Regret  would  rouse  them,  and  give  birth  to  prayer; 
Prayer  would  add  feith,  and  feith  would  fix  them 
there. 

Not  that  the  Former  of  us  all,  in  this, 
Or  aught  he  does,  is  governed  by  caprice;  ^ 
The  suppodtion  is  replete  vrith  sin, 
And  bears  the  brand  of  blasphemy  burnt  in. 
Not  so — the  silver  trumpet's  heavenly  call 
Sounds  for  the  poor,  but  sounds  alike  for  all : 
Kings  are  invited,  and  would  kings  obey, 
No  slaves  on  eaith  more  welcome  were  than  they: 
But  royalty,  nobility,  and  state. 
Are  sueh  a  dead  preponderating  weight, 
That  endless  bliss  (how  strange  soe'er  it  seem) 
In  counterpoise,  flies  up  and  kicks  the  beam. 
'Tb  open,  and  ye  can  not  enter-^why  1 
Because  ye  will  not,  Conyers  would  reply — 
And  he  aa.yB  much  that  many  may  dispute. 
And  cavil,  at  with  ease,  but  none  refute. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


yVLVTBL 


OMwiBri  eflSsctof  paulI7alldwallt;• 
Tfae.•eed  ftown  tAmn-'hom  vigoraiw  is  tjbe  j^IaiU ! 
No  nfl  I&o  yumtty  fot  growth  diviiiBi 
As  InuMit  bold  mipp^m  the  ochort  wine. 
Elaith  gna  too  little,  giving  only  breadi    . 
To  nowiBh  pode,  or  turn  the  weakart  bead : 
To  them  the  floukdjag  jugan  of  the  schoob 
SeeiDB  what  it  ie— a  cap  and  belh  ibr  foob: 
The  fight  they  walked  by,  kindled  bam  abo«e, 
ShofWi  them  the  flfaoiteat  way  to  liie  and  lofo: 
They,  atiangen  to  the  controvenial  field, 
Where  de&Bis,  always  iiiied,  yet  acorn  to  yield, 
And  never  checked  by  what  inpedea  the  wise,   • 
Bdieve,  niah  fiirwaid,  and  poneeathe  prize. 

Envy,  ye  great,  the  dull  ^unlettered  email : 
Ye  have  much  cause  fixr  envy — ^but  not  all. 
We  boaa^  some  rich  ones  whom  the  Gospel  8way% 
And  one  who  wean  a  coronet  and  prays ;  ' 
Like  gleanings  of  an  dive-tree  th^  show, 
Hen  and  there  one  upon  the  topmost  bough. 

How  readily  npon  the  Gospel  plan. 
That  question  h|»  its  answer— What  is  man  1 
Sinful  and  weak,  in  oveiy  senseawretch; 
Aa  instrument,  whose  chords  upon  the  stretch, 
And  strained  to  the  last  screw  that  he  can  bear, 
Yield  only  discord  m  his  Maker's  ear : 
Onoe  the  blest  resiriekice  jf  truth  divine, 
Gkirioas  as  Solyma's  btencnr  shrine,  -    ^ 

Where,  in  his  own  oneular  abode, 
Dwelt  visibly  the  UghtcrealingGod^  .     . 

But  made  long  since,  .like  Babylon  of  old, 
A  den  of  misdiiefii  never  to  be  told  t 
And  die,  onoe  mistress  of  the  realms  around, 
Xow  scattered  wide,  and  no  where  to  be  found,  . 
As  soon  shall  rise  and  reascend  the  throne^ 
By  native  power  and  energy  her  own, 
As  Katme,  at  her  own  peculiar  cast, 
Aestore  to  man  the  glories  he  has  lost. 
(3o— bid  the  winter  cease  to  chill  the  year, 
Replace  the  wandering  comet  in  his  sphere^ 
Then  boast  (but  wut  for  that  unhoped-ibr  hour) 
The  self-restoring  arm  of  human  power; 
But  what  is  man  in  his  own  profod  esteem? 
Hear  Imn— himself  the  poet  and  the  theme : 
A  monarch  clothed  with  majesty  and  awe. 
His  mind  his  kingdom,  and  his  will  his  law, 
Grace  in  his  mien,  and  glory  in  his  eyes. 
Supreme  on  earth,  and  worthy  of  the  skies, 
Strength  in  Ids  heart,  dominion  in  his  nod, 
And,  thundeibolts  excepted,  quite  a  God ! 
So  dngs  he,  charmed  with  his  own  mind  and  form, 
The  song  magn^cent— the  theme  a  worm ! 
Himself  so  much  the  source  of  his  delight, 
Hb  Maker  has  no  beauty  in  his  sight. 
See  where  he  ttts,  contemplative  and  fixed. 
Pleasure  and  wonder  in  his  features  mixed,  ' 
His  passions  tamed  and  all  at  his  oontvol 
How  perfiict  the  composure  of  his  soul! 

ca 


Compbeenoy  hae  bBeathe4  a  gen^e  gale 
O'er  a)l  his  thought^  and  swelled  his  easy  sail : 
His-books  well  tanuned  and  in  the  gayest  style, 
IJke  ttipinental  coaeoixdi^  rank  and  fiki, 
Adorn  his  Intfdlects  as  weU  u  shelves^ 
And  teach  him  netum*  splendid  as  thenwelves: 
The  Bibfe  aolj  stands  n^lected  there. 
Though  thai  of  aU  most  worthy  of  his  69M; 
And,  fike  an  infant  troublesome  awake. 
Is  left  to  sleep  iat  peace  and  quiet's  sake. 

Whatfhall  the  man  deserve  of  humankind. 
Whose  happy  skill  and  industry  combined     . 
Shall  prove  (what  argument  could  never  yet) 
The  Bible  aA  imposture  and  a  cheati 
The  praises  of  the  Ubeitine  professed, 
The  worst  of  men,  and  curses  of  the  best. 
Where  shouki  the  living,  weepixig  o'er  his  woes ; 
The  dying,  trembling  at  the  awful  close; 
Where  the  betrayed,  forsaken,  and  oppressed, 
The  thousands  whom  the  world  forbids  to  rest; 
W^ere  should  they  iSnd  (those  comforts  at  an  end 
The  Scripture  yields,)  or  hope  to-flnd,  a  friendl 
Sorrow  might  muse  herself  to  madnessihen, 
And,  steking  esle  from  the  sight  of  men. 
Bury  herself  m  solitude  profound. 
Grow  frantic  vnth  her  p^ngs,  and  bite  the  gpound^ 
Thus  ofUn  Unbelief,  grevm  sick  of  life, 
Flies  to  the  tempting  pod,  or  felon  knife. 
The  jury,  meet,  Ike  coroner  is  short, 
And  lunaqr  the  verdict  of  the  cQurt?  r 
Reverse  the  sentence,  let  the  truth  be  known, 
Such  lunacy  is  ignorance  alone; 
They  knew  not,  what  some  bishops  may  not  know, 
That  Scripture  is  the  only  cure  of  wo; 
Thai;  fieUof  pronuse',how  it  flings  abroad 
Its  odour  o'er  tlie  Christian's  thorny  road! 
The  soul,  reposing  on  assured  relief 
Feels  herself  happy  amidst  all  her  grief, 
Forgets  her  kbour  as  she  toils  along, 
Weeps  tears  of  joy,  and  bursts  intoa  song. 

But  the  same  word,  that,  fike  the  pofiahed  share. 
Pbughs  up  the  roots  of  a  believer's  care,  ^ 
Kills  too  the  fiow'ry  weefla,  where'er  they  grow, 
That  bind  the  sinxier's  Bacchanalian  brow. 
Oh  that  unwekome  voice  of  heaveidy  love, 
Sad  messenger  of  mercy  from  above! 
How  does  it  grate  upon  his  thankless  ear; 
Crippfing  his  pleasures  with  the  cramp  of  feat  f 
His  vrill  and  judgment  at  eontinttal  strife, 
That  civil  war  imbitterB  all  his  life: 
In  vain  he  paints  his  powers  against  the  skiea. 
In  vain  he  closes  or  averts  his  eyes, 
Truth  win  intruder-she  bids  him  yet  bevmre; 
And  shakes  the  sosptk:  in  the  scomer's  chair. 

Though  various  foes  against  the  truth  ogmb^iS. 
Pride  above  aP  opposes  her  design : 
Pride,  of  a  growth  stiperior  to  tue  rest, 
The  subtlest  serpent  with  the  loftiest  creiA, 
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Swells  at  the  ttumght,  and,  kindliiif  into  ngjb, 
Would  hiss^the  cherub  Mttcy  fiom  theitagp. 

Ana  k  the  soul  indeed  ao  loatV- ihe  coes, 
Fallen  tarn  her  glory,  andtoo  weak  to  riael 
Torpid  andduH  tieneath  a  froaen  xone, 
Haa  ahe  no  spark  that  BMiy  be  deemed  her  ownl 
Grant  her  indsbted  to  what  leakCs  ciOl 
Grace  undeeerved,  yet  surely  not  fiw  all— 
Some  beaow  of  rectitude  she  yet  displays, 
Some  love  of  virtue,  and  some  power  to  pniae; 
Can  lift  hemelf  above  corporeal  things. 
And,  soaring  on  her  own  unborrowed  wings, 
Possess  herself  of  all  that's  good  o^  true. 
Assert  the  skies,  and  vindicato^her  du?. 
Past  indiici^etbn  Is  a  venial  crime, 
And  if  the  youth,  unmellowed  yet  by  time, 
Bore  on  his  branch,  luxuriant  then  and  rude, 
Fruits  of  a  blighted  size,  austete  and  crude, 
Maturer  years  shall  happier  stores  produoe, 
And  meliorate  the  well-concocted  juice. 
Then  ocmsciow  of  her  meritorious  zed,  ' 

To  justice  she  may  make  ner  uotd  appeal. 
And  leave  to  mercy,  with  a  tranquil  mind. 
The  vrorthleiM  and  unfruitful  of  mankind. 
Hear  then  how  miercy,  slighted'  and  defied, 
Retorts  the  affront  against  the  crown  of  Pride. 

Peiiah  the  virtue,  as  it  ought,  abhorred, 
And  the  fool  with  it,  who  insults  his  Lord. 
The  atonement,  a  Redeemer's  love  has  wrought, 
Is  not  for  you-4he  righteous  need'it  not 
Seest  thou  yon  harlot,  wooing  all  she  meets, 
Thewdm-out  nuisance  of  the  public  streets, 
Herself  from  mem  to  night,  from  night  to  morn. 
Her  own  abhorrence,  and  as  much  your  scorn; 
The  gracious  shower,  unlinuted  and  firee. 
Shall  fall  on  her,  v^en  heaven  denies  it  thee. 
Of  ail  that  vriadom  dictates,  this  the  drift. 
That  man  is  dead  in  on,  and  life  a  gift 

Is  virtue,  then,  unless  of  Christian  growth, 
Mere  fallacy,  or  foolishness,  or  bothi 
Ten  thousand  sages  lost  in  endless  vro, 
For  ignorance  of  what  they  could  not  know  1 
That  speech  betrays  at  once  a 'bigot's  tongue, 
Charge  not  a  God  with  such  outrageous  wrong.     . 
Truly  not  I — the  partial  light  men  have. 
My  creed  persuades  me,  well-employed,  may  save : 
While  he  that  scorns  the  noonday  beam,  perverse. 
Shall  find  the  blessing  unimproved  a  curse.      i 
Let  heathen  worthies,  whose  exalted  mind 
Left  sensuality  and  dross  behind. 
Possess  for  me  their  undisputed  lot. 
And  take  unejivied  th0  reward  they  sought: 
But  still  in  virtue  of  a  Saviour's  plea, 
Not  blind  by  choice,  but  destined  not  to  see. 
Their  fortitude  and  vrisdom  wero  a  flame 
Celestial,  though  they  knew  not  whence  it  came, 
Derived  from  the  same  source  of  light  and  grace, 
,  Thai  guides  the  Christian  in  his  swifter  race;  • 


Their  judge  was  conseienoe,  and  her  rule  their  law 
That  rule,  punned  with  nvetei«De  and  with  awe^ 
Led  tiiem,  however  fiiJteiing,  fauit,  and  slow, 
From  what  they  knew,  to  what  they  wished  te 

know. 
But  let  not  him,  that  shares  abrigfater  day, 
Tnduoe  the  splendour  of  a  noontide  ray. 
Prefer  the  twilight  of  a  darker  time, 
A;id  deem  his  bass  stupidit]^  DO  crime:    ^ 
The  wretch,  who  slights  the  bounties  of  the  skies. 
And  sinks,  while  favoured  with  the  means  to  rise. 
Shall  find  them  rated  at  their  full  amount; 
The  good  he  scorned  all  carried  to  account 

Marshaling  all  his  terrors  as  he  came, 
Thunder,  and  earthquake,  tod  devouring  flame, 
From  Sinai's  top  Jehovah  gave  the  law. 
Life  for  obedience,  death  for  every  flaw. 
When  the  great  Sovereign  would  his  will  expocess, 
He  gives  a  perfect  rule ;  what  can  he  leas? 
And  guaxds  it  with  a  sanction  as  severe 
As  vengeance  can  inflict,  or  sinners  fear': 
Else  his  own  glorious  righCs  ne  would  ^'««'^""», 
And  nian  might  safely  trifle  with  his  name^ 
He  bids  Mm  glow  witii  unremitting  love 
To  all  on  earth,  and  to  himself  above; 
Condemni  the   injurious   deed,  the   sland'ioQf 

tongue. 

The  thought  that  meditates  a  brother's  wrong: 
Brings  not  alone  the  more  conspicuous  part, 
His  conduct,  to  the  test,  but  tries  his  heart. 

Haric !  universal  natuke  shook  and  groaned, 
'Twas  the  last  trumpet— see  the  judge  enthrtmed  • 
Rouse  all  your  courage  at  your  utmost  need, 
Now  summon  eveiy  virtue,  stand  and  plead. 
What!  sUentl  Is  your  boasting  heard  nomore? 
That  self-renoundng  wisdom,  learned  before, 
Had  shed  i^omortal  glories  on  your  brow, 
That  all  your  virtues  can  not  purchase  now. 

All  joy  to  the  believer!  He  can  speak — 
Trembling  yet  happy,  confident  yet  meek. 

Since  the  dear  hour,  that  brought  me  to  thy  fixit 
And  cut  up  all  my  follies  by  the  root, 
I  never  trusted  in  an  arm  but  thine, 
Nor  hoped,  but  in  thy  righteousness  divine: 
My  prayers  and  alms,  imperfect  and  defiled, 
Were  but  the  feeble  efiforts  of  a  child; 
Howe'er  performed,  it  was  their  brightest  part^ 
That  they  proceeded  from  a  grateful  heart: 
Cleansed  in  thine  own  all  purifying  bkxtd, 
Forgive  their  evil,  and  accept  their  good; 
I  east  them  at  thy  feet — my  only  plea  • 
Is  what  it  was,  dependence  upon  thee; 
While  struggling  in  the  vale  of  tears  below. 
That  liever  failed,  nor  shall  it  fiiil  me  now. 

Angelic  gratulations  rend  the  skies, 
Pride  falls  unpitied,  never  more  to  rise; 
Humility  is  crowned,  and  Faith  receives  the  piiia 
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Tahtane  tam  patleoB^  nulio  certamlne  toHl 
DooA  rimsY  Virg,  JEa,  Ub.  V. 


Wht  weeps  the  muse  fi>r  England?  What  ap- 
pean 
In  Englaad^s  case,  to  move  the  muse  to  tears  1 . 
From  aide  to  aide  of  her  delightful  isle 
Is  she  not  clothed  with  a  perpetual  smile  1 
Can  nature  &dd  a  charm,  or  art  confer 
A  new-found  luxmy  not  seen  in  her? 
Where  under  heayen  is  pleasure  more  pursued, 
Or  where  does  cold  reflection  less  intrude  1 
Her  fields  a  rich  expanse  of  wavy  torn, 
Pound  out  firom  plenty*s  overflowing  horn; 
Ambrosial  gardens,  in  which  art  buppliea 
The  fervour  and  the  force  of  luuian  skies  j 
Her  peaceful  shores,  where  busy  commerce  waits 
To  pour  his  ^den  tide  through  all  her  gates; 
Wluun  fiery  suns,  that  scorch  the  russet  spice  ' 
Of  eastern  groves,  and  oceans  floored  with  ice,- 
Forbid  in  vain  to  push  his  daring  way 
To  darker  climes,  or  dunes  of  brighter 'day ; 
Whom  the  winds  waft  wherever  the  billows  roll, 
From  the  world's  girdle  to  the  frozen  pole;    > 
The  chariots  bounding  in  her  wheel-worn  streets, 
Her  vaults  below,  where  every  vintage  meets ; 
Her  theatres,  her  revels,  and  her  sports; 
The  scenes  to  which  not  ^outh  alone  resorts^ 
But  age,  in  spite  of  weakness  and  of  pain, 
Still  haunts,  in  hope  to  dream  of  you^  again; 
All  ^peak  her  happy:  let  the  Muse  look  raund 
From  East  to  West,  no  sorrow  can  be  found;  - 
Or  only  what,  in  cottages  confined, 
Sighs  miregarded*lo  the  passing  wind. 
Then  wherefore  weep  for  England?  What  ap- 
pears 
In  England^s  case  to  move  the  muse  to  tears? 

The  prophet  wept  for  Israel;  wished  his  eyes 
Were  fountains  fed  with  infinite  supplies; 
For  Isfad  dealt  in  robbery  and  wrong;  . 
There  were  the  scomer's'  and   the  slanderer^s 

tongue. 
OathS)  used  as  playthings  or  convenient  tools, 
As  interest  bias'd  knaves,  or  fashion  fools; 
Adnhery,  ndghing  at  his  neighbour's  door; 
Oppression,  lab'iing  hard  to  grind  the  poor; 
The  partial  balance,  and  ^eceitfixl  weight; 
The  treacherous  smile,  a  mask  for  secret  hate; 
Hjrpocrisy,  formality  in  prayer. 
And  the  dull  service  of  the  lip  were  there. 
He;  women,  insolent  and  self-caressed, 
By  Vanity's  unvrearied  finger  dressedi 


FoigoC  the  blush,  that  virgin  fears  impart 
To  modest  cheeks,  and  borrowed  one  from  art; 
Were  just  such  trifles,  without  worth  or  use, 
As  silly  pride  and  idleness  producej 
Curled,  scented,  fiirbelpwed,  and  flounced  around, 
With  feet  too  delicate  to  touch  the  ground,  . 
They  stretched  the  neck,  and  rolled  the  wanton  eye, 
And  sighed  for  every  fool  that  fluttered  by. 

He  saw  his  people  slaves  to  every  lust, 
IiQwd,  ava^cipus,  arrogant,  unjust; 
He  heard  the  wheels  of  an  avenging  God    . 
Groan  heavily  along  the  distant  road;  . 
Saw  Babylon  set  wide  her  two-leaved  brass 
To  let  the  military  deluge  pass; 
Jerusalem  a  prey,  hejr  glory  soiled, 
Her  princes  captive,  and  her  treasures  i^iled; 
Wepi  till  all  Israel  heard  his  bitter  cry. 
Stamped  with  his  foot,  and  smote  upon  his  thigh : 
But  wept,  an4  stamped,  and  smote  his  thigh  in  vain; 
Pleasure  is  deaf  when  told  of  future  pain. 
And  sounds  proybetic  are  too  rough  to  suit 
Ears  bng  accustomed  to  the  pleasing  lute ; 
They  scorned  his  inspiration  and  his  theme. 
Pronounced  him  frantic,  and  his  fears  a  dream; 
With  self-indulgence  winged  the  fleeting  hours. 
Till  the  §oe  found  them,  and  down  fell  their  toweriL 

Long  time  Assyria  bound  them  in  her  chain, 
Till  penitence  had  puiged  the  public  stain, 
And  Cyrus,  with  relenting  pity  moved, 
Returned  HiBm  happy  to  the  hmd  they  loved; 
There,  proof  against  prosperity,  a  while 
They  stood  the  test  of  her  ensnaring  smile. 
And  had  the  grace  in  scenes  of  peace  to  phow 
The  virtue  they  had  learned  in  scenes  of  wo. 
But  man  is  finul,  and  can  but  ill  sustain 
A  bhg  unmunity  from  grief  and  pain ; 
And  after  all  the  joys  that  Plenty  lefds, 
With  tiptoe  step  Vice  silently  succeeds. 

When  he  that  ruled  them  with  a  shepheid's  rod 
In  form  a  man,  in  dignity  a  God, 
Came,  not  expected  in  that  humble  guise, 
To  sift  and  search  them  ,with  unerring  eyes^ 
He  found,  conoealed  beneath  a  fair  outside, 
The  filth  of  rottenness,  and  worm  of  pride; 
Their  piety  a  system  of  deceit, 
Scripture,  empbyed  to  sanctify  the  cheat; 
The  Pharisee  the  dupe  of  his  own  art, 
Self-idblized,  and  yet  a  knave  at  heart. 

When  nations  are  to  perish  in  their  sins 
Tis  in  the  chufch  th«,  leprosy  hegina; 
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The  priest,  wboee  ofiice  is  with  zeal  sinoeie 

To  watch  the  fountain,  and  preserve  itdsar, 

Careletel  J  nods  and  sleeps  upon  the  blink, 

While  others  poison  what  the  flock  must  diink;  *  ' 

Or,  waking  at  the  call  oflust  alone, 

[nftises  lies  and  errora  of  his  own: 

His  unihispecting  sheep  beliere  it  pure; 

And,  tainted  by  the  very  means  of  cure, 

Catch  £rom  each  other  a  contagious  spot, 

The  foul  fore-runner  of  a  general  rot 

Then  Truth  is  hushed,  that  Heresy  may  preach: 

And-  all  is  trash,  that  Reason  can  nod  reach : 

Then  Qod's  own  image  on  the  soul  impressed, 

Becomes  a  mock'r^,  and  astan^ng  jest; 

And  faith,  the  root  whcnbe  only  can  arise 

The  graces  of  a  life  thai  wins  the  skies^ 

Loses  at  once  all  value  and  esteem,   « 

Pronounced  by  gray-beards  s  pernicious  d^eam; 

Then  Ceremony  leads  hefbigdts  forth, 

Prepared  to  fight  fyt  shadows  of  no  worth; 

While  truths,  on  which  eternal  things  depend. 

Find  not,  or  hardly  find,  a  single  friend; 

As  soldiers  watch  the  signal  of  command, 

They  learn  to  bow,  to  kneel,  to  sit,  to  stand; 

Happy  to  fill  Religion's  vacant  place 

With  hollow  form,  and  gesture,  and  grimace. 

Such,  when  the  Teacher  of  his  church  was  there. 
People  and  priest,  the'  sons  of  Israel  were; 
Stiff  ill  the  letter,  lax  in  the  design 
And  impori  of  their  oracles  divine; 
Their  leahiing  legendary,  false,  absurd,    ^ 
And  yet  exalted  above  God's  own  word; 
They  drew  a  curse  from  an  intended  good, 
Puffed  up  with  gifts  they  never  undentood. 
He  judged  them  with  as  terrible  a  firawn. 
As  if  not  love,  but  vnrath,  had  brought  him  down: 
Yet  he  was  gentle  as  soft  summer  airs. 
Had  grace  for  others'  sins,  but  none  ftr  theirs; 
Through  all  he  spoke  a  noble  plainnen  ran — 
Rhet'ric  is  artifice,  the  work  of  man; 
And  tricks  and  turns,  that  fancy  may  devise. 
Are  far  too  mean  for  .Him  that  rules  the  skies. 
Th'  astonished  vulgar  trembled  while  he  tore 
The  mask  from  faces  never  seen  before; 
He  stripped  Ch'  imposb^n  in  the  noonday  sun, 
Showed  that  they  followed  all  they  seemed  to  shun ; 
Their  pny^ra  nuule  public,  their  excesses  kept 
As  private  as  the  chambers  where  they  slept; 
The  temple  and  its  holy  rites  profaned 
By  mumm'ries  he  that  dwelt  in  it  disdained ; 
Uplifted  hands,  that  at  convenient  times 
Could  act  extortion  and  the  worst  of  crimes, 
Washed  with  a  neatneM  scrupulously  nice, 
And  free  from  every  tamt  but  that  of  vice. 
Judgment,  however  tardy,  mends  her  pace 
Whien  Obstinacy  once  has  conquered  Qraoe. 
They  law  distemper  healed  and  lifo  restored,   . 
[n  answer  Co  the  fiat  of  his  word; 


Confessed  the  wonder,  and  with  daring  tongue 
Blasphemed  th'  authority  from  which  it  sprung. 
They  knew  by  syre  prognostics  seen  on  high. 
The  future  tone  and  temper  of  the  sky; 
But,  grave  dissemblen  could  not  onderstand 
That  Sin  let  loon  speaks  punishment  at  hand 

Ask  now  of  histo^  authentic  page, 
And  call  up  evidence  fimn  ev'ry  age ; 
Display  with  busy  and  lalMjrious  hand 
The  blesi&ngB  of  the  most  indebted  land^ 
What  nation  w^  you  ^nd  whose  annals  prove 
So  rich  an  interest  in  ahnighty  love  1 
Where  dwell  they  now,  Where  dwelt  in  ancient  dav 
A  people  planted,  watered,  blest  as  they  1 
Let  Egypt's  plagues  ai|d  Canaan's  woes  proclaim 
The  favours  poured  upon  the  Jewish  name; 
Their  freedom  purehased'for  them  at  the  cost . 
Of  all  their  hard  dppresson  valued  most; 
Their  title  to  a  country  not  thdr  own, 
Made  sure  by  prodigies  till  then  unknown ; 
For  them  the  states  they  left,  made  waste  and  void; 
For  them  the  states  to  wMch  thew  went,  destroyed; 
A  doud  to  i^neasure  out  their  nianch  by  day. 
By  night  a  fire  to  cheer  the  gloomy  way ; 
That  mov^g  signal  summoning,  when  best. 
Their  host  to  move,  and  wiieo  it  stayed  to  rest. 
For  ^m  the  robks  diaulved  into  a  flood, 
The  dews  condensed  into  angelic  food, 
Their  very  garments  sacred,  old  yet  new. 
And  Tiibe  forbid  to  touch  them  as  he  flew; 
Streams,  swelled  above  the  bank,  enjoined  to  stand 
Whil^  they  passed  through  to  their  appointed  land. 
Their  leader  anned  with  meekneas,  zeal,  and  love 
And  graced  with  clear  credentials  from  above ; 
Themselves  secured  beneath  th'  Alm%hty  wing! 
Their  Grodlheir  captain,*  lawgiver,  and  king; 
Crowned  with  a  thousand  vict'ries,  and  at  last 
Lords  of  the  conquered  soil,  there  rooted  fast, 
In  peace  possessing  what  they  vqm  by  war, 
Their  name  frur  published,  and  revered  as  far; 
Where  will  you  find  a  race  like  theirs,  endowed 
With  all  that  man  e'er  wished  or  Hetiv'n  bestow^ 
edi 

They,  and  they  only,  amongst  all  mankind. 
Received  the  tnmscri|>t  of  th'  eternal  mind ; 
Were  trusted  ^th  hiB  own  engraven  lavrs,^  ^ 
And  constituted  guardians  of  his  cause; 
Theirs  were  the  prophets,  theirs  the  priestly  call* 
And  theirs  by  birth  the  Saviour  of  us  all. 
In  vun  the  natbns,  that  had  seen  them  rise 
With  fierce  and  envious  yet  admiring  eyes, 
Had  sought  to  crush  them,  guarded  as  they  were 
By  power  divine,  and  skill  that  could  not  err. 
Had  they  maintained  allegiance  firm  and  sure. 
And  kept  the  faith  immaculate  and  pure. 
Then  the  proud  eagles  of  all-conqueiing  Rome 
Had  found  one  dty  not  to  be  o'ercome; 

*VldBMhuaT.'14. 


Goo^lt 


Digitized  by 


EXPOSTULATION. 


93 


AaJ  the  twdve  ilandanb  of  Uie  tribes  imfiiried 
Had  bid  defittnoe  to  the  warring  wodd. 
But  gnee  iJ)ii8ed  briiigs  forth  the  foulest  deeda^ 
Am  richest  soil  the  most  luzmiant  weeds. 
Cured  of  the  go||d«i  calTes,  their  father^f  sm, 
Thej  setup  sel^  that  idol  god  within; 
Viewed  a  DeUv^xer  wHh'  disdain  and  hate, 
Who  left  them  still  a  tribntaiy  state; 
8cned  ftat  hie  hand,  held  out  to  set  them  fiee 
From  a  wovse  jttk^y  aikd  nailed  it  to  the  tree: 
There  was  the  oonsummation  and  the  crowfi, 
The  floVfer  ef  Israel's  in&my  lull  blo^ ; 
Thenee  date  theii  sad  dedennon^nd  their  &H, 
Their  woes,  not  yet  jDopealed,  thence^  dato  them  all. 

Thus  611  the  best  instructed  in  her  day, 
And  the  most  &voared  land,  look  where  we  may. 
Philoeophy  indeed  on  Grecian  eyes 
Had  penned  the  day^  and  cleared  the  Roman  fkMK 
In  olher  dimes  perhaps  creative  art, 
With  power  saipasBuag  thdrs,  performed  her  part,^ 
Might  give  more  fife  to  marble,  or  might  fiH 
The  glowing  taUefo  with  a  juster  skill, 
Migfat  riiine  in  fiible,  and  gtace  idle  themes 
With  an  th'  embradery  of  poetic  dreams; 
TwBB  theim  akme  todive  into  the  plan, 
That  troth  and  mercy  had  reveiled  to  xoan; . 
And  while  the  worid  beside,  that  phm  unknown, 
DeiAed  useless  wood,  or  senseless  stone, 
They  breathed  in  futh  their  well-directed  prayers, 
And  the  true  God,  the  Godof  tratH,  was  thdxs. 

Their 'glory  &ded,  and  their  race'cSsperaed, 
The  last  of  nations  now,  though  once  the  first; 
They  warn  and  teach  the  proudest,  would  they 

learn, 
Keep  wisdom,  or  meetTengeance  in  your  turn ; 
If  we  escaped  not,  if  Heaven  spared  not  us, 
Peeled,  scattered,  and  exterminated  thus; 
If  vice  reodved  her  retribution  due, 
When  we  were  irisited,  what  hope  for  youl 
When  God  arises  with  an  awftd  frown 
To  punish  lust,  or  pluck  presun^don  down ; 
When  gifts  perverted,  or  net  duly  prixed. 
Pleasures  o'ervahied,  and  his  grace  despised, 
Proinike  the  vengeance  of  his  righteous  hand, 
To  poor  down  wrath  upon  a  thankless  land ; 
He  win  be  found  impsztially  severe. 
Too  just  to  wink,  er  speak  the  guilty  dear. 

Oh  Israel,  of  afl  nsti(ms  most  undone ! 
Thy  diadem  displaced,  thy  sceptre  gone; 
Thy  temple,  once  thy  glory,  fiJlen  and  rased, 
And  thou  aworshipper  e'en  where  thou  mayat ; 
Thy  aervioes,  once  holy,  without  a  spot. 
Mere  shadows  now,  thdr  ancient  pomp  foigot; 
Thy  Levites,  oooe  a  conseersted  host. 
No  kmger  Levites,  and  their  lineage  lOst^ 
And  thou  diyself  o'er  ^oountiy  sown. 
With  none  on  earth  that  thou  canst  caU  thme 


Cry  akud)  thou  that  sittest  in  the  dust, 
Cry  to  tb6  |>n)ud,  the  cruel,  and  unjust ;  * 

Knock  at  the  gates  of  naticms,  rouse  their  fears 
Say  wrath  is  coming,  and  the  storm  appean; 
l^ut  raise  the  shrillest  cry  in  British  ours. 

What  aOb  thee,  restless  as  the  waves  that  roar, 
And  fling  their  foam  against  thy  chalky  shore  1 
Mistress,  "tX  least  while  Providence  shall  please. 
And  trident-bearing  queen  of  the  wide  seas — 
Why,  having  kept  good  fittth,  and  often  shown 
Fiiendshipi  and  truth  to  others,  find'st  thou  none  % 
Thou  that  hast  jset  the  persecuted  free, 
None  interposes  now  to  succour  thee. 
Countries  indebted  to  thy  power,  that  shine 
With  Hght  derived  from  thee,  would  smother 

thine* 

Thy  very  children  watoh  for  "thy  disgrace--   ■ 
A  lawless  brood,  and  curse  thee  to  thy  &oc. 
Thy  rulers  load  thy  credit,  year  by  year, 
With  sums  Peruvian  mines  could  never  clear ; 
As  if,. like  arches  built  with  skiUul  hand,   ' 
The  more  ^were  pressed  the  firmer^  it  would  stand. 

The  cry  in  all  thy  ships  is  stiH  the  same, 
Speed  us  away  to  battle  ahd  to  fame. 
Thy  inarinen  explore  the*  wild  expanse, 
finpatient  to  descry  the  flags  of  France ; 
But,  though  they  fight  as  thine  have  ever  fought. 
Return  ashamed  without  the  wreaths  they  sought 
Thy  senate  is  a  scene  of  d^  jar, 
Chaos  of  contrarieties  at  war ; 
Where  sharp  and  solid,  phlegmatic  and  light, 
Discordant  atoms  meet,,  ferment,  and  fight ; 
Where  Obstinacy  tdkes  his  sturdy  stand. 
To  disconcert  what  Policy  has  pkuined ; 
Where  Pdicy  is  busie^  aU  night  long 
In  setting  right  what  Taction  has  set  wroqg ; 
Where  flails  of  omtoiy  thrash  the  floor, 
That  yields  them^  diaif  and  dust,  and  nothing 


Thy  racked  inhabitants  repine,  oompiain, 
Taxed  till  the  bro^  of  Labour  sweats  in  vain, 
War  hiys  a  burden  on  the  reefing  state, 
And  peace  does  nothing  .to  refieve  the  weight; 
Successive  loads  succeeding  broils  impose. 
And  sighing  milUons  prophesy  the  dose: 

Is  adverse  Providence,  wheil  pondered  well, 
So  dimly  writ,  or  difficult  to  spdl, 
Thou  canst  not  read  with  readiness  and  ease 
Providence  adverse  in  events  fike  these  t 
Know  tiien  that  heavenly  wisdom  on  this  ball 
Creates,  gives  birth  to,  guides,  consummates  aU 
That  while  laborious  and  quick-tfaougfated  mali 
Snuflb  up  the  praise  of  what  he  seems  to  plan, 
He  first  conceive^,  then  perfects  his  design, 
As  a  iner6  instrument  in  hands  divine: 
Bfind  to  the  working  of  that  secret  power, 
That  balances  the  wings  of  every  hour. 
The  busy  trifler  dreams  himself  alone. 
Frames  many  a  purpose,  and  God  works  his  owb. 
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States  thrive  or  wither  sa  moons  wax  and  wane, 
£vin  aa  his  i^rill  and  his  decioea  ordoini 
While  honour,  virtue,  piety,  btar  awaj, 
They  iSouHsh;  and  aa  them  decline,  decay; 
In  juat  resentment  of  his  injured  laws, 
He  pouTB  contempt  on  them  and  on  thei^  cause; 
Strikes  the  rough  thread  of  error  right  athwart 
The  web  of  every  scheme  they  have  at  heart; 
Bids  rottenness  invade  and  bring  to  dust 
The  pillars  of  suplpoit,  In  which  they  truift, 
And  do  his  .errand  of  disgr^e  and  shame 
On  the  chief  streitgth  and  glory  of  the  frame. 
None  ever  yet  impeded  what  he  i^rought, 
None  bare  him  out  from  his  most  secret  thought: 
Darkness  itself  before  his  eye  is  light, 
And  hell's  cloee  mischief  naked  in  h'n  sigli^ 
Stand  now  and  judge  thy8elf--Ua8f  thou  in- 
curred 
His  anger,  who  can  waste  thee  with  u  word, 
Whb  poises  and  proportions  sea  and  land. 
Weighing  them  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand, 
And  in  whose  awful  sight  all  nations  seem 
As  grasshoppers,  as  duft,  a  drop,  a  dreaml  ' 
Hast  thou  (a  sacrilege  his  soul  abhors) 
Claimed  all  the  gloxy  of  thy  prosperous  warsi  . 
Proud,  bf  thy  fleets  and  armies,  stoUn  the  gem 
Of  his  just  praise,  to  lavish  it  on  themi 
Hast  thou  not  learned,  what  thou  art  often  told, 
A  truth  still  sacred,  and  believed  of  old, 
That  no  success  attends  on  speareand  swords 
Unblest^  and  that  the  battle  is  the  Lord's? 
That  courage  is  bis  creature;  and  dismay 
The  poet,  that  at  his  bidding  speeds  away. 
Ghastly  in  feature^  and  hii»  stammering  tongas 
With  doleful  humour  and  sad  presage  hung, 
To  quell  the  valour  of  the  stoutest  heart, 
And  teach  the  combatant  a  woman's  parti 
That  he  bids  thousands  fly  when  none  pursue, 
Saves  as  ^e  will  by  many  or  by  few. 
And  claims  for  ever,  as  his  royal  right. 
The  event  and  sure  decision  of  the  flghU    , 
Hast  thou,  though  suckled  at  fiiir  Freedom's 
breast, 
E](poi^  davery  to  the  conquered  Eastl  ' 
Pulled  down  the  tyrants  India  served  with  dread. 
And  raised  tbyseU;  a  greater,  in  their  rtead  1 
Crone  thither  armed  and  hungry,  returned  full, 
Fed  from  the  richest  veins  of  the  Mogul, 
A  despot  big  with  power  obtained  by  wealth, 
And  that  obtained  by  rapine  and  by  stealth  1 
With  Asiatic  vices  stored  thy  mind, 
But  left  their  virtues  and  thine  own  behind  1 
And,  having  trucked  thy  soul,'  brought  home  the 

fee,     . 
I'o  tempt  the  poo^to  sell  himseL'  to  thee  1 

Hast  thou  by  statute  shoved  from  its  design 
The  Saviour's  feast,  his  own  Uest  bread  and  wine. 
Ant'  made  thb  symbols  of  atoning  grace 
An  office-key,  a  picklock  to  a  pkuce, 


That  infidels  may  prove  their  title  good 
By  an  oath  dipped  in  sacramental  bbodl 
A  Uot  that  wiU  be  still  a  blot,  in  spite 
Of  all  that  grave  apologists  may  write  i 
And  though  a  Inshop  toil  to  cleanse  the  stain. 
He  wip(^  and  soours  the  silver  cup  in  vain. 
And  hast  tljou  sworn  on  every  slight  preteoce, 
Till  perjuries  are  common  as  bad  penoe, 
While  thousands,  careless  of  the  Humning  an, 
KJss  the  book's  outside,  who  ne'er  Ipoked  within 

Hast  thou,  when'  Heaven  bas.do^ed  thee  with 

disgrace, 
(And,  long  provoked,  repaid  thee  to  thy  face)    * 
For  tliou  hast  known  eclipses^  and  endured    . 
Dimijess  and  anguish,  all  thy- beams  obscured. 
When  sin  had  shed  dishonour  on  thy  brow; 
And  never  of  a  saUer  hue  than  now,) 
Hast  'thou,  with  boart  perverse  and  conscience 

seared. 
Despising  all  nsbuke,  still  perdevered,. 
And  having  chosen  evil,  scorned  the  voice 
Thid  cried,  Hepentl^and  gloried  in  thy  choioel 
Thy  iastinga,  when  calatnity  at  last 
Suggipsts  the  expedient  of  a  yearly  fast. 
What  mean  they1  Canst  ^ou  dream  there  is  a 

^wer 
In  lighter  diet  «t  a  later  hbur,-  . 
To  charm  tp  sleep  the  threatening  of  the  skies, 
And  hide  past  foUy  from  all-«e<^ng.eyes^ 
The  fast,  that  wins  ddiyerance,  and  suspends 
The  stroke,  that  a  vindictive  God  intends. 
Is  to  renounce  hypocrisy;  to  draw 
Thy  life  upon.the  pattern  of  the'law; 
To  war  with  pleasure,  idolized  before; . 
To  vanquish  lust,  and  wear  its  yoke  no  more. 
All  fasting  else,  .whate'er  be  the  pretence, 
Is  wpdng  mercy  by  reinewed  offence. 

Hast  thou  within  the  sin,  thai  in  old  time 
Brought  fire  froni  Heaven,  the  ssK-abusing  crime, 
Whose  horrid  perpetration  stamps  disgrace, 
Baboons  are  free  from,  upon  human  race!} 
Think  op  the  fruitful  end  wcU-watered  spot^ 
That  fed  the  flocks  and  herds  of  wealthy  Lot, 
Where  Paradise  seemed  still  vouchsafed  on  earth. 
Burning  and  scorched  into  perpetual  dearth. 
Or,  in  his  words  who  damned  the  base  desire, 
Suffering  the  vengeance  of  eternal  fire: 
Then  nature  iniured,  scandalized,  defiled, 
Unveiled   her  blushing  cheek,  looked  on,   and 

smiled; 
Beheld  wth  joy  the  lovely  scene  defaced, 
And  praised  the  wrath,  that  laid  her  beauties  waste. 

Far  be  the  thought  from  any  verse  of  mhao, 
And  farther  still  the  formed  and  fijced  deaagn. 
To  thrust  the  charge  of  deeds,  that  I  detest^ 
Against  an  innocent,  unconscious  breast, 
The  man  that  dares  traduce,  because  he  can 
With  safety  to  himself,  is  not  a  man: 
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Anindrndual  is  a  Bacied  imak» 
Not  to  be  pienxd  in  piay^  or  in.  tlie  daik ; 
Bat pubtic  omsuve  speakB  apuUio ibe, 
Unless  a  zed  ibrviitue  guide  the  blow. 

The-prieitiy  brotherbood,  devout,  imcam, 
From  mean  eel^inteieet  and  ambteion  .clear, 
Theb  hope  in  heaven,  servility  their  seom, 
Prompt  to  persoajde,  expostulate,  and  warn, 
Their  wisdom  pure,  and  given  them  tcfoa  above, 
Their  osefofaieM  ensured  by  seal  and  Joye, 
As  meek  as  the  man  Moses,  and  withal  - 
As  bold  a»  in  A|;iippa's  presence  Paul, 
Should  fly  tiie  world's  contaminating  touch. 
Holy  and  unpolluted: — are  thine  suchl 
Except  a  fev  with  Eli'e  spirit  blest, . 
Hophni  and  Phineas  may  describe  the  rest 

Where  shall  at^acher  look,  in  days  fiketherie, 
For  ears  and  hearts,  thitt  he  can  hope  to  pteasei 
Look  to  the  poor— ibe  simple  and  the  plain 
Will  hear  perhaps  thy  salutary jttxain: 
HuraiUty  is  gentie,.apt.  to  learn, 
Speak  but  the  word,  will.  listen  and  letiun. 
Alas,  not  so!  the  poorest  of  the  flock 
Are  proud,  and  set  their  faces  as  a  rock; 
Deoiedthat  earthly  c^leiioe  they  choose, 
God's  better  gift  they  scoff  at  and  refuse. 
The  rich,  the  produce  of  a  upbfer  stem. 
Are  more  intelligent  at  least — ^try  them. 
Oh  vain  inquiry !  •  they  without  remorse 
Are  altogether  ^one  a  devious  course; 
Where  beck'ning  Pleasure  leads  them,  wildly  stray; 
Have  bunt  the  bands,  and  cast  the  yoke  away. 

Now  borne  upon  the  wings  of  truth  sublime. 
Review  thy  dim  original  and  prime. 
This  island,  spot  of  unreclaimed  rude  earth, 
The  cradle  that  received  thee  at  thy  birth, 
Was  rocked  by  many  a  roogh  Norwegian  bburt. 
And  Danish  bowlings  soared  thee  as  they  passed ; 
For  thou  wast  bom  amid  the  din  of  arms. 
And  sucked  abreast  that  panted  with  alarms. 
¥nule  yet  thou  wast  a  groveling  puling  cMt, 
Thy  bones  not  &ahioned,  and  thy  jdnts  not  knit. 
The  Roman  taught  thy  stubborn  knee  to  bow. 
Though  twice  a  Csaar  cfyold  not  bend  thee  now. 
His  victory  waa  that  of  orient  light, 
When  the  sun's  shafts  disperse  (he  gloom  of  night 
Thy  language  at  this  diirtant  moment  shows 
How  much  the  country  to  the  conqueror  owes ; 
Expiesttve,  energetic,  and  refined, 
It  ^Mtridee  with  the  gems  he  left  behind ; 
He  brought  thy  huid  a  bleanng  when  he  came^ 
He  fbond  thee  savage,  and  he  left  thee  tame; 
Taught  thee  to  ckithe  thy  pinked  and  painted  hide. 
And  graoe  thy  figure  with  a  soldier's  pride.  . 
He  sowed  the  seeds  of  OTder  where  he  went, 
Improved  thee  far  beyond  his  own  intent, 
And,  while  he  ruled  thee  by  the  .swon]  alone. 
Blade  thee  at  kit  a  warrior  like  his  owe 


R^Vgion,  if  ] 

Needs  only  to  be.  ssen  to  1     , 

^ut  thine,  a»  daxk  as  wkcheri^  of  the  night. 
Was  fiirmed  to  haidea;hearto  and  shock  the  agfat; 
Thy  Drukls  stnick  the  weU-hung  harps  they  bore 
With  Angers  deeply  died  in  humangore;    ^ 
And  wl^  the-vidtim  slowly  bfed  to  deiOh, 
Upon  the  rolling  chocds  |ung  out  his  dying  bBeath. 
Who  bnw^t  the  lamp,  that  with  awakening 


Dispelled  thy  f^oom,  and  broke  away  thy  dieanif, 

Tsadition,  now  deorepit  and  worn  odt,- 

Babbler  of  ancient  fiiblesj  leaves  a.doubt: 

But  stiU  light  reached  thee ;  and  those  goda  of  iUne, 

Woden  and  Thor,  each  tottering  in  his  shrink, 

FeH  broken  and  defaced  at  his  own  door, 

As  Dagon  in  I^ulbtia  bug  beforo. 

•Bat  Rome,  with  sorceries  and  magic  i^iand, 

Soon  raised  acloud  thai  darkened  every  land; 

And  thine  waa  smothered  in  Che,-sfench  and  fi^ 

Of  Tiber's  marshes  and  ibe  papal  bog. 

Then  priests;  w^th  buSs  and  briefs,  and  shaken 

crovrns,    ' 
And  griping  fists,  and  uniielenting  ftpwns. 
Legates  and  delegates  vrith  powers  from  hell. 
Though  heavenly  ih  pietenaioni  fleeced  thee  weD ; 
And  to  this  hour,-  to  keep  it  fifeah  in  mind,    - 
Some  tvrigs  of  that  old  scourge  are  left  b^nd.* 
The  soldiery,  the  Popi&'s  well-managed  pack. 
Were  trainedbeneath  hS9  lash,  afad  knew  the  smaolq 
And,  when  he  laid  them  on  the  scent  of  bldod. 
Would'  hunt  a  Saracen  through  fire  and  flood. 
Lnvish  oiflile  to  win  an  empty  tomb. 
That  proved  a  mint  of  wealth,  a  mine  to  Rome^ 
They  left  their  bones  beneath  unfriendly  skies, 
His  worthless  absolution  a^  th^  prize. 
Thou  ig;ast  thb  veriest  slave  in  days  of  yora. 
That  ever  dragged  a  chain  or  tugged  an  oar; 
Thy  monarchs,  aibitraiy,  fierce,  unjust, 
Themselves  the  slaves  (Mf  bigotry  or  lust, 
Disdained  thy  counaela,  only  in  distress 
Found  thee  a  goodly  sponge  for  power  to  press. 
Thy  chiefly  &e  lorde  of  many  a  petty  fe^ 
Provoked  and- harassed,  in  return  plagued  thee; 
Called  thee  away.firom  peaceable  empby, 
Domestic  happiness  and  rUral  joy, 
To  wasta  thy  life  in  alms,. or  lay  it  down 
In  causeless  feuds  and  bickerings  of  their  own. 
Thy  parliaments  adored  on  bended  knees 
The  sovei^igttty  they  were  convened  to  please ; 
Whate'er  was.aaked,  too  timid  to  resist, 
Complied  with,  and  were  graciously  dismissed; 
And  if  some  Spartan  soul  a  doubt  expressed, 
And,  binshing  at  the  tameness  of  the  rest, 
Dared  to  suppose  the  subject  had  a  choice, 
He  was  a  traitor  by  the  general  voice. 


Which  may  be  ANind  at  Boctor^  Oqdudoiml 
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O  slave !  with  powers  tliou  didst  not  dare  exert, 
Venecannot  gtoopsolow  as  thy  diteit; 
It  §h«Jces  the  odes  of  splenetic  Diadaui, 
Then  self^eDtitfed  ruler  of  the  main,      . 
To  trace  thee  to  the  date  when  yon  &ir  sea, , 
That  cUps  thy  shores,  had  no  such  charxns  ibr  thee ; 
When  other  nations  flew  from  coast  to  coast, 
And  thou  hadst  neither^fleet  nor  flag  to  boast 

Kneel  now,  and  lay  thy  finrehead  in  the  dust  j 
Blush,  if  thou  c«^ ;  not  petrified,  thou  must : 
Act  but  an  honest  and  a  fiiithful  part ; 
Compare  what  then  thou  wast  with  what  thou  ait  \ 
And  God's  disposing  providence  confessed, 
Obduracy  itself  must  yield  the  rest — 
Theh  thou  art  bound  to  serve  him,  and  to  prove, 
Hour  after  hour,  thy  gratitude  and  love. 

Has  he  not  bid  thee,  and  tb^  &vQjued  land, 
For  ages  8a&  beneath  his  sheltering  hand. 
Given  thee  \}b  blessing  on  the  dearest  proof, 
Bid  nations  leagued  against  thee  stand  aloof, 
And  charged  Hostility  and  Hate  to  roar 
Where  else  they  would,  but  not  Upon  thy  shore  1 
His  povrer  securedthee,  when  presumptooQa  Spain 
Baptized  her  fleet  InvindU^  in  vain ; 
Her  gloomy  monarch,  doubtful  and  resigned 
To  every  pang  thai  racks  an  anxious  mind; 
Asked  of  the  waves,  that  Wke  upon  his  coast, 
Whattidingsl  and  the  surge  repIied^M  lest ! 
And  when  the  Stuart  leaning  on  the  Scot, 
Then  too  much  feared,  and  now  too  much  Ibrgol, 
Pierced  to  the  very  centre  of  the  reafan, 
And  hoped  to  seize  his  abdicaM  hebn,  - 
'Twas  but  to  prove  how  quickly  with  a  firown 
Hethat  had  raised  theecould  have  plock'dtbeedown. 
Peculiar  is  the  grace  by  thee  possessed, 
Thy  foes  implacable,  thy  land  at  rest ; 
Thy  thunders  travel  over  earth  and  seas, 
And  all  at  home  is  pleasure,  wealth,  and  ease. 
'Tis  thus,  extending  his  temp^tuous  arm, 
Thy  Maker  fills  the  nations  with  alarm. 
While  his  own  Heaven  surveys  the  troubled  scene. 
And  feels  no  change,  unshaken  and  serene. 
Freedom,  in  other  lands  scarce  known  to  shine, 
Pours  ou^  a  flood  of  splendour  upon  ihine; 
Thou  hast  as  bright  an  interest  in  her  rays 
As  ever  Roman  had  in  Rome's  best  days. 
True  freedom  is  where  no  restraint  is  known. 
That  Scripture,  justice,  and  good  sense  disown. 
Where  only  vice  and  injury  are  tied. 
And  all  from  shore  to  shbre  is  free  beside. 
Such  freedom  is — and  Windsor's  faoary  towers 
Stood  trembling  at  the  boldness  of  thy  powers, 
That  won  a  nyniph  on  that  immortal  plain 
Like  her  the  fabled  Phoebus  wooed  in  vain; 
He  found  the  laurel  only — ^happier  you 
Th'  unfading  laurel,  and  the  virgin  tool* 


*  Alluding  to  the  grant  of  Magna  Charta,  which  was 
toned  fhm  King  John  \tr  tbs  baroM  at  RiinnTmeds  n 


Now  think,  if  Pleasure  haveathou^ttospan: 
If  God  himself  be  not  beneath  her  care; 
IfbuaineaB,  constant  as  the  wheels  of  time, 
Can  pause  an  hour  te  read  aserious  rhyme; 
If  the  new  mail  thy  merchants  now  receive, 
Or  expectation  of  the  ne^  give  leave; 
Oh  thuik!  if  chargeable  with  deep  arrears 
For  sUch  indolgence  gilding  all  thy  years, 
How  much,  though  long  neglected,  shining  yet, 
The  beams  of  heavenly  truth  have  swelled  the       | 

debt. 
When  persecuting  zeal  n^de  royal  sport 
With  tortured  innocence  in  Mary's  court, 
And  Bonner,  blithe  as  diepherd  at  a  wake. 
Enjoyed  the  shoW)  and  danced  about  the  stake 
The  sacred  Book,  its  value  uaderatopd^ 
Received  the  seal  of  martyrdom  in  blood. 
'Those  holy  men,  so  full  of  truth  and  grace, 
Sfeem  to  reflection  of  a  diflerent  race ; 
Meek,  modest,  venerable,  wise,  sincere. 
In  such  a  cause- they  could  not  dare  to  fear; 
They  could  not  purchase  earth  vnth  such  j\  prize. 
Or  spare  a  life  too  short  to  reach  the  skies. 
From  them  to  thee  conveyed  along  the  tide, 
'Their  streaming  bearto  poured  freely  When  they 

died^ 
Those  truths,  which  rkeither  us^  nor  years  impair, 
Invite  thee,  woo  thee,  to  the  bliss  they  shkie: 
What  dotage  will  no||t  vanity  maintain  1 
What  web  too  weak  to  catch  a  modem  brain  1 
The  moles  and  bats  in  frdl  assembly  find, 
On  special  search,  the  keen  eyed  eagle  blind. 
And  did  they  dream,  vA  art  ihou  wiser  nowl 
Prove  it — ^if  bett^,  I  submit  and  bow. 
Wisdom  and  goodness  are  Iwin-bom,  one  hieart 
Must  hold  both  sLsters,  never  seen  apart 
So  then — as  darkness  ovenqraead  the  deep, 
Ere  Nature  rose  from  her  eternal  sleep, 
And  this  delightful  earth,  and  that  fidr  sky. 
Leaped  out  of  notUng,  called  by  the  Most  High; 
By  such  a  change  thy  darkness  is  made  light, 
Thy  chaos  order,  and  thy  weakness  might; 
And  He,  whose  power  mere  nullity  obeys. 
Who  found  thee  nothing,  formed  thee  for  his  praise 
To  praise  him  is  to  serve  him,  and  fulfil. 
Doing  and  sulSering,  his  unquestioned  will; 
'Tis  to  believe  what  men  inspired  of  old, 
Faithful,  and  faithfully  informed,  un^ ; 
Candid  and  just,  with  no  felse  aiip  in  view, 
To  take  for  truth,  what  can  not  be  but  true; 
To  learn  in  Grod's  own  school  the  Christian  part, 
And  bmdthe  task  .assigned  thee  to  thine  heart: 
Happy  the  man  there  seeking  and  there  found, 
Happy  the  nation  where  such  men  abound. 

How  shall  a  verse  im|«e8B  thee?  by  what  name 
Shall  I  adjure  thee  not'to  court  thy  shamel 
By  theirs,  whose  bright  example  unimpeached, 
Directs  thee  to  that  eminence  they  reached, 
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Heroen  andworthiesofdays  past,  thy  nrasl   ' 
Or  liii,  who  tonchedihei^  hearts  with  hattowed  iiiai* 
Their  names,  alaal  in^ain  raproach  va  age, 
Whom  an  the  yanities  they  flcomed  engage! 
And  Hu,  that  seraphs  tremble  at,  ib  hung 
Di^gncefiiDy  on 'eveiy  trifler's  tongue, 
Or  serres  the  champion  in  fiweraac  war, 
To  fbnrish  and  parade  with  at  the  bar. 
PteasaiehendfperiiapSBaggeetsaplea,  ^ 

If  interest  move  thee,  to  peisuade  e'en  thee; 
By  every  chann  that  smiles  npon  her  face, 
By  joys  poosentod,  and  joys  still  held  in  chase, 
If  dear  society  be  worth  a  thought. 
And  if  the  feast  of  freedom  e|oy  thee  not, 
Reflect  that  these,  and  all  that  aeem  thine  own, 
Held  by  the  tenure  of  his  win  akme, 
Like  angds  in  ths  service  of  their  Lord, 
Remain  with  thee,  or  leave  thee  at  his  word; 
That  gratitude  and  temperance  in  our  use 
Of  what  he  gi^es,  unspaiing'and  profuse. 
Secure  the  fiivour,  and  enhance  the  joy, 
That  thankless  waste  and  wil^  abuse  destroyt 
But  4bove  all  reflect,  how  cheap  soe'er 
Those  rights,  that  millions  envy  (hee,  appear, 
And,  though  lesolTed  to  risk  tbem,  andswim  down 
The  tide  of  pleasure,  heedless  of  Hb  frown, 
That  blessings  truly  sacred,  and  when  given     • 
Marked  with  the  signature  and  stamp  of  Heaven, 
The  word  of  prophecy,  those  truths  divine, 
Which  make  that  Heaven,  if  thou  desire  it,  thine, 
(Awfbl  altenuUive!  believed,  beloved, 
Thy  gkffy,  and  thy  shame  if  unimproved,) 
Are  never  long  vouchsafed,  if  pushed  aside 
With  cold  disgust  or  philosophic  pride ! 
And  that,  judidally  withdrawn,  diegrace. 
Error,  and  daikness  occupy  their  place. 

A  worid  is  up  in  arms,  and  thou, -a  spot 
Not  quickly  found,  if  negligently  sought. 


Thy  soul  as  am|^  as  thy  bounds  are  small, 
Endtires  the  bruiit,  and  daieflt  defy  them  all. 
jfVnd  wilt  shou  join  (o'this  bold  enterprise 
A  bolder  still)  a  ctmtest  wHh  the  skies  % 
Remember,  if  He  guard  thee  and  secure. 
Whoe'er  assails  thee,  thy  success  Is  sure; 
But  if  He  Wave  thee,  though  the  skill  and  power 
Of  nations  sworn  to  spoil  thee  and  devour. 
Were  all  collected  in  thy  sinjgiB  arm. 
And  thou  oouldst  laugh  away  the  fear  of  harm, 
That  strength  vvould  fail,  opposed  against  the  push 
And  ieeUe  onset  of  a  pigmy  rush.  ' 

Say  not  (and  if  the  thought  of  such  defence 
Shoidd  spring  wiChin  thy  bosom,  drive  it  thence) 
What  nation  amqjbgst  all  my  foes  is  fine 
From  crimes  as  base^as  any  tiharged  oh  meT 
Their  measure  filled^  they  too  shall  pay  the  debt, 
Which  God,  though  long  ferbome,  will  not  ftrget. 
But  know  what  wrath  divine,  when  most  severe, 
Makes  justice  stfll  the  guide  o/his  career,     / 
And  will  not  punish,  in  oile  mingled  crowd, ' 
Them  without  light,  and  thee  without  a  ckmd. 

Mu^e,  hang  this  harp- upon  ynn  aged  beach. 
Still  murmuring  with  the  solenul  truths  I  teach; 
And  while  at  intervals  a  cold  blast  smgs 
Through  the  dry  leaves,  and  pants  uponihe  stringi^ 
My  soul  shall  sigh  in  secret,  and  lament 
A  nation  scourged,  yet  tardy  to  repent 
I  kjMW  the  warning  song  Ib  sung  m  vam; 
That  few  will  hear,  and  fewer  heed  the  strain; 
Bi^'if  a' sweeter  voice,  and  one  designed 
A  blessing  to  my  couhtiy  and  mankind, 
Reclaim  the  wandering  thousands,  and  bring  homa 
A  flodb  so' scattered  and  so  wont  to  roaifi. 
Then  place  it  once  again  between  my  knew; 
The  sound  of  truth  will  then  be  wan  to  please: 
And  truth  alone,  where'er  my  life  be  caiit, 
In  scenes  of  plenty,  or  the  pining  waste. 
Shall  be  my  chosen  theme,  my  glory  to  the  last 
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Ask  what  b  human  life^-rthe  sage  replies, 
Vibh  &^>pointment  lowering  in  his  eyes, 
A  painful  passage  o'er  a  restless  flood, 
A  vam  pursuit  of  fugitive  false  good, 
A  scene  of  fancied  bliss  and  heart-felt  care, 
Ckising  at  last  in  darkness  and  despair. 
The  poor  inured  to  drudgery  and  distress. 
Act  without  aim,  think  little,  and  feel  less, 
And  no  where,  but  in  feigned  Arcadian  scenes, 
Taste  happiness,  or  know  what  pleasure  means. 
Richcff  are  passed  away  ham.  hand  to  hand, 
As  feftune,  vice,  or  folly  may  copmmndi 


A  bin  a  dance  the  pair  that  take  the  lead 

Turn  downward,  and  the  lowest  pair  succeed, 

So  shifting  and  so  various  is  the  plan. 

By  which  Heaven  rules  the  mixed  affairs  of  man; 

Vicissitude  wheels  round  the  motley  crowd, 

The  rich  grow  poor,  the  poor  become  purse-proud; 

Business  is  labour,  and  man'e  weakness  such,  ' 

Pleasure  is  labour  too,  and  tires  as  much. 

The  vexy  sense  of  it/oregoiss  its  use. 

By  repetition  palled,  by  age  dbtus^. 

Youth  lost  in  dissipation  we  dej^re, 

Through  life's  sad  remnant,  what  no  sighs  lesleii) 
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Oai  yean,  a  froHlflM  nee  witlioat  apiiae,^ 
Too  maiiy,  yet  too  few  to  make  u  wiw. 

DazurUag  hb  cam  about,  and  taldiig  miifi) 
I^otham  CZM8,  WhatfiUidik^hicfltuif--^ 
O  qoendoufl  and  weak'l— whoae  laaeUm  bnda 
Otiee  thought  of  nothing,  and  now  thinka  in  vain; 
Whoae.eyes  reverted  weeps  o*er  aU  the  past, 
Whose  prospect  shows  thee  adiaheaxtaning  wiflle; 
Would  age  in  thee  resign  his  wintiy  leign, 
And  youth  invigonte  that  frame  again, 
Renewed  desin  would  gnoe  with  other  speech, 
Joys  always  prbed,  when  placed  wttiiin  our  reach. 

For  lift  thy  palsied  head,  diake  off  the  gloom 
That  oYerlttmgs  thethorden  of  thy  tomb,   _ 
See  Natim  gay,  as  when  she  &td  began. 
With  smiles  allufing  her  admirer  man; 
She  spreads  Die  morning  over  eastern  hills, 
Earth  giitten  with  the  drops  the  night  distils; 
The  Sun  obedient  at  her  call  appean, 
'To  fling  his  glories  o'eTthe  lobe  she  wean;  - 
Banks  clothed  with  flowen,  groves  filled  with 

(qnrightly  soundi, 
The   ydlow   tilth,  green  meads,  xocks,  xising 

grounds, 
Streams  edged  with  o«en,  fatfceniiig  eveiy  field, 
Where'er  they  flow,  now  seen  and  now  coboealed; 
From  the  Uue  rim,  where  ddesand  mountains  meet, 
Down  to  the  veiy  turf  beneatii  thy  feet. 
Ten  thousand  charms,  that  oiily  finis  despise, 
Or  pride  can  look  at  with  indifieretit  eyes,    . 
AH  speak  one  language,  aU  with  onesweet  voice 
Giy  to  her  univexsal  realm.  Rejoice  I 
Man  &ek  the  spur  of  paasionB  and  desires, 
And  she  gives  largely  more  than  he  requirss; 
Nut  that  his  houn  devoted  all  to  Care, 
HoUow-eyed  Abstinence,  and  lean  Despair, 
The  wretch  may  pine,  while  to  his  smdl,  taste, 

sight. 
She  holds  a  paradise  of  rich  delight; 
But  gently  to  rebuke  his  awkward  fear. 
To  prove  that  what  she  gives,  she  gives  sincere; 
To  banish  hesitation,  and  proclaim 
His  happiness,  her  dear,  her  only  aim. 
'TIS  grave  phijpsophy'a  draurdest  dream, 
That  Heaven's  intentions  are  not  what  they 
That  only  shadows  are  dispensed  below, 
And  earth  has  no  reality  but  wo. 

Thus  things  terrestrial  wear  a  different  hue, 
As  youth  or  age  persuades;  and  neither  true. 
So  Flora's  wreath  through  coloured  crystal  spen, 
The  rose  or  lily  appean  blue  or  green, 
But  still  th'  imputed  tints  are  thoee  alone 
The  medium  represents,  and  not  their  own. 

To  rise  at  noon,  nt  slipshod  and  undressed, 
To  read  the  news,  or  fiddle,  as  seems  best, 
Till  half  the  world  comes  rattling  at  his  door. 
To  fill  the  dull  vacuity  till  fbur; 
And,  jurt  when  evening  turns  the  blue  vault  gray,^ 
To  spend  two  houn  in  dressing  for  the  day; 


To  make  the  sun  abanble  without  xae^ 

Sttve  fix  thafiruitffhis  heavenly  beams  ptodnoa; 

Gluite  to  fiiEget,  or  deem  it  w<nih  tio  thooq^ 

Who  bidrhim  shine,  or  if  he  shine  or  not; 

Throu^  men  necesnty  to  dose  faiaeyes 

Just  when  the  las'ks  and  when  the  shepheidfl  nsaj 

Is  such  alile,  so  tediously  ds^same. 

So  void  of  all  utQity  or  aim, 

That  poor  Jon^il,  with  almost  every  breadi 

Sighs  fiff  his  exit,  vulgarly  called  death; 

For  he,  with  ail  his  follies,  has  a  nmid 

Not  yet  so  blank,  or  fashbnably  blmd, 

But  now  and  then  ^perh^is  a  feeble  ny 

Of  distant  wisdom  shoots  acnss  his  way, 

By  which  he  rSads,  that  lifis  vrithout  apian, 

'As  useless  as  the  moment  it  b^gan. 

Serves  merely  as  a  apU  fiir  disoonient 

To  thrive  in;  an  encumbtanoe  em  half  spent 

Oh  weariness  beyond  what  asses  feel, 

That  tread  ths  circuit  of  the  dstem  wheei; 

A  dull  rotation,  never«t  a  stay, . 

Yesterday's  fece  twin  image  of  to-day; 

While  conversation,  an  exhausted'stock. 

Grows  dnmsy  as  the  clicking  of  a  ckick. 

No  need,  he  cries,  of  .gnvity  stufifisd  out 

With  academic  dignity  devout. 

To  read  wise  lectures,  vanity  the  text: 

Prbdaim  the  remedy,  ye  learned,  next;   • 

For  truth  self-evident,  with  pomp  impressed, 

Is  vanity  surpasAng  all  thereat 

That  remedy,  not  hid  in  deeps  profound, 
Yet  seldom  sought  where  oidy4o  her  found. 
While  poison  turns  aside  from  its  due  scope 
Th'  inquirex's  aim,  that  remedy  is  hope.  . 
Life  is  His  gifl;,  finnm  whom  whatever  life  needs 
With  every  good  and  perfect  gift,  proceeds; 
Bestowed  on  mini  like  all  that  we  partake, 
Royally,  freely,  kit  his  bounty's  sake; 
Transient  indeed,  as  is  the  fleeting  hour, 
And  yet  the  seed  of  an  immortal  flower; 
Designed  in  honour  of  his  endless  love, 
To  fiU  with  fragrance  his  abode  above; 
No  trifle,  howsoever  short  it  seem, 
And,  howsoever  shadowy,  no  dream! 
Its  value,  what  no  thought  can  ascertain. 
Nor  all  an  angel's  eloquence  explain; 
Men  deal  vnth  life  as  children  witii  their  play, 
Who  first  misuscj  then  cast  their  tpys  away 
Live  to  no  sober  purpose,  and  contend 
That  their  Creator  had  no  serious  end. 
When  God  and  man  stand  opposite  in  view, 
Man's  disappomtment  must  of  course  ensuft. 
The  just  Creator  condescends  to  write, 
la  beams  of  inextinguishable  light. 
His  names  of  wisdom,  goodness,  power,  and  bve 
On  all  that  blooms  below,  or  shines  above. 
To  catch  the  wandering  notice  of  mankind. 
And  teach  the  worid,  if  not  perversely  blim' 
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His  gndaoB  altribiiteB,  and  prove  the  share 
His  oflS^pring  hold  in  his  paternal  cart'. 
If^  fed  fiom  earthly  things  to  things  divine, 
His  creatiue  thwart  not  his  aiig\iat  design, 
Then  praise  is  heard  instead  of  reasoning  pride, 
And  captions  cavil  ai|d  complaint  snhside. 
Nature,  employed  yi  her  aHotted  place, 
Is  hatid-maid  to  the  purposes  of  Grace; 
By  gpod  vouchsafed  makes  known  superior  good/ 
And  h&SB  not  seen  hy  hlessings  understood : 
That  bliss,  revealed  in  Scripture,  with  a  glow 
Blight  as  the  covenant-ensuring  bow,  ^ 
Hres  all  his  feelings  with  a  noble  sc^ta 
Of  sensual  evil,  and  thus  Hope  is  bom. 

Hope  sets  the  stamp  of  vanity  on  all 
That  men  have  deemed  substantial  since  the  &II, ' 
Yet  has  the  wondrotts  virtue  to  educe       '' 
From  csnpliness  itsdf  a  real  use;' 
And  while  she  takes,  as  at  a  father's  hand, 
What  health  and  sober  appetite  demand, 
From  fiiding  good  derives,  with  chymic  art, 
That  IsBting  happiness,  a  thankfiil  heart. 
Hope,  with  uplifted  foot  set  free  from  earth. 
Pants  for  the  place  of  her  ethereal  birth. 
On  steady  wingjs  sails  through  th'  immense  abyss, 
Plucks  amaranthine  joys  from  bowers  of  bliss-, 
And  crowns  the  soul,'  while  yet  a  mourner  here, " 
Whh  wreaths  like  those  triumphant  spirits  wear. 
Hope,  as  an  anchor  firm  and  sure,  holds  fast 
The  Chriitian  vessel,  and  defies  the  blast. 
Hope!  nothing  else  can  nourish  and  secure 
His  new-born  virtues,  and  preserve  him  pure. 
Hope!  let  the  wretch,  once  conscious  of  (he  joy, 
Whom  now  despairing  agohies  destroy, 
Speak,  for  he  can,  and  none  so  Well  as  he. 
What  treasures  centre,  what  delights  in  thee. 
Had  he  the  gems,  the  spices,  and  the  land 
That  boasts  the  treasure,  all  at  his  command; 
The  fragrant  grove,  th'  inestimable  mine, 
Were  light,  when  weighed'  'against  one  sm^e  of 
thine. 

Thoo^,  clasped  and  cradled  in  hi&  nurse's  anns, 
He  alunes  with  all  a  cherub's  artless  charms-, 
Man  is  the  genuine  of&pring  of  revolt, 
Stabbom  and  sturdy,  as  a  wild  ass'  colt; 
His  paasions-,  like  the  watery  storta  that  sleep 
Beneath  the  smiling  suiface  of  the  deep,  - 
Wait  hut  the  hushes  of  a  wintry  storin, 
To  frown  and  roar,  icnd  shake  his  feeble  form. 
From  infioicy  through  childhood's  giddy  maze, 
Frofward  at  school,  and  fretfVil  in  his  plays, 
The  puny  tyrant  bums  to  subjugate  ^ 
The  free  republic  of  the  whip-gig  state. 
If  one,  his  equal  in  athletic  frame. 
Or,  more  provoking  still,  of  nobler  name, 
Dare  step  across  his  arbitrary  views. 
An  IHad,  only  not  in  verse,  ensues: 
The  little  Greeks  look  trembling  at  the  scales, 
Tin  the  best  tongue,  or  heaviest  hand,  prevails. 


Now  see  him  launched  into  the  world  at  laige; 
If  priest,  supinely  droning  o'er  his  charge, 
Th^  fleece^his  pOlow,  and  his  weekly  drawj, 
Though  short,  too  Ibng,  the  price  he  pays  for  all. 
If  lawyer,  loud,  whatever  cause  he  plead, 
But  proudest  of  the  worst,  if  that  succeed. 
Perhaps  a  gi^ve  physician,  gathering  fees. 
Punctually  paid  for  lengthening^out  disease; 
No  COttok,  whose  humanity  sheds  rays, 
That  make  superior  skill  his  second  praise. 
If  amffi  engage  him,  he  devotes  to  sport 
His  date  of  life,  so  likely  to  be  short; 
A  soldier  may  be  any  thing,  if  hnye, 
So  may  a  tradesman,  if  not  quite  a  knave. 
Such  stuff  t))e  worid'is  mad^  of ;  and  mankind 
To  paission,  interest,  pleasure,  whim  resigned. 
Insist  on,  ais  if  each  were  his  own  pope. 
Forgiveness,  and  the  privilege  of  hope. 
But  Conscience,  injwme.awfiil  silent  hour, 
When  captivating  lusts  hate  lost  their  power. 
Perhaps  when  sickness,  or  some  fearful  dream, 
Reminds  him  of  religion,'^hated  theme! 
Starts  frpm  the  down,  on  which  she  lately  slept 
And  tells  of  laws  de^sed,  at  least  not  kept: 
^hows  with  a  pointing  finger,  but  no  noise, 
A  pale  procession  of  past  sinful  joys, 
All  witnesses  of  blessings  foully  scorned, 
And  life  abused,  and  not  to  be  suborned. 
Mark  thesfe,  she  says;  these  summoned  from  afiur, 
Begin  their  maroh  to  meet  thee  at  the  bar; 
There  find  a  Judge  inexorably  juiit. 
And  perish  tljtere,  as  all  presumption  must. . 

Peace  be  to  those  (such  peace  as  Earth  can  give) 
Who  Eve  in  pleasure,  dead  e'en  while  they  live; 
Bom  capable  indeed  of  heavenly  truth; 
But  down  to  latest  age,  from  earliest  youth 
Their  mind  a  wilderness  through  want  ot'care, 
The  plough  of  wisdom  never  entering  there.     , 
Peace,  (if  in  sensibility  may  claim 
A  right  to  the  meek  honours  of  her  name) 
To  men  of  pedigi%e,  their  noble  race, 
Kmdous  always  of  the  nearest  place 
To  any  throne,  except  the  throne  of  Grace. 
Let  cottagers  and  unenlightened  swains 
Revere  the  laws  they  dream  that  Heaven  oMains: 
Resort  on  Sundays  to  the  house  of  .prayer. 
And  ask,  and  fancy  they  find  blessings  there. 
ThemselveS)  perhaps,  when  weary  they  retreat 
T'  enjof  cool  nature  in  a  country  seat, 
T'  exchange  the  centre  of  a  thousand  trades, 
For  clumps,  and  lawns,  and  temples,  and  cascades^ 
May  now  and  then  their  velvet  cushions  take, 
And  seem  to  pray  for  good  example's  sake; 
Judging,  in  charity  no  doubt,  the  town 
Pious  enough,  and  having  need  of  none. 
Kind  souls!  to  tea<^  their  tenantry  to  prize 
What  they  themselves,  without  remorse,  despise: 
Nor  hope  have  they,  nor  fear,  of  aught  to  come, 
As  well  Ibr  them  had  prophecy  been  dumb* 


Diyiii/uU  by 


Google 


30 


COWPER'S  WORKS. 


I'faey  conld  have  held  the  conduct  they  puncw, 
Had  Paul  of  TarsuB  lived  and  died  a  Jew; 
And  truth,  proposed  to  reaaoners  wise  as  they, 
Is  a  pearl  cast— <»inpletcly  cast  away. 

'f  hey  dio— Death  lends  them,  pleiKsed,  and  as  ui 
sport, 
AU  the  grim  honours  of  his  ghastly  court 
Far  other  paintings  grace  the  chamber  now,  . 
Where  late  we  saw  the  mimic  landsc^^w  glow: 
The  busy  heralds  hang  the  sable  scene 
With  mournful  'scutoheons,  and  ^m  lamps  be- 
tween; 
Proclaim  their  titles  to  the  crowd  around. 
But  they  that  woVe  them  opuove  not  at  the  soundj 
The  coronet,^  placed  idly  at  their  he^d,   , 
Adds  nothing  now  to  the  degraded  dead; 
And  e'en  the  star,  that  glitters  on  the  bier, 
Can  only  say — Nobility  lies  here. 
Peace  to  aU  such — 'twere  pity  to  ofiend, 
By  useless  censure,  |ivhom  we  can  not  mend; 
Life  without  hope  can  close  but  in.despaiS) 
'Twas  there  we  ibund  them,  and  must  leave  them 
there. 
As,  when  two  pilgrims  in  a 'forest  stray,    . 
6oth  may  bo  lo6(,  yet  each  in  his  own  way; 
So  fares  it  with  the  multitude^  beguiled 
In  vain  Opinion's  waste  and  dangerous  wild^ 
Ten  thousand  rove  the  brakes  and  thorns  imiong, 
Book!  eastward,  and  some  westward,  and  all  vnong. 
But  here,  alasi  the  fatal  difTerence  lies, 
Each  man's  belief  is  right  in  his  own  eyes; 
And  he  that  blames  what  they  have  blindly  chose,. 
Incurs  resentment  for  the  love  he  shows. 

Say,  botanist,  within  whoqe  province  fall 
The  cedar  .and  the  hyssop, on  the  wall. 
Of  all  that  deck  the  lanes,  the  fields,  the  bowen, 
What  parts  the  kindred   tribes  of  weeds  and 

flowersl 
Sweet  scent,  or  lovely  form,  or  both  combined, 
Distinguish  every  cultivated  kind; 
l^he  want  of  both  denotes  a  meaner  breed, 
And  Chloe  from  her  garland  picks  the  weed. 
Thu,s  hopes  of  every  sort,  whatever  sect 
Esteem  them,  sow  them,  rear  them,  and  protect, 
If  wUd  in  nature,  and  not  duly  found, 
Gethaemane!  in  thy  dear  hallowed  ground, 
That  can  not  bear  the  blaze  of  Scriptmre  light, 
Nor  cheer  the  spirit,  nor  refresh  the  sight,  .^ 
Nor  anmiate  the  soul  to  Christian  deeds, 
(Oh  cast  them  from  thee!)  are  weeds,   arrant 
weeds. 
Ethelred's  house,  the  centre  of  six  ways, 
Diverging  each  from^each,  like  equal  rays, 
Himself  as  bountiful  as  April  rains. 
Lord  paramount  of  the  surrounding  plains, 
Wimid  give  relief  of  bed  and  board  to  none 
Itut  guests  that  sought  it  in  th^  appointed  Onef 
And  they  might  enter  at  his  open  door, 
E*en  till  his  spacious  nail  would  hold  no  more. 


He  sent  a  servant  forth  by  every  jroad, 

To  sound  his  horn,  and  publish  it  abroad, 

That  all  might  mark-s-knight,  menial,  l^gh,  maA 

low. 
An  ordinance  it  concerned  them  all  to  know. 
If^  after  all,  some  headstrong  hardy  lout 
Would  disobey,  though  aure  to  be  shut  out, 
Could  he  with  reason  milrmur  at  his  case, 
Himself  sole  author  of  his  own  diagraoel 
No !  the  decree  was  jost  and  without  flaw ; 
And  he,  that  made,  had  .right  to  make,  the  Iscw: 
His  sovereign  power  and  pleasure  unrestrained. 
The  wrong  was  his  who  wrongftilly  complained. 

Yet  half  mankind  mi^intnin  a  churlish  'strilb 
With  Him,  the  donor  of  eternal  life, 
Because  the  deed;  by  which  his  love  oonfirms 
The  largess  he  bestows,  pteocn^  the  terms. 
Compliance  With  his  will  your  4ot  ensures, 
Accept  it  only,  and  the  boon  is  yours. 
And  sure  it  isras  kind  to  smile  and  give. 
As  with  a  frown  to  say.  Do  this,  mul  live. 
Love  is  not  pedler's  trumpery  bought  and  «old : 
He  vfill  give  freely,  or  he  uill  withhold ; 
His  soul  abhors  a  mercenary  thought, 
And'him  as  deeply  who  abhors  it  not ; 
He  stipulates  indeed,  but  merely  this, 
That  man  w^  freely  taka  ah  unbought  bliss. 
Will  trust  him  for  a&lthful  j^nerous  part, 
Nor  set  a  price  upon  a  willing  heart. 
Of  all  the  ways  that  seems  to  promise  &ir, 
To  plaep  you  Where  his  sainte  his  presence  share^ 
This  only  can ;  fi>r  this  plain  cause,  expressed 
In  terms  as  plain.  Himself  has  shut  the  rest. 
But  oh  the  strife^  the  bicjEexing,  and  debate, 
T^  tidings  of  unpurehased  Heaven  create! 
The  flirted  fan,  the  bridle,  and  the  toss, 
All  speakers,  yet  all  language  at  a  loss. 
From  stuccoed  walls  smart  argument  rebound ; 
And  beaux,  adepts  in  every  thing  profound, 
Die  of  disdain,  or  whistle  oflfthe  sound. 
Such  is  the  clamour  of  rooks,  daws,  and  kites, 
Th'  explosion  of  the  levelled  tube  excites, 
Where  mouldering  abbey-walls  overhang  the  glade, 
And  oaks  coeval  spread  a  mournful  shade ; 
The  screaming  Qations,  hovering  in  mid  air, 
Loudly  resent  the  stranger's  £:ecdom  there, 
And  seem  to  warn  him  never  to  repeat- 
His  bold  intrusion  on  thebdark  retreat 

Adieu,  Yinosa  cries,  ere  yet  he  sips 
The  purple  bumper  trembling  at  his  hps. 
Adieu  to  all  morality !  if  Grace 
Make  works  a  vain  ingredient  in  the  oase. 
The  Christian  hope  la — Waiter,  di&w  the  cork- 
If  I  mistake  not — Blockhead!  with  a  fork! 
Without  good  works,  whatever  sqme  may  boast. 
Mere  folly  and  delusion-*— Sir,  your  toast. 
My  firm  persuasion  is,  at  least  sometimes, 
That  Heaven  will  weigh  man's  virtues  and  hi 
crimes 
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With  nice  attention,  in  a^righteoqa  scale, 
And  ^ve  or  damn  aa  these  or  thoee  prevail. 
i  plant  my  ibot  upon  this  ground  of  trust, 
And  silence  evejy  fear  wifli-^od  is  just. . 
But  if  perchance  on  tome  dull  drizzling  day 
A  thought  intrude,  that  ^ys,  or  seems  to  say, 
If  thus  th'  important  cause  is  to  be, tried, 
Suppose  the  beam  should  dip  on  the  w/ong 
1  soon  recover  from  these  needless  frights, 
And  God  is  merciful--«;t0  all  to  rights. 
Thus  between  juMioe,  as  my  prime  support, 
And  fiiercy,  fied  to  as  the  last  resort,    , 
I  glide  and  steal  along  with  Heaven  in  view, 
And, — pardon  me,  the  bbttle  stands  yrith  you. 

I  never  wiU  believe>  the  Colonel  cries. 
The  sanguinary  schemes,  that  some  devise  ' 

Who  make  the  good  Creator  on  their  plan. 
A  being  ti  kss  equity  than  man. 
If  appHitc,  or  what  divines  call  lust. 
Which  men  comply  vrith,  e*en  because  they  must,. 
Be  punished  with  perdition,  who  is  purel 
Then  theiiB,  no  doubt,  as  well  as  mine,  is  sure. 
If  sentence  of  eternal  pain  belong 
To  every  sudden  slip  and  transient  wrong, 
Then  Heaven  enjoins  the  faltible  and  iirail 
A  hopeless  task,  and  damns  them  if  they  fail 
My  creed  (whatever  some  creed-makers  mean 
By  Athanasian  nonsense,  or  Nicene) — 
My  cre^  is,  he  is  safcnhat  does  his  best,. 
And  death's  a  doom  cufiicient  for  the  rest.  * 

Right,  says  an-  ensign;  and,  for  aught  I  see, 
Your  faith  and  mine  substantially  agree ; 
The  best  of  every  man's  performance  here 
Is  to  discharge  the  duties  of  his  sphere. 
A  lawyer's  dealings  should  be  just  and  fair. 
Honesty  shines  with  great  advantage  there. . 
Fasting  and  prayer  mt  well  upon  a  priest, 
A  decent  caution  and  reserve  at  least 
A  soldier's  best  is  courage  in  the  field. 
With  nothing  here  that  wants  to  be  concealed ; 
Manly  deportment,  gallant,  easy,  gay; 
A  hand  as  liberal  as  the  light  of  day. 
The  soldier  thus  endowed  who  never  shrinks, 
Nor  ckisets  up  hb  thoughts,  whate'er  he  thinks, 
Who  scorns  to  do  an  injury  by  stealth, 
MiHt  go  to  Heaven — and  I  must  drink  his  health. 
Sir  Smug,  he  cries,  (for  lowest  at  the  board. 
Just  made  fiilh  chaplain  of^his  patron  loifi. 
His  shoulders  witnessing,  by  many  a  shrug,      ^ 
How  much  his  feelings  suffered,  sat  Sir  Smug,) 
Your  office  is  to  winnow  false  from  true; 
Come,  prophet,  drink,  and  tell  us  what  think  yotil 

Sighin;;  and  smiling  as  he  takes  his  glass. 
Which  thf*y  that  woo  preferment  rarely  pass, 
r*aIliUe  mati,  the  church-bred  youth  replies, 
«  still  fodxui  fallible,  however  wisd;  - 
Vnd  dftftfrmg  judgments  serve  but  to  declare, 
thMi  truth  lies  somewhere,  if  we  knew  but  where. 


Of  all  it  ever  was  my  lot  to  read, 
Of  Clitics  now  alive,  or  long  tince  dead,^ 
The  hook  of  all  the  world  that  charmed  me  tino^ 
Was,— weUaday,?the  title-page  was  k)st; 
The  vnriter  well  remarks,  a  heail  that  knows 
To  take  with  gratitude  what  Heaven  l;>estowB. 
With  prudence  always  ready  at  our  call, 
To  guide  our  use  of  it,'-  is  all  ^i  all.  < 

Doubtiess  it  Is.— To  .which  oi  my  owi^  store 
I  superadd  a  few  essentials  more; 
But  these,  excuse  the  Bbcr^  Ttake, 
I  waive  just  now,  for  conversation's  sake- 
Spoke  like  an  oracle,-  they  all  exclaim, 
And  add  RightReverend  to  Smug's  honoured 
name. 

And  yet  our  lot  is  given  us  in  a  land. 
Where  busy  arts  are  never  at  a^nd; 
Wh^  Science  points  her  telescopic  eye, 
Familiar  with  the  wonders  of  the  sky; 
Where  bold  Inquiry,  diving  out  of  sight. 
Brings  many  a  precious  pearl  of  truth  to  light; 
Where  nought  ehides  the  persei^ring  quest 
That  fashion,  taste,  or  luxury,  suggest. 

But,  above  aH,  in  her  own  light  arrayed. 
See  Menu's  grand  apocalj^pse displayed! 
The  sacred  book  no  longer  sufiers  wrong, 
Bound  in  the  fqtters  of  aa  unknown  tongue: 
But  speaks  with  plainness,  art  could  never  mend, 
What  simplest  minds  can  soonest  comprehend. 
God  gives  the  word,  the  preachers  throng  around 
Livc^from  his  hps,  and  spread  the  glorious  sound 
That  sound  bespeaks  Salvation  on  her  way. 
The  trumpet  of  a  life-restoring  day; 
'Tia  heard  wliere  England's  eastern  glory  shines, 
And  in  the  gulfs  of  her  Comubian  mines. 
And  still  it  spreads.    See  Germany  send  forth 
Her  sons*  to  pour  it  on  the  farthest  nortii: 
Fired  with  a  zeal  peculiar,  /Aey  defy 
The  rage)Biid  vigour  of  a  polar  sky. 
And  plant  successfully  sweet  Sharon's  rose 
On  icy  plains,  and  in  eternal  snows. 

O  blest  within  th'  enclosure,  of  your  rocks. 
Nor  herds  have  ye  to  boast,  nor  Ideating  flocks; 
No  fertilizing  streams  yonf  fields  .divide. 
That  show  reversed  the  villas  on  their  side ; 
No  grov^  have  ye;  no  cheerful  sound  of  bird, 
Or  voice  of  turtle,  in  your  land  is  heard : 
Nor  gratefill  ^lanti^e  regales  the  smell 
Qf  those,  that  walk  at  evening  where  ye  dwkl: 
But  Winter,  armed  with  terrors  here  unknown, 
Sits  absolute  cm,  his  unshaken  throne; 
Piles  up  his  stores  amidst  the  frozen  waste. 
And  bids  the  mountains  he  has  built  stand  fast, 
Beckons  the  legions  of  his  stqrms  away 
From  happier  scenes,  to  make  your  land  a  pr^y, 
Proclaims  the  soil  a  conquest  he  has  won. 
And  scomsto  share  it  with  the  distant  sun. 


The  MonvhnMiflsIbMrles  in  Greenland.    Seeixamt, 
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Yot  Troth  18  youn,  lemote,  unenTied  islel 
And  Peaoe«  the  genuine  afftpzing  of  her  ttnik; 
The  pride  of  lettered  Ignorance,  that  hihds 
.  In  chams  of  error  our  aocompliahed  minds, 
That  decka,  with  all  the  splendotir  of  the  true, 
A  ftlae  rdigbn,  is  unknown  to  you. 
Nature,  mdeed,  votkchaafea  ibr  our  ddight 
The  sweet  vicidGdtudes  of  day  and  night: 
Soft  airs  and  genial  moisture  feed  and  cheer 
Field,  fruit,  and  flower,  and  every  creature  here; 
But  brighter  beams  tiuiD  his  who  fires  the  dues, 
Have  risen  at  length  on  your  aitmiring  eyes. 
That  shoot  into  your  dar)cest  caves  the  day, 
From'which  our  nicest  optics  turn  away. 

Here  see  th*  encouragement  Grace  gives  to  vice. 
The  dire  effect  of  mercy  without  price  I 
What  were  theyl  what  some'lbols  are  made  by 

They  were  by^ature,  athosts,  head  and  heat. 
The  gnas  iddatiy  Mind  heathens  teaeh 
Was  too  refined  for  them,  beyond  their  reach. 
Not  e'en  the  glorious  Sun,  though  men  revere 
The  monarch  most,  that  seldom  will  appear. 
And  though  his  btems  that  quicken  where  tbe^ 

shine. 
May  claim  some  right  to  be  esteemed  divine. 
Not  e'en  the  sun,  desbable  as  rare. 
Could  bend  one  knee,  engage  one  voiaxy  there; 
They  were,  what  base  CredoUty  bedieves    . 
True  Christians  are,dissembleri,drunk^rds,  thieves. 
The  full-gorged  savage,  at  his  nauaeous.feast, 
Spent  half  the  darkness,  and  snored  out  the  rest. 
Was  one  whom  Justice,  on  an  equal  plan, 
Denouncing  death  upon,  the  sins  of  man, 
Might  almost  have  indulged  with  an  escape, 
ChaigeaUe  only  with  a  human  shape. 

What  are  they  nowl— Morality  may  spare 
Her  grave  concern,  her  kind  suspicions  there: 
The  wretch,  who  once  sang  -wildly,  danced  and 

laughed 
And  sucked  iir  (fisy  madnew  with  his  draught, 
Has  wept  a  silent  flood,  revened  his  ways, 
U  sober,  oteek,  benevolent,  and  prays,  ^ 

Feeds  i^aringly,  communicates  his  store. 
Abhors  the  craft  he  boasted  of  before. 
And  he  that  stole,  has  learned  to  steal  ne  more.  • 
Well  spake  the  prophet.  Let  the  desert  sing, 
Where  sprang  the  thorn,  the  spiry  fir  shall  spring, 
kud  where  unsightly  and  rank  thistles  grew, 
Shall  grow  the  myrtle  and  luxuriant  yew. 

Go  now,  and  with  important  tone  demand 
On  what  foundation  virtue  is  to  Aand, 
If  self«xalting  claims  be  turned  adrift. 
And  grace  be  grace  indeed;  and  lifea  gift; 
The  poorrefdaimed  inhabitant,  his  eyes 
Glistening  .at  once  with  pity  and  surprise, 
Amazed  that  shadows  shduld  obscure  the  sight 
QTone  whose  birth  was  ma  land  of  light, 


Shall  ansveer,  Hope,  swe^Hope,  has  set  me  free. 
And  made  aH  pleasures  else  mere  dross  tome. 

These,  amidst  scenes  as  waste  as  if  denied 
The  common  care  that  waits  on  all  beside, 
Wild  as  if  Nature  there,  void  of  an  good. 
Played  only  gambols  !n  a  frantic  mood, 
(Vet  charge  not  heavenly  skill  wA  having  planned 
A  plaything  world,  unworthy  of  his  hand,) 
Can  see  his  k>ve,  though  secret  evfl  hnks 
In  all  we  touch,  stamped  plainly  on  his  vfmks. 
Deem  life  a  blessing  with  its  numerous  woes, 
Nor  spurn  away  a  gift  a  God  bestows. 
Hard  task,  inde^,  o'^  arctic  s^as  to  roam! 
Is  hope  exotic'?  grows  it  not  at  home'? 
Yes,  but  an  obj^,  bright  as  drient  mom, 
May  press  the  eye  too  closely  to  be  borne; 
A  distant  virtue  we  oan  all  confess, 
It  hurts  our  pride,  and  moves  our  envy,  lesa 

Leuconomus  (beneath  weH  sounding  Cheek 
I  slur  a  name  a  poet  must  not  speak) 
Stood  pilloried  on  Infamy^s  high  stage. 
And  bore  the  pelting  scorn  of  half  an  age; 
The  Yery  butt  of  Slander,  and  the  bkit 
For  every  dart  that  MaUfie  ever  shot. 
The  man  that  mentioned  him  at  once  disiniwsw! 
All  mercy,  from  his  lips,  and  sneond  and  hiseed; 
His  crimes  were  such  as  Sodom  never  know, 
And  Perjury  stood  up  to  swear  all  true; 
His  aim  was  mischief,  and  hiszeal  preteneei. 
His  speech  rebellion. against  coomion sense; 
A  knave,  when  tned  on  honesty's  plain  rule; 
And  when  by  that  of  reason,  a  mere  fool ; 
The  worid's  best  comfort  was,  his  doom  was  passed; 
Die  when  he  might,  he  must  be  damned  at  last 

Now,  Truth,  perform  thine  ofilce;  waft  aside 
The  curtain  drawn  by  Prejudice  and  Pride, 
Reveal  (the  man  is  d€»d)  to  Wondering  eyes 
This  mo^e  than  monster,  in  his  proper  guiae. 
He  k>ved  the  world  that  hated  hhn:  the  tear 
That  dropt  upon  his^ Bible  was  sincere: 
Assailed  by  scandal  and  the  tongue  of  strife, 
His  only  answer  was  a  blameless  life ; 
And  he  that  forged,  and  he  that  threw  the  dart, 
Had  each  a  brother's  interest  in  his  heart 
Paul's  love  of  Christ,  and  steadiness  unbribed, 
Were  copied  close  in  him,  and  well  transcribed. 
He  followed  Paul,  hiszeal  a  kindred  flame. 
His  apostolic  charity  the  same. 
Like  him,  crossed  cheerfully  tempestuous  seas, 
Forsaking  country,  kindred,  friends,  and  ease; 
Like  him  he  laboured,  and  like  him  content 
To  bear  it,  suffered  shame  where'er  he  went 
Blush,  Calumny!  and  write  upcm  his  tomb. 
If  honest  Eulogy  can  spare  thee  room, 
Thy  deep  repentance  of  thy  thousand  lies. 
Which,  aimed  at  him,  have  pierced  the  oflfrndal 

skies! 

And  say,  blOt  out  my  sin,  confessed,  depk>rcd 
Against  thine  image,  in^y  saint,  O  Loidl 
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No  bfinter  bigot,  1  maintifai  U  irtin, 
Tlian  he  wto  miut  ha^  pleaBora,  ecnne  wM  win : 
He  langhfl,  whatever  weapon  Troth  toay  draw, 
And  deeoDsher  sharp  artillery  men  straw.    •  - 
Seripttae  indeed  is  plam;  hot  God  and  he 
On  Scripture  ground aresuie  to  disagreei 
Some  wiser  rule  iftiMt  teach  him  how  to  Itve^ 
Than  this  his  Maker  has  seeaiSt  Id  give; 
Supple  and  flexible  as  Indian  eitne, 
To  takp  the  bend  his  appetites  ordain; 
Contiived  to  salt  frail  Natore's  crazy  case, 
And  reooBcnfe  his  hists  with  saving  grace. 
By  this,  widi'nice  preciflon  of  jdesSgin,  ' 
He  draws  upon  life's  mapa  iigia^  line,      ( 
That  shows  how  ftr  'tis  safe  to  Mow  sin,. 
And  where  his  danger  and  Q^d%  wrath  begin. 
By  this  he  forms,  as  pleased  he  sports  along, 
His  weD-poiaed  wtHmatw  of  right  and  wrong; 
And  finds  the  modish  manners  of  the  day. 
Though  loose,  as  liartpless  as  an  infant's  play. 

Build  by  whatever  plan  Caprice  decrees. 
With  what  materials,  on  whatgrocmd  yo«  please; 
Your  hope  shall  stand  onblamed,  perhaps  admired. 
If  not  that  hope  the  Scripture  has  required, 
Thestrangeoonoeits,  vtdn projects  and  wild  dteams, 
With  winch*  hypocrisy  for  ever  teems, 
(Though  dfber  follies  strike  the  pubfie  eye, 
And  raise  a  laugh,)  pass  unmoleeted  by ; 
But  if,  unUameable  in  word  or  thought, 
A  man  arise,  a  man  whom  Qodfias  taught, 
With  all  Efijah's  dignity  of  tone, 
And  all  the  kyve  of  the  beloved  John; 
To  storm  tbe  citadels  they  build  in  air, 
And  smite  the  untempered  wall;  'tis  death  to  spare. 
To  sweep  away  all  refuges  of  lies. 
And  idace,  instead  of  quirks  themselves  devise^ 
Jjctma  Sabaethani  before  their  eyes; 
To  prove,  that  i^ithout  Christ  all  gam  is  loss, 
All  hope  despair,  that  stands  not  on  his  cross; 
Except  the  few  his  God  may  have  impressed, 
A  tenfold  frenzy  seizes  all  the  lest 

Throughout  mankind,  theChristian  kind  at  least, 
There  dwells  a  consciousness  in  every  breast, 
Thai  feDy  ends  where  gem^ne  hope  begins, 
And  he  that  finds  his  Heaven  nM»t  lose  his  sins. 
Nature  opposes  with  her  utmost  force 
This  riving  stroke,  this  ulUmate  divorce; 
And,  while  religion  seems  to  be  her  view, 
Hates  with  a  ^p  sincerity  the  irue  t 
For  this,  of  an  that  ever'  ihflaenced  man,  ; 
Since  Abel  worshipped,  or  the  wond  began, 
This  only  spares  no  lust,  admits  no  plea, 
But  makies  him,  if  at  all,  dompletely  flree ; 
Sounds  ferth  the  signal,  as  she  mounts  her  ear, 
Of  an  eternal,  univeml  war; 
Rejects  all  treaty,  penetrates  all  wiles, 
Scorns  vvith  th^sameiiidifl^noe  frovrris  andttiiiles; 
Drives  through  the  realms  of  Sin,  where  rkjt  reels, 
And  grinds  his  crown  beneath  her  burning  wheels ! 


Hence  alLtfaat  is  in  man,  pride,  passbn,  art, 
Powers  of  the  mind,  and,  feelings  of  the  heart, 
Insen^le  of  TlniCh's  ahnighty  charms. 
Starts  at  her  first  approach,-  and  sounds  to  arms  * 
While  Bigotry,  with  well-dissembied  fean. 
His  eyes  shut  fast,  his  fingers  in  his  ears, 
Mighty  to  pany  and  posh  by  God's  word. 
With  senseless  noise,  his  argument  the  sword, 
Pr^nds  a  zeal  fiyr  godliness  and  grace, 
And  spits  .abhorrence  in  the  Christian's  'face. 

Parent  of  Hope,  immortal  Truth  1  makeknowt 
Thy  deathless  wreaths,  and  triumphs  all  thine  own 
Tl)e  sikift  pi^greoi  of  thy  power  is  such, 
THy  m^ans  so  feeble,  and  despised  so  much, 
Tluit  few  believe  the  wonders  thou  hast  wrought, 
And  none  can  teach  them,  but  whopi  thou  has| 

taught  . 
O  see  me  sworn  to  serve  thee,,  and  command 
A  painter's  skill  into  a  poet's  hand,* 
That,  while  I  tnBmhKng  trace  a  work  divine, 
Fanqr  may  stand  aloof  fiom  the  design,. 
And  light,  and  shade,  and  every  stroke  be  thine. 

If  ever  thou  hast  felt  another's  pain, 
If  e^  when  he  sighed  hast  sighed  again, 
If  ever  «i  thy  eyelid  stood  the  tear, 
That  pity  had  engendered^  drop  one  herev 
This  man  was  happy— had  the  worid's  good  word, 
And  with  it  every  joy  it  can  afibrd ; 
Friendship  and  love  seemed  tenderly  at  strife, 
Which  most  should  sweeten  his  untroubled  life ; 
Politdy  learned,  and  of  a  gentle  race, 
Crood  breeding  and  good  sense  gave  all  r  grace, 
And  whether  at  the  toilette  Of  the  fi&ir. 
He  lauglied  and  trifled,  made  him  welcome  there, 
Or  if  in  mascnline  Rebate  he  shared, 
Elnsured  him  mute  attention  and  reg^. 
Alas,  how  changed !  Elxpressive  of  his  mind. 
His  eyes  are  sunk,  arms  folded,  head  reclined ; 
Those  awful  iyllables,  hell,  death,  and  sin. 
Though  whispered,  plainly  teU  what  works  within ; 
That  conscience  there  performs  her  proper  part, 
And  writes  a  doomsday  sentence  on  his  heart ; 
Fonaking,  and  fbrsaken  of  all  firiends. 
He  now  perceives  where  earthly  pleasure  ends; 
Hard  task  I  for  one  who  lately  knew  no  cars, 
And  harder  still  aa4eamt  beneath  despair; 
His  hours  no  tonger  piMs  unmarked. away, 
A  dark  importance  saddens  e^ry  day ; 
He  hears  the  notice  of  the  dock  perplexed^ 
And  <iries,  perfai^  eternity  strikes  next ; 
Sweet  muic  is  no  longer  music  hero. 
And  laOghfcer  sounds  like  madness  in  his  ear: 
His  grief  the  world  of  all  her  power  disarms. 
Wine  has  no  taste,  and  beauty  ha»  ntf  charms. 
God*s  holy  word,  once  trivial  in  his  view. 
Now  by  the  voice  of  his  experience  true, 
Seems,  as  it  is,  the  fountain  whence  alone 
Must  spring  that  hope  he  pants  to  make  his  own 
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Now  let  the  bright  levene  Im  known  abroad; 
Say.man'B  a  i^orm,  and  power  belong*  to  God. 

As  whea  a  felon,  whom  hia  oountry's  laws 
HaTie  juatly  doomed  for  some  atrociouM  cause, 
Expects  in  darkness  and  heait^shilling  Wv, 
The  shamdiil  dose  of  all  his  mispent  yean; 
If  chance,,  on  heavy  pinions  slowly  borne, 
.  A  tempest  ush^r  in  the  dreaded  mom, 
Upon  his  dmigeon  walla  the  lightning  play, 
The  thunder  seems  to  summon  him  away. 
The  warder  at  the  door  his  key  applies, 
Shoots  back  the  boh,  and  all  his  courage  dies : 
If  then,  just  then,  all  thoughts  of  mercy  lost. 
When  hope,  long  lingering,  at  last  yields  the  ghost, 
The  sound  of  pardon  pienxrius  startled  ear, 
He  drops  at  once  his  fetters  and  ins  fear; 
A  traxuport  glows  in  all  he  looks  and  speaks, 
And  the  first<tiiankful  tears  bedew  his  cheeks. 
Joy,  far  superior  joy,  that  much  outweighs 
The  comfort  of  a  few  poor  added  days, 
Invades,  possessed,  and  o'erwh^hns  the  sovd . 
Of  him,  whom  Hope  has  with  a  touch  made  whole. 
'Tib  Heaven,  all  Heaven  descending  on  the  wings 
Of  the  glad  legions  of  the  King  of  kings; 
'Tis  more — ^'tia  God  diffused  through  every  part, 
*TiB  God  himself  triumphant  in  hi»  lieait 
O  welcome  now  the  sun's  once  hated  light, 
His  noonday  beams  were  nevpr  half  so  bright 
Not  kindred  minds  alone  are  called  t'  empby 
Their  hours,  thdr  days,  in  listening  to  his  joy ; 
Unconscious  nature,  eUl  that  he  surveys,- 
Rocks,  groves,  and  streams,  must  join  him  in  his 
praise.  * 


These  are  thy  glorious  woiks,  eteimal  Tnitii, 
The  scoff  of  vitheted  age  and  beaidksB  yootli; 
These  move  the  censure  and  illiberal  grin 
Of  MBy  that  hate  thee  and  delight  in  sin; 
But  these  shall  last  when  night  has  quenched  thm 

pole, 
And  Heav^  is  alldeparted  as  a  scroll; 
And  when,  as  Justice  has  long  sinoe  decreed, 
This  earth  shall  blaze,  anda  ncrk  world  succeed. 
Then  these  thy  glorious  works,  and  they  who 

share 

That  bope  which  can  alone  exclude  despair, 
Shall  live  exempt  from  weakness  and  deeaj^ 
The  brightest  wonders  of  an  endless  day. 

Happy  the  bard,  (if  that  feir  name  bebng 
To  him?,  that  blends  no  fable  with  his  song,) 
Whose  liqe^  uniting,  by  an  honest  art, 
The  feithful  monitor's  and.jioet's  part, 
Seek  to  deUght,  that  they  may  mend  mankind. 
And,  while  they  captivate,  infonn  tiie  mind: 
Stall  happier,  if  he  till  a  thankful  soil, 
And  fruit  reward  his  honourable  toil : 
But  happier  far,  who  com&rt  those,  that  wait 
To  hear  plain  truth  at  Judah^s  hallowed  gate: 
Their  language  sim^^e,  as  their  manners  meek, 
Jfo  shining  omamente  have  they  to  seek ; 
Nor  labour  they,  nor  time  nor  talents  ^yaste, 
In  sorting  flowers  to  suit  a.  fickl^iaste ; 
But  while  they  speak  th^  wisdom  pf  the  skies. 
Which  ait  can  only  darken  and  disguise, 
TV  abundant  harvsst,  recompense  divine, 
Repays  their  work — the  glearang  only  mias. 


€tmtitn* 


Quo  nihO  roaloa  melioive  terris 
Fata  dcndivitfe,  boolqae  ^vl : 
Hf/c  dabunt,  qnainvM  redieaiit  in  attram 


Temponi  priacuzn. 


ibr.  Lib.  iv.  Ode  2. 


FAIREST  )ind  foremost  df  the  train,  that  wait 
On  man's  most  dignified  and  happiest  0tate, 
Whedier  we  name  thee  charity  or  love, 
Chief  grace  below,  and  all  in  all  above, 
Prosper  (I  press  thee  with  H  powerful  plea^ 
A  task  I  venture  on,  impetted  by  thee; 
O  never  seen  but  in  thy  blest  effects, 
Or  felt  but  in  the  soul  that  heaven  selects; 
Wlio  seeks  to  praise  thee,  and  to  make  thee  known 
To  other  hearts,  must  have  thee  in  his  own. 
(/ome,  prompt  me  with  benevolent  desizes, 
Teach  me  to  kindle  at  thy  gentle  fires, 
Anfi,  though  disgraced  and  alighted,  to  redeem 
A  ^loet's  name,  by  making  theie  the  themo. 

God,  wurxmg  ever  un  a.  social  plan, 
By  varioua  ties  attaches  man  to  man: 


He  made  at  first,  though  free  and  unconfined, 
One  man  the  common  fether  of  the  kind ; 
That  every  tribe,  thougl^  placed  as  he  spes  best 
Where  seas  or  deserts  part  them  from  the  rest 
Difibring  in  language,,  manners,  or  in  feoe, 
Might  feel  themselves  allied  to  all  the  race. 
When  Cook— 4amented,  and  with  tears  as  just 
As  ever  mingled  with  heroic  dUst, — 
Steered  Britain's  oak  into  a  world  unknown. 
And  in  his  country's  glory  sou^t  his  own. 
Wherever  he  found  man,  to  nature  true. 
The  rights  of  man  were  sacred  in  his  vie^; 
He  soothed  with  gifts,  and  gifted  with  asmile, 
The  simple  native  4>f  the  new-found  isle; 
He  spumed  the  wretch,  that  slighted  or  withstood 
The  tender  argument  oif  kindred  blood. 
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Nor  wooid  endure,  that  any  Bbonld  oontrpl 
His  freebam  braftien  of  the  Km^bern  pole. 

But  thoiigh  some  noUer  minds  ajswire^gect,    ' 
That  none  shall  with  impunity  neglect, 
In  baser  suula  vnnmnberod  e^  meet,  . 
To  thvrut  its  influence,  and  its  end  deCeat 
While  Cook  is  loved  for  savage  hves  he  saved. 
See  Cortez odious  fiyr  a  world  enslavedl 
Where  wast  ihop  then,  sweet  Charity  1  where  then^ 
Thoa  tntekiy  friend  of  helpless  menl 
Wast  thoa  in  monkinh  cel]s  and  nonnente  ibiind, 
Or  building  hospkals  on  Englidi  groimdl 
No. — Mammon  makes  thq  woxN  his  legatee 
Through  fear,  not  bve;-  and  Heaven  abhon  the 

fee.  ' 

Wherever  fi>und,  (and  all  men  need  thy  eaie,) 
Nor  age  nor  iniSuiey  oould^  find  thee  there. 
The  hand,  that  slew  till  it  could  slay  no  more; 
Was  gludd  to  the  sword  hilt  with  Indian  gore^ 
Theit'  prince,  as  justly  seated  qu  his  throne 
As  vain  imperial  Philip  on  his  own. 
Tricked  out  of  all  his  royalty  by  ait, 
That  stripped  him  bare,  and  broke  his  honest  heart, 
Died  by  the  sentence  pf  a'shaven  priest, 
For  scorning  what  they  taught  him  to  detest. 
How  dark  the  vei],^'thal  intercepts  the  blaze 
Of  Heaven's  mysterious  .purposes  and  ways;. 
God  stood  not,  though  he  seemed  to  stand,  aloof^ 
And  at  this  hour  the  conqueror  feels  the  proof: 
The  wreath,  he  won  drew  down  an  instant  curse, 
The  fietting  plague  is  in  the  public  purse. 
The  cankered  spoil  corrodes  the  pining  state^ 
Starved  by  thatindolenoe  their  mihescreSftte. 

O  could  their  ancient  Incas  rise'again, 
How  would  they  take'  up  Israers  tauntnag  stndnl 
Alt  thou  too  fiJIen,  Iberial  Do  we  see 
The  robber  and  the  muidera  weak  as  vra*?  . 
Thou,  that  hast  wasted  earth,  and  dared  despise 
Alike  the  vnath  and  men^  of  the  skies, 
Thy  pomp  is  in  the  grave,  thy  glory  laid 
Low  in  the  pits  tUne  avarice  has  made.  ^ 
We  come  with  joj  from  our  eternal  rest. 
To  see  the  oppressor  in  his  tpm  oppressed. 
Art  thou  the  god,  the  thunder  of  whose  hand 
Rolled  over  all  our  desolated  land, 
Shook  prindpalides  and  kingdoms  down, 
And  made  the  moontains  tremble  at  his  frown ! 
The  swoid  shall  light  upon  thy  boafted  powen. 
And  waste  them,  u  thy  sword  has  wasted  ours. 
Tis  thus  Omnipotence  his  law  fulfile, 
And  Vengeance  executes  what  Jtisticevnilsw 

Again — the  band  of  oorameree  was  designed 
T' aseodate  all  the  brsnehes  of  mankind ; 
And  if  a  boundless  plenty  be  the  robe. 
Trade  is  the  golden  girdle  t>f  the  globe. 
Wise  to  promote  whatever'  endhe  means, 
Grod  opens  l^itful  nature's  various  scenes: 
Each  cfimate  needs  what  other  climes  produce, 
And  oflefs  something  to  the  general  use; 


No  land  but  listens  tothe  common  call. 
And  in  return  receives  supply  from  all. 
This  genial  intercourse,  and  mutual  aid, 
Cheers  what  were  else  a  universal  shade, 
Calls  Nature  from  her  ivy-mantled  den, 
And  softens  huznan  rock-work  into  men 
Ingenious  Art,  v^fth  her  expressive  &ce, 
Steps  forth  to  fashion  to^  refine  the  race ; 
Not  only  fiDs  Necesnty's  deman<), 
But  overcharges  her  capacious  hand : 
Capricious  Taste  itself  can  crave  no  metre, 
Than  she  supplies  from  her  abounding  store; 
She  strikes  out  all  that  luxury  can  ask. 
And  gains  new  vigour  at  her  endless  taskl 
Hers  is  the  spacious  ardi,  the  shapely  spire. 
The  painter's  pencil,  and  the  poet^s  lyxe; 
From  her  the  canvass  borrows  light  and  shade, 
Amf  veise,  miore  lasting,  hues  that  never  fade. 
She  guides  the  fingers  o'er  the  dancing  keys. 
Gives  di£Sculty  all  the  grace  of  ease. 
And  pours  a  torreiit  of  sweet  notes  around. 
Fast  as  th^  thintthig  ear  can  drink  the  souxuL 

These  are  the  gifts  6f  Art,  and  Art  thrives  jnost 
Where  commerce  has  enriched  the  busy  coast; 
He  catches  all  iinprovements  in  his  flight, 
Spreais  ftyrdgn  wonders  in  his  country's  sight, 
Imports  what  othexs  have  invented  well. 
And  stixs  his  own  to  mateh  them,  or  excel 
'Tis  thus  reciprocating,  each  vrith  each. 
Alternately  the  nations'  learn  and  teach ; 
While  Providence  enjdns  to  every  soul 
A  union  with  the  vast  terraqueous  whole. 

Heaven  speed  the  canvass,  gallantly  unfrirled  > 
To  frimish  and  accommodate  a  world, 
To  give  the  pole  the  produce  of  the  sun; 
And  knit  th'  unsocial  climates  into  one. — 
Soft  airp  and  gentle  heavings  of  the  wave 
Impd  the  fleet,  whose  errand  is  to  save. 
To  succour  vrasted  regions,  and  replace  . 
The  smile  of  Opulence  in  Sorrow's  lace.  , 
Let  nothing  adverse,  nothing  imforeseen,    ' 
Impede  the  berk,  that  ploughs  the  deep  serene. 
Charged  with  a  freight  transcending  in  its  worth 
The  gems  of  India,  Nature's  rarest  birth, 
That  flies,  like -Gabriel  on  his  Lord's  commands, 
A  herald  of  God's  love  topagan  lands.       ' 
But  ah!  what  wish  can  prosper,  or  what  pmyer, 
For  merchants  rich  in  cargoes  of  despair. 
Who  drive  a  loathsome  traffic,  guage,  and  span,  . 
)  And  buy  the  muscles  and  the  bones  of  manl 
The  tender  ties  of  father,  liusband,  friend. 
All  bonds  of  nature  in  that  moment  end  j 
And  each  endures,  while  yejt  he  draws  lus  breath, 
A  stroke  as'  fatal  as  the  scythe  of  Death. 
The  oable  wafrior,  frantic  with  regret 
Of  her  he  loves,  and  never  can-fot'get. 
Loses  in  tears  the  far-receding  shore. 
But  pot  the  thou^t,  that  they  must  meet  no  qmnu; 
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Deprived  of  lier  and  finedom  at  a  ^ow, 
What  has  ha  left  that  he  can  yet  foregol 
Yes,  todeep  ndma  iuUanly  nngiied, 
He  feels  his  body's  bcmdagiB  in  hia  mind; 
Pots  off  his  generous  oatine;  and,tos«nft 
His  mannen  with  has  fiOe,  puts  on  the  farate. 

O  most  degrading  of  an  lib,  that  wait 
On  man,  a  mourner  in  his  best  estate  1  • 
All  othetsoiiows  Yiitue  maj  anduie, 
And  find  sulHnisBion  mors  than  half  a  eoie^ 
Grief  is  itself  a  medicine,  and  bestowed 
T'  faaproT^  the  ibititoda  that  beanthe  Ioad». 
To  teach  Uie  Wanderer,  as  his  woes  Sncreasa,       ^ 
The  path  of  Wisdom,  all  whose  paths  are  peace; 
But  davery  1 — ^Virtue  dreads  it  as  her  grave: 
Patience  itself  is*  meannesi  in  a  sUve: 
Or  if  the  wiU  and  sovereignty  of  God 
Did  suffer  it  a  while,  and  kiss  the  toi, 
Wait  ibr  the  dawning  of  a  blighter  day, 
And  snap  the  chain  the  moment  when  yon  nu^. 
Nature  imprints  upon  whate'er  we  see. 
That  has  a  heart  and  life  in  it,  Be  free; 
The  beasts  are  chartered — ^neither  age  ndr  force 
Can  queD  the  love. of  freedom  in  a  horse: 
He  breaks  the  cord  that  held  him  at  the  rapk; 
And,  conscious  of  an  unencxmibered  back. 
Snuffs  up  the  morning  air,  forgets  the  rein; 
Loose  fly  his  forelock  and  hiJB  ample  ii^ane. 
Responsive  to  the  distant  neigh  he  neighb; 
Nor  stops  till,  overleaping  all  deTays, 
He  finds  the  pasture  where  his  fellows  graze. 

Canst  thou,  and.  honoured  vnth  a  Christian 
name, 
Buy  what  is  woman-hom,  and  feel  no  shame  j 
Trade  in  the  Uood  of  innocence,  and  plead 
Expedience  as  a  warrayit  for  the  deed  1 
So  may  tSie  wol^  whom  fiunine  has  made  bold, 
To  quit  the  finest  andlnvade  the  fold: 
So  may  the  ruffian,  who,  with  ghostly  glide. 
Dagger  in  hand,  steals  close  to  your  bed  aide; 
Not  he,  but  his  emergence  forced  the  dSoor, 
He  found  it  inconvenient  to  be  poor. 
Has  Grod  th^i  given  its  sweetness  to  the  cane, 
iTnleas  his  laws  be  trami^ed  on— 4n  vaini 
Built  a  brave  world,  which  can  not  yet  subsist, 
Unless  his  right  to  rule  it  be  dismissed^ 
Impudent  blasphemy !  So  FoHy  pleads, 
And,  Avarice  being  judge^  with  ease  succeeds. 

But  grant  the  plea,  and  let  it  stand  for  just. 
That  WBJt  make  man  his  prey,  because  he  mtut ; 
Still  there  is  room  for  pity  to  abate. 
And  sooth  the  sorrows  of  so  sad  a  state. 
A  Briton  knows,  or  if  he  knows  it  not, 
The  Scripture  placed  within  his  readi,  he  ought, 
That  souls  have  no  discriminating  hue, 
Ahke  important  in  their  Maker's  view ; 
That  none  are  free  from  blemish- smoe  the  faH, 
And  Love  divine  has  paid  one  price  for  alL 


The  Wrale|),<^wi»ksand  weepa.witfaoiitra&Bt 
Has  one  thai  ncrtwes  his  silent  grieC. 
He,  from  whose  hands  akmtf  all  power,  piooesds^ 
Ranks  its  abuse  among  the  foulest  deeds, 
ConfidefB  aU  injustioe  with  afiesni ; 
But  mar^  the  man  that  treads  his  fellow  down. 
Begone— the  whip  and  bell  in  that  hard  hand 
Are  hatelul  ensigns  of  usurped  <vMr»win¥wi 
No4  Mexico  could  purdiaae  kings  a  daim 
To  s6ourge  him,  weaiineai  his  only  bbmflL 
Remember  H^ven  has  an  avenging  rod: 
To  smite  the  poor  is  treason  against  God. 

Trouble  ife  grudgingly  and  hardly  bfoobed, 
While  life's  sublimest  joys  aie  overiooked 
We  wander  o'er  a  sunburnt  thirsty  soil. 
Murmuring  and  weary  of  our  daily  toil. 
Forget  t*  enjoy  the  palm-tree's  offered  shade, 
Or  taste  the  fountain  in  the  neighbouring  f^iade: 
Else  who  would  k)se,  that  had  the  power  t'  im 

prove, 
The  occasion  of  transmuting  fear  to  kvvel 

0  'tis  a  god-like  privily  to  save, 
An4  that  scorns  it  is  himself  a  slave. 
Inform  his  mind;  one  flash  of  heavenly  day 
Would  heal  his  heart,  and  melt  his  chains  away. 
"  Beauty  for  ash«i"  is  a  ^indeed, 

And  slaves,  by  truth  enlarged,  tee  doubly  freed. 
Then  wouldlie  say,  subrnJasive  at  th^  feet,  • 
While  gratitude  anid  love  znade  service  vweet,- 
My  dear  deliverer  otit  of  hopelesB  ni^t, 
Wlioee  bounty  bought  me  but  to  give  me  ligh^ 

1  was  a  bondman  on  my  native  fdain, 

Sin  forged,  and  Ignorance  made  fiut,  the  chain; 
Thy  lips  have  shed  instruction  as  the  dew, 
Taught  me  what  path  to  shui^  and  what  pome; 
Farewell  niy  fonne/joyst  I  sigh  rio  man 
For  Africa's  once  loved,  benighted  shore; 
Serving  ateiefector  I  am  free; 
At  my  best  home,  if  not  exiled  firam  thee. 

Some  men  make  gain  a  fonntain,  whenoe  pn> 
ceeds' 
A  stream  of  liberal  and  heroip  deeds; 
The  swell  of  pity,  not  to  be  mn^nt-A, 
Within  the  scanty  limits  of  the  mind. 
Disdains  the  bank,  and  throws  the  golden  sandi^ 
A  rich  deposlte,  on  the  bordering  lan^ : 
Theto  have  an  ear  for  his  paternal  call, 
Who  makes  some  ric^  for  the  supply  of  Vdl ; 
God's  gift  with  pleasure  in  his  praise  empby ; 
And  TTiomton  is  familiar  with  the  joy. 

O  could  I  worship  aught  beneath  the  sklea^ 
That  earth  has  seen,  or  frmcy  can  devise. 
Thine  altar,  sacred  Liberty,  should  rtand, 
Built  by  no  mehsenaiy  vulgar  hand. 
With  fragrant  tfirf,  and  flowers  as  wild  and  fair 
As  ever  dressed  a  bank,  or  scented  summer  air. 
Duly,  as  ever  on  the  mountain's  height 
The  peepof  Morning  shed  a  dawning  light, 
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Again,  when.  Evening,  in  her  ipber  vest,    . " 

Drew  Uie  gray  curtain  of  the  Ruling  west, 

Mj  Mml  8h<yu]d  yieldy  thee  willing  thuiks  and 

For  the  chief  Ucnings  of  mj  fairest.days; 

But  that  were  aacnluge — praise  is  not  thine. 

But  his  who  gave  thee,  ajul  preserves  thee  minej 

Else  I  would  say,  and  as  I  spake  bid  fiy 

A  captive  bird  into  the  boundless  sky, 

This  triple  realm  adores  theer-thou  art  come 

From  Spoxta  hither,  and  art  here  at  hozpe: 

Wefed  thy  ioice  stiU  active,  at  this  hojiir 

Enjoy  ioununity  £rom  priestly  power. 

While  Conscience,  happier  tlum  in  indent  yeJeus, 

Owns  no  superior  but  the  Grod  she  fears. 

Propitious  q>irit!  yet  expimge  a  wrong 

Thy  rights  have  suffered,  foid  our  land,  too  long. 

Teach  mercy  to  ten  Ihoi^sand  hearts,  that  shajre 

The  lean  and  hopes  of  a*commerdal  care. 

Privns  expect  the- wicked,  and  were  built 

To  hind  the  lawless,  and'to  punish  guilt; 

Bat  shipwreck,  earthquake,  battle,  to^  and  flood, 

Are  mighty  miscfaiefe,  not  to  be  ^thstood ; 

And  hMiest  merit  stands  on  slippery  ground,. 

Where  covert  guile  and  artifice  abound. 

l«t  just  restraint,  ibr  public  p^ace  designed, 

Chain  up  the  wolves  and  tigers  of  mankind; 

The  foe  of  virtue  has  no  daim  to  thee, 

Gut  lei  insolvent  Innocence  go  firee. 

Patiouof  else  the  most  despised  of  men, 
Accept  the  tribute  of  a  stranger's  pen; 
Vene,  like  the  kturel ;  its  immortal  meed| 
Shoold  be  the  guerdon  of  a  «ioble  deed; 
I  may  alarm  thee,  but  I  fear  the  shame 
(Charity  chosen  as  n^  theme  and  aim) 
I  imA  incur,  forgetting  Howard^ »  name. 
Blest  with  all  wealth  can  give  thee,  to  redgn 
Joys  doubly  sweet  to  feelings  quick  as  thine,. 
To  quit  the  bliss  thy  rural  scenes  bestow, 
To  seek  a  nohler  amidst  scenes  of  wo. 
To  traverse  seas,  ra)^  kingdoms,  and  bring  home, 
^'ot  the  proud  monuments  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
Hot  knowledge  such  as  only  dungeons  teadh. 
And  only  sympathy  like  thine  could  reach; 
That  grief  sequestered  ficoin  the  public  stag^, 
Might  smooth  her  feathers,  and  enjoy  her  cage; 
Speaks  a  divine  ambition,  and  a  zeal. 
The  boldest  patriot  might  be  proud  to  feeT. 
0  that  the  voce  of  clamour  and  debate, 
That  pleads  Ibr  peace  till'  it  disturbs  the  state, 
Were  hushed  irf  favour  of  thy  generous  plea, 
The  poor  thy  clients,  and  Haven's  smile  thy  feel 
PhOosophy,  that  does  not  dream  or  stray, 
Walks  arm  in  arm  with  naturo  all  his  way ; 
Compasses  earth,  dives  into  it,  ascends 
^^T^ate^r  steep  Inquiiy  recommends. 
See*  planetary  wonders  smoothly  roll 
JUwnd  lAher  systems  under  her  control. 


Drinks  wisdom  i 

That  cheers  the  f 

And  brings  at  his  r 

With  nch  iristruction,  and  a  soul  enlarged. 

The  treasured  sweets  of  the  capdcious  plan. 

That  Heaven  spreads  wide  before  the  view  of  man^ 

All  prompt  his  pleased  pursuit,  tfnd  to  pursue 

StiH  prompt  him,  with  a  pleasure  always  new; 

He  too  tmis  a  connecting  power,  jmd  dravro 

Man  to  the  opntre  of  the  common  cause,  ^ 

Aiding  a  dubious  and  deficient  sight 

With  0/ new  medium  and  a  purer  light. 

All  truth  is  precious,  if  not  idl  divine ; 

And  what  dilatcs-the  jKiwers  must  needs  le^ne. 

He  reads  the  skies,  and,  watdiing  ^very  change, 

Provides  theiaculties  «ri  ampler  range; 

And  wins  mankind,  as  his  attempts  p^vail, 

A  prouder  station  on  the  general  scale. 

But  Reason  still,  unless  divinely  taught, 

Whatever  she  learns,  learns  nothing  as  she  ou^t 

The  lamp  of  revelation  only  shows, 

What  huipan  wisdom  can  not  but  Qppoee, 

That  man,  in  nature's  richest  i^iantle  dad        ^ 

And  graced  with  all  philosophy  can  add, 

Though  fair  without  and  luminous  within, 

Is  still  the  pn^eny  and  heic  of  sin. 

Thus  taught;  down  falls  the  plumage  of  his  prid^; 

He  feels  his  need  of  an  unerring  guide. 

And  knows  that  falling  he  shall  i^  no  more, 

Unless  the  power  that  bade  him  stand  restore. 

This  is  indeed  philosophy ;  this  known   . 

Makes  wisdoin,  worthy  of  the  i^ame,  his  own; 

And,  vrithout  this,  whatever  he  discuss; 

Whether  the  space  between  the  stars  and.  us; 

Whether  he  measure  earth,  compute  the  sea; 

Weigh  sunbeams,  carve  a  fiy,  or  spit  a  flea; 

The  solemn  ttifler'  with  his  boasted  skill 

Toils  niuch,  and  is  a  solenm  trifler  still: 

Blind  was  he  bom,  and  his  misguided  eyes 

Grown  dim  in  triflmg  studies,  blind  he  dies. 

Self-knowledge  truly  lelunied  of  course  implies 

The  rich  possession  of  a  nobler  prize ; 

For  self  to  self,  and  God  to  man  revealed, 

(Two  themes  to  Nature's  eye/or  ever  scaled) 

Are  taught  by  rays,  that  fly  with  equal  pace 

From  the  same  centre  of  enlightening  grace. 

Here  stay  thy  foot;  how  copious,  and  how  clear, 

Th'  o'crflowing  well  of  Charity  springs  herei 

Hark!  *tis  the  music  of  a  thousand  rills, 

Some  through  the  groves,  some  down  the  sIopin({ 

hills, 
Winding  a  secret  or  an  open  course,  ' 
And  all  suppliled  from  an  eternal  souire. 
The  ties  of  Nature  do  but  feebly  bind, 
And  Commerce  partially  reclaims  mankind ; 
PhiloBophy,  without  his  heavenly  guide. 
May  blow  up  self-conceit,  and  nourish  pride 
But,  while  his  promise  is  the  reasoning  part. 
Has  still  a  veil  of  midnight  on  his  heart* 
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Tk  Truth  divine,  exliibitcd  on  earth, 
Gives  Charity  her  being  and  her  birth. 

Suppose  (when  thought  is  warm  and  fancy  flowB, 
What  will  not  argument  «ometime8  suppose  V 
An  isle  possessed  by  coeaturcs  of  our  kind^ 
Endued  with  reason,  yet  by  nature  blind, 
Let  (opposition  lend  her  aid  once  more, 
And  land^some  grave  optician  6n  the  shore: 
Hecli^  bis  lens,  if  haply  they  may  Kee, 
Close  to  the  part  wh^re  vision  pught  to  be; 
But  finds,  that,  though  his  tubes  asostthe  nght, 
They  can  not  give  it,  or  make  darkness  light 
Ele  reads  wise  tectums,  and  describes  aloud^ 
A  sense  they  know  not,  to  the  wondering  crowd ; ' 
He  talks  of  light,  and  the  prismatic  hues; 
As  men  of  depth  in  erudition  use ; 

But  all  he  gains  for  ins  harangue  is— r  Well, 

What  monstrous  lies  some  travellers  wiU  tell ! 

The  soul,  whose  sight  aJl-quickening  grace  re- 
news,, 
Takes  the  resemMance  of  the  good  she  views, 
As  diamonds',  stripped  of  their  opaque  disguise. 
Reflect  the  noonday  glory  of  the  skies. 
She  speaks  of  him,  her  authoi,  guahlian,  friend. 
Whose  love  knew  no  beginning,  knows  no  end, 
In  language  warm  as  all  that  love  inspires. 
And  in  the  glow  of  her  intense  desires, 
Pants  to  communicate  her  noble  fires. 
She  sees  a  world  stark  blincl  to  l^hat  employs 
Her  eager  thought,  tind  feeds  her  flowing  joys ; 
Though  Wisdpm  hail  them,  heedless  of  her  call^ 
Flies  to  save  some,  and  feels  a  pang  fi>r  all: 
Herself  as  weak  as  her  support  is  strong. 
She  feels  that  frailty  she  denied  so  long; 
And,  from  a  knowledge  of  her  own  disease, 
Learns  to  compasoonate  th^  sick  she  sees. 
Here  see,  acquitted  of  all  vain  pretence. 
The  reign  of  genuine  Charity  commence. 
Though  scorn  repay  her  sympathetic  tears. 
She  still  is  kind,  and  still  she  perseveres;^ 
The  truth  she  loves  a  sightless  worid  t^laspheme, 
*Tis  childish  dotage,  a  detirious  dream ; 
The  danger  they  discern  not,  they  deny  i 
Laugh  at  their  only  rjemedy,  and  die. 
But  still  a  soul  thus  touched  can  never  cease. 
Whoever  threatens  war,  to  speak  of  peace. 
Pure  in  bar  aim,  and  in  her  temper  mild. 
Her  wisdom  seems  the  weakness  of  a  child : 
She  makes  Reuses  where  she  might  condemn, 
Reviled  by  those  that  hate  her,  prays  for  th^n: 
Suspicion  lurks  not  in  her  artless  breast,    . 
The  worst fluggested,  she  believes  the  best; 
Not  soon  provoked,  however  stung  and  teased. 
And,  if  perh«ips  made  angry,  soon  appeased ; 
She  rather  waives  than  will  dispute  her  right. 
And,  injured,  makes  forgiveness  hor  delight. 

Such  was  the  portrtdt  an  apostle  drew, 
The  bright  original  was  one  he  knew; 
Heaven  held  his  hand,  thie  likeness  must  be  true. 


. '  When  one,  that  holds  communion  with  the  ddes, 
Has  filled  his  urn  where  these  pure  waters  risn, 
And  once  more  mingles  Whh  us  meaner  thing 
"'TIS  e'<en  as  if  an  angel  shock  his  wings; 
Immortal  fragrance  filk  the  circuit  wide, 
That  tells  us  whence  his  treasures  are  suppfied. 
So  when  aship,^  well  ficeighted  with  ^  stores 
Tke  sun  matures  on  India's  spicy  shores. 
Has  dropped  her  anchor,  and  her  canvass  fiiried, 
In  some  safe  haven  of  our  western  For)d, 
'Twere  vain  inqidry  to  what  port  she  went 
The  gale  informs  us,  laden  with  the  scent 

Spme  iteek,'  when  queasy  conscience  has  iu 
qualms,, 
To  luD  the  painful  malady  with  alms; 
But  bharity  not  feigned  intends  alone 
Another's  good— theirs  centres  in  their  own ; 
And,  too  short'fived  to  reach  the  realms  of  peace, 
Must  cease  for  ever  when  the  poor  shaD  cease. 
Flavia,  most  tender  of  .her  own  good  name, 
Is  rather  car^lesd  of  her  sister's  fame : 
Her  superfluity  the  pyor  supplies. 
But,  if  she  touch  a  character,  it  dies. 
The  seeming  virtue  weighed  against  the  vice, 
She  deems  all  safe,  for  she  has  paid  the  price : 
No  charity  but  ahns  aught  values  she. 
Except  in  porcelain  on  her  mantel-tree. 
How  many  deeds,  with  which  the  world  has  nin« 
From  Pride,  in  league  with  Ignorance,  have  sprung 
But  God  o'emiles  all  human  follies  still, 
And  bends  the  tough  materials  to  his  wiH 
A  conflagration,  or  a  wintry  flood, 
Has  left  some  hundreds  without  home  or  food ; 
Extravagance  and  Avarice  shall  subscribe. 
While  fame  and  self-complaceiioe  are  the  bribe. 
The  brief  proclaimed,  it  visits  every  pew. 
But  first  the  squire's,^  a  compliment  but  due: 
With  slow  deliberation  he  unties 
His  glittering  purse,  that  envy  of  all  eyes, 
And,  while  the  derk  just  puzzles  out  the  psalm, 
Slides  guinea  hghind  guinea  in  his  palm; 
Till  finding,  what  he  might  liave  found  before, 
A  smaller  piece  amidst  the  predous  store. 
Pinched  close  between  his  finger  and  his  thumbs 
He  half  exhibits,  and  then  drops  the  sum. 
Gold  to  be  sure! — Throughout  the  town  'tis  told, 
How  the  good  squire  gives  never  less  than  gold, 
From  modves  such  as  his,  though  not  the  best, 
Springs  in  due  time  supply  for  the  distressed ; 
Not  less  efliectual  than  what  love  bestows, 
Except  that  office  clips  it  as  it  goes. 

But  lest  Iseem  to  sin  against  a  friend,  . 
And  wound  the  grace  I  mean  to  recommend, 
(Though  vice  derided  with  a  just  design 
Implies  no  trespass  against  love  divine,) 
Once  more  I  would  adopt  the  graver  style, 
A  teacher  should  be  sparing  of  jbis  smile. 
Unless  a  love  of  virtue  ]i|rht  the  fiam6, 
Satire  is,  mors  than  those  he  brands,  to  blamo; 
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He  ladeB  behind  »  mugiitfimal  air 
His  own  offences,  and  strips  oCfaen  bare; 
Afficts,  indeed,  a  most  bumane  concern, 
That  men,  if  gently  tutored,  -will  not  learn; 
That  molbh  F0D7,  not  to  beiedaimed 
By  softer  methods,  mnstbe  made  ashamed; 
But  (I  mighr  instancein  St.  Patrick's  dean) 
Too  often  nils  to  gratify  his  spleen. 
Most  sa&ists  areindeedm  public  soooige; 
Their  mildest  phj^nc  is  a  fimrier's  pm^; 
Thdr  acrid  temper  turns,  as  sdon  as  stirred, 
The  milk  of  their  good  purpose  all  to  cuid. 
Thdr  zeal  begotten,  as  their  works  rehearse, 
By  lean  de^Mir  upon  an  empty  purse. 
The  wild  asBaadns  start  into  the  street, 
Prepared  to  poniard  whomsoever  they  meet. 
No  akin  in  swordmanship,  however  just, 
Can  be  secure  against  a  madman's  thrust ; 
And  even  Virtue,  po  unfairly  matched, 
Ahbou^  immortal,  may  be  pricked  or  scratched. 
When  scandal  has  new  minted  an  old  lie, 
Or  taxed  invention  for  a  fiesh  supply, 
nris  called  a  satire,  and  the  world  appears 
Gathering  axound  it  with  erected 'earn: 
A  thousand  names  are  tossedinto  the  crowd; 
Some  whispered  softly,  and  «>me  twanged  aloud ; 
Jofltas  the  sapience  of  an  author's  brain 
Soggests  it  safe  or  dangerous  to  be  jiam. 
Strange  1  how  the  frequent  inteijected  dash 
Ctmckens  a  market  and  helps  off  the  trash; 
The  important  letters,  that  include  the  rest. 
Serve  as  a  key  to  those  that  are  suppressed; 
Cofijeeture.  gripes  the  victims  in  his  paw, 
Theworid  is  charmed,  and  Scrib  escapes  the  law, 
80,  when  the  oold  dampshades  of  night  prevail, 
Worms  may  be  cau^t  by  either  head  or  tail; 
Forcibly  drawn  from  many  adjose  recess. 
They  meet  with  little  pity,  no  redress; 
Phinged  in  the  stream,  they  lodge  upon  the  mud. 
Food  fcr  the  Vanished  rovers  of  the  flood. 

AH  real  for  a  lefimn,  that  gives  offence 
To  peace  and  charity,  is  poere  pretence:- 
A  boU  remark,  but  which,  if  well  applied, 
Would  humble  many  a  towering  poet's  pride. 
Perhaps  the  man  was  in  a  sportive  fit,  •  ^ 

And  had  no  other  play-plaoe  for  his  wit;   . 
Perhaps  enchanted  with  the  love  of  fiune, 
He  sought  the  jewd  in  his  neighbour's  shame; 
Perhaps — ^whatever  end  he  might  pursue, 
The  cause  of  virtue  could  not  be  his  view. 
Ateveiy  stroke  wit  flashes  m  our  eyes; 
The  turns  are  quick,  the  polished  points  surprise, ' 
But  shine  with  cruel  and  tremendotis  charms. 
That,  while  they  please,  possess  us  with  ahums; 
Sohave  I  seen  (and  hastened  to  the  sight 
On  all  the  wings  of  holiday  delight,) 
Where  stands  that  monument  of  ancient  power, 
Named,  vnth  emphatic  dignity,  the  Tower, 
4  £ 


Gruns^  halberts,  swords,  and  pistols,  great  and 


In  ftatry  forms  disposed  upon  the  wall; 
We  wonder,  ha  we  garing  stand  below. 
That  brass  and  steel  should  make  so  fine  a  shovr; 
But  though  we  praise  th'  exact  designer's  skill. 
Account  them  implement  of  mischief  still. 

No  works  shall  find  aocq>tanoe  in  that  da^, 
When  all  disguises  diall  be  rent  away, 
That  square  not  truly  with  the  Scripture  plan, 
Nor  spring  from  love  to  Gqd,  or  love  to  man. 
As  he  ordains  things  sordid  in  their  birth 
To  be  resolved  mto  their  parent  earth; 
And,  though  the  soul  shall  seekmiperior  oHml 
Whate'er  this  worid  produces,  'it  absorbs ; 
So  self  starts  nothing^  but  vrhat  tends  apace 
Home  to  the  goal,  where  j/t  began  the  race. 
Such  as  our  iqadye  is,  our  6isn  must  be ;    - 
If  this  be  servile,  that  can  ne'er  be  frbe : 
If  self  employ  us,  whatsoe^e^is  wrought, 
We  gk>rify  ^t  self/ not  him  we  ougrlit: 
Such  virtues  had  need  prove  thHr  own  reward, 
The  Judge  of  all  men  owes  them  rio  Tegard. 
True  Charity,  a  pUnt  divinely  nursed, 
Fed  by  the  love  from  which  it  rose  at  first, 
Thrives  against  hope,  and,  in  the  rudest  scene. 
Storms  but  enliven  its  unfiiding  grccji : 
Exuberant  is  the  shadow  it  supplies,. 
Its  fruits  on  earth,  its  growth  above  the  skies. 
To  look  at  Him,  who  formed  us  and  redeemed} 
So  glorious  now,  though  once  so  discstocmed. 
To  see  a  God  stretch  forth  his  human  hand, 
T'  uphold  th^  boundless  scenes  of  his  command  • 
To  recollect,  that,  in  a  form  like  ours, 
He  bruised  beneath  his  feet  th^  infernal  powers. 
Captivity  led  captive,  rose  to  claim 
The  vneathhe  won  so  dearly  in  our  name; 
That,  throned  above  all  height,  he  condescends 
To  call  the  few  that  trust  in  him  liis  friends; 
That,  in  the  Heaven  of  heavens,  that  space  lie 

deems 
Too  scanty  for  th'  exertion  of  his  beams, 
And  shineA  as  if  impatient  to  bestow 
Lifo  and  a  kingdom  upon  worms  below; 
That  sight  imparts  a  nevex^ying  flame, 
Though  feeble  m  degree,  in  kind  the  same. 
Like  him  the  soul,  thus  kindled  from  above, 
Spreads  wide  her  arms  of  universal  love; 
And,  still  enlarged  as  she  receives  the  gidce, 
Includes  creation' in  her  close  embrace. 
Behold  a  Christian!  and  without  the  fires 
The  founder  of  that  name  alone  inspires, 
Though  all  accomplishment,  all  knowledge  meet, 
To  make  the  shining  prodigy  complete. 
Whoever  boasts  that  name— behold  a  cheat! 
Were  lovf ,  in  these  the  world's  last  doting  years, 
As  frequent  as  the  want  of  it  appears, 
The  churches  warmed,  they  would  no  lon^^t  holt^ 
Such  fiKxren  figures,  stiff  as  they  ore  cokl; 
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^tdenting  fonin  woutd  lose  their  po^r  w  cease; 
And   e'en   the   dipped   and   sprinkled    five   in 

■  peace:  '. 
Bach  heait  would  qnititg  prison  in  the  breai*, 
And  flow  in  free  commilnion  wkh  the  rest. 
The  statesman,  skilled  in  projecte  daric  and  deep, 
Might  burn  his  useless  Machiavel,  andsl^; 
His  budget  often  filled,  yet  rfways  poor, 
Mig]}t  swing  at  ease  behind  his  study  door, 
No  longer  prey  upon  our  annual  rents,  " 
Or  scare  the  nation  with  its  big  contents : 
Disbanded  legions  frsely  might  depait. 
And  slaying  man  would  cease  to  be  ah  art. 
No  learned  disputants  wotild  take  the  field. 
Sura  not  to  conquer,  and  sure  not  to  yield'; 


Both  ffldes  deceived,  if  rightly  undentood, 

Pelting  eadi  other  for  the  puUk  good. 

Did  Charityplevail,  the  pvess^oidd  plt09B 

A  vehicle  of  virtue,  truth,  and  lovt'j 

And  I  might  spare  myself  the  pains  to  shonr 

What  few  can  learn,  and  all  suppose  tiiey  kiupvr. 

Thus  I  have  sought  to  grace  a  sgrious  lay 

With  many  a  wild,  uideed,  but  bowery  spray, 

In  hopes  to  gain,  what  else  I  must  have  lost, 

Th'  attention  pleasure  has  so  much  engrosssd. 

But  if,  unhappily  deceived,  I  Ansam, 

And  prove  too  weak  for  so  divine  a  theme, 

Let  Charity  forgive  me  a  mistake. 

That  zeal,  not  vanity,  has  chanced  to  make. 

And  spore  the  poet  for  his  subject's  sake. 


€ov(^t»ntion. 


Nam  neque  m«  tantum  v-eolenUa  ribHu  auatri, 
Tfec'percuaBa  juTant  fluctu^taiq  litora,  nee  qua 
Sazowi  inter  decurrunt  Aumina  vaUesL  Virg.  EcL  5, 


Though  Mature  wei^h  our  talents,  and  dispense 
To  every  man  his  modicun)  of  sense, 
And  conversation  in  its  better  part 
May  be  esteemed  a  gift,  and  not  ap  art, 
Yet  much  de|»end8,  as  in  the  tiller's  toO, 
On.  culture,  and  the  sowing  of  the  soli.    '  ' 
Words  learned  by  rote  a  parrot  may  reheaiM, 
But  talking  is  not  always  to  oonverse; 
Not  more  distinct  from  harmony  divine,  -   " 

The  constant  creaking  of  a  country  jaign. 
As  alphabets  in  ivory  employ, 
Hour  after  hour,  the  yet  unlettered  boy, 
Sorting  and  puzzling  with  a  deal  of  glee 
Those  seed&of  science  called  hb  a  b  c; 
So  Unguage  in  the  mouths  of  the  adult, . 
Witness  its 'insignificant  result, . 
Too  often  proves  an  implement  of  play, 
A  toy  to  sport  with,  and  pass  time  away. 
Collect  at  evening  what  the  day  brought  forth, 
Compress  the  sum  into  its  solid  worth, 
And  if  it  wdgh  th'  importance  of  a  fiy, 
The^ficales  are  false,  br  algebra  a  lie, 
Sacred  interpreter  of  human  thought. 
How  few  respect  or  use  thee  as  they  ought! 
But  all  shall  give  account  of  every  wrong. 
Who  dare  dishonour  or  defile  the  tongue ; 
Who  prostitute  it  in  the  causie  of  vice, 
Or  sell  the  gloiy  at  the  market-price ; 
Who  vote  for  hire,  or  point  it  with  lampoon, 
The  dear-bought  placeman,  and  the  cheap  buffoon. 

There  is  a  prurience  in  the  speech  of  some, 
Wiuth  stays  him,  or  cbe  God  would  strike  them 

dumb: 
His  wise  forbearanc<>  has  their  end  in  view, 
I'bey  fill  their  measuit,  and  receive  their  due. 


The  heathen  law-gibers  of  ancient  days. 
Names  ahnost  worthy  of  a  ChristianlB  praise, 
Would  drive  them  forth  from  the  resort  of  man, 
And  shut  up  every  satyr  in  his  den.   ' 
O  come  not  ye  near  innocence  and  truA, 
Ye  worms  that  eat  into  the  bod  of  youth! 
Infectious  as  impure^  your  bligfating  power 
Taints  in  its  rudiments  the  promiied  flowar, 
Iti  odour'  perished  and  its  charming  hue, 
Thenceforth  tis  hatefVil,  for  k  smefls  of  yon. 
Not  e'en  the  vigorous  and  headlong  rage 
Of  adoleeoenoe,  or  a  ifirmer  age, 
Afifords  a  plea  allowable  or  j«st 
For  making  speech  the  pampetcr  of  lust; 
But  when  the  btealh  of  age  commits  the  fiudt, 
'Tis  nauseous  as  the  vapour  of  a  vaidt 
So  vrithered  stumps  disgrace  the  sylvan  scene, 
No  longer  fruitful,  and  no  longer  green ; 
The  sapless  wood,  divested  of  the  bark, 
Grovra  fungous,  and  takes  fire  at  every  spark. 

Oaths  terminate,  as  Paul  observes,  all  strif^^ 
Some  men  have  surely  then  a  peaceful  life ; 
Whatever  subject  occupy  discourse, 
The  ffeats  of  Vcstris,  or  the  naval  force, 
Asseveration  blustering  in  your  face 
Makes  contradiction  such  a  hopeless  case : 
In  every  tale  they  tell,  or  false  or  true, 
Well  known,  or  such  as  no  man  ever  knew. 
They  fix  attention,  heedless  of  your  pain,^ 
With  oaths  like  rivets  forced  into  the  brain; 
And  e'en  when  sober  truth  prevails  throughout, 
They  sweiur  it,  till  afifirmance  breeds  a  doubt 
A  Persian,  humble  servant  of  the  s(m. 
Who,  though  devout,  yrt  bigotry  had  none 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


CONVERSATION. 


fl 


Hetiing  &  lawyer,  gra^  m  Mb  addras, 
With  abjtutttioQ  n^fxj  woid  impyon, 
Soppoaed  Uieman  a  biabop,  or,  at  least, 
God'a  name  lo  much  upon  Us  lipe,  a  priest; 
Bowed  atthedosewifliidihisgTaoefblain, 
And  begged  an  interest  in  liis  fireqaent  prayen. 

Gio,  quit  the  rank  to  which  ye  stood  prefenred, 
Hencefintfa  associate  in  one  eommon'hefd; 
Religion,  ^virtue,  reason,  common  sense, 
ProDoonoe  your  human  form  a  &]se  pretenoe; 
A  mere  disguiae,  in  which  a  devil  luriu, 
Who  yet  betrays  his  secret  by  his  works. 

Ye  powers  who  rule  the  tongue,  if  such  there  are, 
And  make  colloquial  happiness  your  doe. 
Preserve  me  fiom  the  thing  I  dread  and  hate,' 
A  dud  in  the  form  of  a  debate. 
The  dash  of  arguments  and  jar  of  words, 
Wonfe  than  the  mortal  brunt  of  rival  swords, 
Decide  no  question  with  their  tedious  ksngth, 
For  opposition,  gives  optmon  stiengtii. 
Divert  the  champions  prodigd  of  breath; 
And  put  the  peaceably-disposed  to  death. 

0  thwart  me  not,  sir  Soph,  at  every  turn, 
Nor  carp  at  every  flaw  you  may  discern; 
Though  syllogisms  hang  not  on  my  tongue, 

1  am  not  surdy  always  in  Uie  wrong; 
'Tis  hard  if  all  is  false  that  I  advance, 

A  fool  must  now  and  then  be  right  by  chance. 

Not  that  all  freedom  of  dissent  I  blame; 

No-^there  I  grant  the  privilege  I  daim. 

A  dispuiable  pdnt  b  no  man's  gicnmd ; 

Rove  where  yon  please,  His  common  all'4aound. . 

Disooorae  may  want  an  animated-^No, 

To  brush  the  sui&ce,  and  to  make  it  flow; 

But  still  remember,  if  you  mean  to  please, 

To  press  your  pofait  with  modesty  and  ease. 

The  maik,  at  which  my  juster  aim  I  take, 

Is  contradiction  for  its  own  dear  sake. 

Set  your  opinion  at  whatever  pitch, 

Knots  and  impediments  make  something  hitch ; 

Adopt  his  own,  'tis  equally  in  vain, 

Vour  thread  of  argument  is  snapped  again; 

The  wrangler,  rather  tiian  accord  with  jou, 

Will  judge  himself  decdved,  and  prove  it  too. 

Vodfeirated  logic  kilts  me  quite, 

A  noisy  man  is  always  in  the  right: 

I  twill  my  thumbs,  Ikll  back  into  my  chair. 

Fix  on  the  wainscot  a  distressful  stare, 

And,  when  I  hope  his  blimders  are  all  out. 

Reply  discreetly— To  be  sure— no  doubt! 

Dubiut  is  such  a  scmpolous  good  man — 
Yes— you  may  catch  him  tripping  if  you  can. 
He  would  not,  with  a  peremptoiy  tonte, 
Assext  the  nose  upon  Us  face  his  own ; 
With  hesitation  admirably  dow. 
He  humbly  hopes — ^presumes — ^it  may  be  so. 
His  evidence,  i£  he  were  called  by  law 
To  swear  to  some  enormity  he  saw. 


For  wAnt  of  prominlenee'and  just  lulief 

Would  hang  an  honest  man,  and  sitVe  a  thief 

Through  constant  dread  of  giving  truth  oflfeoee,  j 

He  ties  up  all  his  hearers  in  saspense ; ' 

Knows  what  he  kuows,  as  if  he  knew  ft  not; 

Whathe  remembers,  seems  to  have  foigot; 

His  sole  opinion,  whatsoe'er  befall. 

Centering  at  last  in  having  none  at  all. 

Yet,  though  he  tfease  and  baulk  your  ligbeoing  ear, 

He  makes  and  useful  pdnt  exceeding  dear ; 

Howe'er  ingeniom  on  bos  darling  theme 

A  sceptic inphilosophy  may  seem, 

Reduced  to  practice.  Mi  bdoved  rule 

Would  only  prove  him  a  consummate  fod ; 

Useless  m  hSm  alike  both  bnlin  and  speech. 

Fate  havingplaoed  all  truth  above  his  readi. 

His  ambiguities  his  total  sum, 

He  might  as  well  be  blind,  and  d6af,  and  dumb. 

Where  men  of  judgmenlcreepand  fed  their  way, 
The  positive  prbnounee  without  disoiay ; 
Their  want  of  light  and  intellect  supplied 
By  fiparks  abaoidilj  strikes  out  of  prid^ 
Without  the  means  (^knowing  right  fnm  wrong, 
They  always  an  decisive,  clear,  and  strong; 
Where  othen  tdl  vrith  phikeophis  force. 
Their  nimble  nonsense  takes  k  shortei^  ooona; 
Flings  at  your  head  oonPrictida  in  the  lump. 
And  gains  remote  conchisaonsat)a  jump: 
Their  own  defect,  iovidhle  to  them, . 
Seen  in  another,  fbey  at  oDoe  oondenm; 
And,  though  setf-iddieed  in  eveiy  case, 
Hate  their  own  likeness  yi  a  brother's  fece. 
The  cause  is  plain,  and  not  to  be  denied, 
The  proud  are  alvraysmostpiovohjed  by  pride; 
Few  competitioils  bat  engender,  spite ; 
And  those  the  most  whese  ndther  has  a  right 

The  poiut  of  hMMnr  has  been  deemed  of  QM^ 
To  teach  good  manneni,  and  to  qnfo  abusB ; 
Admit  it  true,  tlie  eonsequefioeis  dear. 
Our  pdished  manners  aie  a  mask  we  wear. 
And  at  the  bottom  barbarous  stiU  and  rude, 
We  are  restrained,  indeed,  but  not  Bubdaed. 
The  very  remedy,  however  subb, 
Springs  from  thenusehief  it  intends  to  ouie, 
And  savage  in  its  piinjiple  appears, 
Tried,  as  it  should  be,  by  the  fruit  it  bean. 
'Tis  hiid,uideed,  if  nodungwill  defend 
Mankind  from  quarrels  but  their  fetal  end; 
That  now  and  then  ahero  must  decease, 
That  the  sm^ving  trorid  may  live  in  peacai 
Perhaps  at  last  dose  scrutiny  may  show 
The  practice  dastardly,  and  mean,  and  low; 
That  m^n  engage  in  it  compelled  by  force. 
And  fear,  not  courage,  is  its  proper  source ; 
The  fear  of  tyrant  custom,  and  thefeaf 
Lest  fops  should  censure  us,  and  fools  should  snev 
At  least,  to  trample  on  our  Maker's  laws. 
And  hazard  life  for  any  or  no  cause, 
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To  rush  into  fi  fixed  etenud  ilate 
Oat  of  t^  veiy  flftmes  (^  ZBge  and  hate, 
Or  aend  Aiother  ehivering  to  tbe  bar 
With  aQ  the  ^^uilt  of  tfoch  tmnatural  war, 
Whatever  uae^may  urge,  qr  honour  plead,        , 
On  reason's  verdict  is  a  madman's  deed. 
Am  I  to  set  my  Ufb  vpon  a  throw,        > 
Because  a  hear  is  rude  and  surlyl  No— 
A  moral,  sensible  and  well-bxed  man 
Will  not  affront  me;  and  no  other  cfmu 
Were  I  empowered  to  regulate  the  lists, 
They  should  encounter  with  well-loaded  fists; 
A  Tiojan  coniLbat  would  be  something  ^w. 
Let  Ekirea  beat  Entelku  black  and  blue; 
Then  each  might  show,  to  his  admiring  firtehds. 
In  honourable  bumps  Us.rich  amends, 
And  cany  in  contunons  at  his  skull, 
A  satisfiictofy  receipt  in  fiill. 

A  story,  in  which  native  honloar  reigns, 
Is  often  usefbl,  always  entertains: 
A  graver  fibct,  enlisted  on  your  side, 
May  fiumifh  illustration,  well  apphed; 
But  sedentary  weavers  of  kmg. tales. 
Give  me  the-fidgets,  and  my  patience  fidls, 
'Tis  the  most  asinine  employ  on  earih, 
Tohearthem  tell  of  parentage  and  birth,   - 
And  echo  oonvenations  dufl  and  diy, 
Embellished  with— ^  iaid,  and  <Sb  taid  L 
At  every  interview  their  route  the  same, 
The  repeUtion  makes  attention  lame: 
We  bustle  up  with  unsuocessfii]  speed, 
AKd  in  the  saddest  part  ciy—i)!^  imf66(i/ 
The  path  of  nfurrative  wit^  care  pursue. 
Still  making  probability  youf  clew: 
On  all  the  vestiges  of  truth  attend, 
And  let  Mem  guide  you  to  a  decent  cipd.    > 
Of  all  ambitions  man  may  entertain,- . 
The  worst  that  can  invade  a  sickly  brain, 
Is  that,  which  angles  hourly  for  surprise, ' 
And  baits  its  hook  with  prodigies  and  li^ 
Credulous  infioM^,  «  age  as  weak, 
Are  fittest  auditont  fat  such  to  seek, 
Who  to  please  others  will  themselves  ditgrsee. 
Yet  please  not,  but  affinontyou  to  your  face. 
A  great  retailer  of  this  curious  ware 
Having  unloaded  and  made  many  stare, 
Can  this  be  truel— an  arch  (Observer  cries, 
Yes,  (rather  moVJed)  I  saw  it  with  these  eyes; 
Sir!  I  believe  it  on  that  ground  alone; 
I  could  notj  had  I  seen  it  with  ]Qy  own. 

A  tale  riiould  be  judicious,  clear,  succinct; 
The  language  plain,  and  iaqdents  well  linked ; 
Tell  not  as  new  what  every  body  knows. 
And,  new  or  old,  still  iu^sten  to  a  dose; 
There,  centering  in  a  focus  round  and  neat, 
Let  all  your  rays  of  informatbn  meet 
What  neither  yields  us  profit  nor  delight 
Is  like  a  nurse's  lullaby  at  night; 


Guy  Eari  of  Warwick  and  fair  Eleamnc, 
Qt  ^ant-killing  Jack,  would  please  me  mora 

The  pipe,  with  solemn  interposing  pufi^. 
Makes  half  a  seititence  at  a  time«nough; 
The  dozing  sages  drop  the  drowsy  strain,  ' 

Then  pause,  and  'pufi'-;-and  speak,  and  pmm 

again. 
Such  often,  like  the  tube  they  so  admire, 
Important  tiifiers:  havd  moro  soioke  than  fire. 
Pernicious  weed!  whose  scent  the  fair  annoys^ 
Unfriendly  to  society's  chief  joys, 
Thy  worst  eflfect  is  >MiTi««Viing  for  hours 
The  sex,  whose  presence  dviliaes  ours: 
Thou  art  indeed  the  drug  a  gardener  wants, 
To  poison  vennin  that  infest  his  plants; 
But  are  we  so  to  wit  and  beauty  blind, 
As  to  despise  the  gbiy  of  our  kind, 
And  show  the  softest  minds  and  fairest  fomv 
As  little  mercy,  as  the  grubs  and  worms? 
They  dare  hot  wait  the  riotous  abuse, 
Thy  thirstpcreating  steams  at  length  produce. 
When  wine  has  given  indecent  language  birth. 
And  forced  the  flood-gates  of  licentious  mirth; 
For  searbom  Venus  her  attachment  shows 
StiU  to  that  element,  ftom  which  she  rase, 
And  with  a  <|uiet,  which  no  fumes  disturb. 
Sips  meek  infusions  of  a  milder  herb. 

Th'  emphatic  speaker  dearly  loves  t'  oppose 
In  contact  inconvenient,  Aose  to  nose, 
As  if  the  gnomon  on  his  ndgbbour's  phiz, 
Touched  with  the  ma|^,  had  attracted  his. 
His  whispered  theme,  dilated  and  at  hurgo, 
Proves  after  all  a  windrgun's  airy  chaige, 
An  extractof  his  diaiy— no  more, 
A  tasteless  journal  of  the  day  b^ne. 
He  walked  abroad,  o'ertaken  in  the  rain, 
CaDed on  afiiend,  drank  tea,  stepped  hame  again, 
Resumed  his  purpose,  had  a  world  of  talk 
With  one  he  stumbled  on,  and  lost  his  walk. 
I  interrupt  him  with  a  sudden  bow. 
Adieu,  dear  or!  lest  you  should  kse  it  now. 

I  can  not  tall^  with  dvet  in  the  room, 
A  fine  puss-gentleman  that's  all  perfbme; 
The  sight's  eneugh'--*no  need  to  smell  a  beau- 
Who  thrusts  his  nose  into  a  rareedmwt 
His  odoriierous  attempts  to  please. 
Perhaps  might  prosper  with  a  swarm  of  bees. 
But  we  that  make  no  honey,  though  we  sting, 
Poets,  are  sometimes  apt  to  maul  the  thing. 
'Tis  wrong  to  bring  into  a  mixed  resort. 
What  makes  some  sick,  and  others  a  lorinort' 
An  argument  of  cogence,  we  may  say. 
Why  such  a  one  should  keep  himself  away. 

A  graver  coxcomb  we  may  sometimes  see 
Gtuite  as  absurcl,  though  not  so  light  as  he; 
A  shallow  brain  behind  a  serious  mask. 
An  oracle  within  an  empty  cask. 
The  so^n  fop;  dgnificant  and  budge; 
A  fod  with  judges,  amongst  fbds  a  judge; 
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He  says  but  fittle,  and  that  little  said 

Owes  all  its  weight,  fike  loaded  dice,  to  bad. 

His  wit  invites  yoa  by  his  looks  to  come, 

But  when  yoa  knock,  it  never  is  ab  home. 

Tis  like  a  paicel  sent  yoa  by  the  stage, 

fiome  handsome  piesent,  as  your  hopes  presage; 

'Tis  heavy,  bulky,  and  bids  fair  to  prove 

An  ahsent  finendVfidelity  and  lore; 

But  vrhen  unpacked,  yonr  diBappointment  groans 

To  find  it  staked  vnth  brickbats,  earth,  and  stones. 

Some  men  empby  their  health,  ab  ogly  tridc, 
In  making  knowiihow  oft  they  have  been  sick, 
And  give  OS  in  ledtals  of  disease 
A  doctor's  troabfe,  bat  withoat  the  fees; 
Relate  hovr  many  vreeks  they  kept  their  bed, 
Hew  an  emetic  or  cathartic  sped ; 
Nothing  is  slightly  touched,  much  less  forgot, 
Nose,  ears,  and  eyes,  seem  present  on  the  spot. 
Now  the  distemper,  spite  of  draught  or  piD, 
Vietorioas  seemed,  and  now  the  doctor's  skill ; 
And  now — alas  for  unforeseen  mishaps ! 
They  pot  on  a  damp  nightcap  and  relapse ; 
They  thought  they  must  have  died,  they  were  so 

bad; 
Their  peevish  heaiem  almost  wish  they  had. 

Some  firetful' tempera  wince  at  every  touch, 
Yoa  always  do  toa  little  or  too  much: 
You  speak  "^h  Ii&,  in  hopes  to  entertain, 
Yoor  elevated  Toiee  goes  through  the  brain; 
Yoa  fall  at  once  into  a  k>wer  key. 
That's  worv — the  drone-pipe  of  an  humbtebee. 
The  southern  sash  admits  too  strong  a  light, 
Yoa  rise  and  drop  the  cartain— now  'tis  night.  ■ 
He  duikes  vnth  cold— you  stir  the  fire  and  strive 
To  make  a  blaze— that's  rtasting  him  alive. 
Serve  him  with  venison,  and  ho  chooses  fish; 
With  soal — that's  just  the  sort  he  does  not  vvfih. 
He  takes  what  he  at  first  professed  to  loath, 
And  in  due  tioie  feeds  heartily  on  both; 
Yet  still,  o'erclouded  with  a  consent  fiown, 
He  does  not  swallow,  but  he  gulps  it  down. 
Your  hope  to  please  him  vain  on  every  plan, 
Himself  should  work  that  wonder  if  he  can — 
Alas!  his  efforts  double  his  distress. 
He  likes  yours  titde,  and  his  own  stUl  less. 
Thus  always  teasing  others,  always  teased, 
His  only  pleasure  is— to  be  displeased. 

I  pity  ba^iful  men,  who  feel  the  pain     ' 
Of  fincied  scorn  and  undeserved  disdain. 
And  bear  the  marks  upon  a  blushing  face 
Of  needless  shame,  and  self-imposod  disgrace. 
Our  sensibilities  are  so  acute, 
The  fi»ur  of  being  silent  makes  us  mute. 
We  siMnetimes  think  we  could  a  speecii  produce 
Much  to  the  purpose,  if  ^eur  tongues  were  loose ; 
But  being  tried,  it  dies  upon  the  lip, 
Faint  as  a  chicken's  note  that  has  the  pip: 
Our  wastfid  oil  unprofitably  bums^ 
Like  hv^n  lamps  in  old  sepulchral  urns. 
x2 


F^w  Frenchmen  of  this  evil  have  complained; 

It  seems  as  if  we  Britons  were  ordained, 

By  way  of  wholesome  curb  upon  our  pride; 

To  fear  each  other,  fearing  ncme  beside. 

The  cause  perhaps  inquiry  may  descry. 

Self-searching  with  an  introverted  eye. 

Concealed  within  an  unsuspected  part. 

The  Tainest  comer  of  our  own  vain  heart; 

For  ever  aiming  at  the  world's  esteem, 

Our  self-importance  ruins  its  own  scheme; 

In  other  eyes  our  talentji  rarely  shown. 

Become  at  length  so  splendid  iiK  our  own, 

We  dare  not  risk  them  into  public  view. 

Lest  they  miscarry  of  what  seems  their  due. 

True  modesty  is  a  discerning  grace, 

And  only  blushes  in  the  pi^per  place ; 

But  counter^  is  blind,  and  skulks  thiough  fear, 

Where  'tis  a  shame  to  be  ashiuned  t'  appear : 

Humility  the  parsnt  of  the  first, . 

The  last  by  vanity  produced  and  nursed. 

The  circle  formed,  we  sit  in  silent  state. 

Like  figures  drawn  upon  a  dial  t>latep 

Yes  ma'am  and  no  ma'am,  uttered  softly  show 

'Every  &ye  minutes  liow  the  minutes  go ;  \ 

Each  individual  suffering  a  constraint  \ 

Poetry  may,  but  cobun  can  not  paint ; 

As  if  in  dose  commiteee  on  the  sky. 

Reports  it 'hot  pr  oold|  or  wet  or  dry; 

And  finds  a  changing  dime  a  happy  source 

Of  wise  seflection,  and  well  timed  discourse. 

We  next  inquire,  but  sdftly  and  by  stealth. 

Like  conservaton  of  the  public  health, 

Of  epidemic  throats,  if  such  there  are. 

And  coughs,  and  rheums,  and  phthisic,  and  catarrh. 

The  theme  exhamsted,  a  wide  chasm  ensues, 

Filled  up  at  last  with  interesting  news, 

Who  danced  with  whom,  and  who  are  like  to  wed, 

And  who  is  hanged,  and  who  is  brought  to  bed: 

But  fear  to  call  a  more  important  cause, 

As  if  'twere  treason  against  English  laws. 

.The  visit  paii^  with  ecstacy  wtd  come. 

As  finom  a  seven  years  transportation,  h(»ne. 

And  there  resume  an  unembarrassed  brow, 

covering  what  we  lost  we  know  not  how, 
The  faculties,  that  seemed  reduced  to  nought, 
Elxpression  and  the  privilege  of  thought 

The  reeking,  roaring  hero*  of  the  diase, 
I  give  him  over  as  a  desperate  case. 
Physidans  write  in  hopes  to  work  a  cure, 
I^ever^  if  honest  ones,  when  death  is  sure, 
And  though  the  fox  he  fellovtrs  may  be  tamed, 
A  mere. fox-follower  never  is  reclaimed. 
Some-  ferrier  should  prescribe  his  propercourse, 
Whose  only  fit  companion  is  his  horse; 
Or  if,  deserving  of  a  better  doom, 
The  noble  beast  judge  otherwise,  his  groom. 
Yet  e'en  the  rogue  that  serves  him,  though  he  stand, 
To  take  his  honour's  orders,  cap  in  hand, 


Digiii^^d  by 


Google 


C0WPEa>8  WORKS. 


Treftn  his  ieUow-gn>cai»  wkh  much  good  WDie^ 
Thtiir  BkUl  a  truth,  lus  maater*!  a  pretence. 
If  neither  hoow  nor  gnxuD  affect  the  squire, 
Where  can  at  last  ^  jockejrship  xetirel 
O  tQ  the  club,'  the  scene  of  Hivage  joys,  ^ . 
Theschool  of  coarse  good  fellowsbip  and  noise; 
There  in  the  sweet  society  of  those, 
Whose  fidendship  from  his  boyish  yeais  he  chose, 
Let  him  improve  his  talent  if  he  can, 
Till  none  but  beasts  acknowledge  him antan. 
Man^s  heart  had  been  impenetrably  sealed, 
Like  theirs  that  cleaTe  the  flood  or  graze  the  fieU, 
Had  not  his  Maker's  all-bestowing  hand 
Given  him  a  soul,  and  bade  him  underrtand; 
T  he  reasoning  power  voudisaied  of  course  inferred 
The  power  to  clothe  that  reason  with  his  word ; 
For  all  is  perfect,  that  God  w<Mrks  on  earth. 
And  he,  that  gives  con^ption,  aids  the  birth. 
If  this  be  plain,  'tis  plainly  understood. 
What  uses  of  his  boon  the  jQiver  would. 
The  Mind,  despatched  i^n  her  busy  toil. 
Should  range  where  Providence  has  blessed  the 

soil;  ■  f 

Visiting  every  flower  with  labour  meet. 
And  g^eiing  all,  her  trea^ires  sweet  hj  sw^ 
She  should  imbue  the  tongue  with  what  she  sips, 
And  shed  the  balmy  ble^smg  on  the  lips. 
That  good  difiiiaedinay  more  abundant  grow,    . 
Ami,  speech  may  praise  the  power  that  bids  it  flow. 
Will  Uie  sweet  warbier  of  the  livelong  night, 
That  ^Ils  the  listening  lover  with  delight, 
Forget  his  harmony  with  rapture  heard, 
To  learn,  the  twUteiing  of  a  meaner  bird? 
Or  make  the  panot's  mimicry  his  choice, 
That  odious  libel  on  a  human  voLcerl^  x. 

No-^^atuie,  unsophisticate  by  ma^ 
Starts  not  aside  ftom  her-Creator's  plan; 
The  melody,  that  was  at  first  designed 
To  cheer  the  rude  feiefathers  of  mankind, 
Is  note  for  note  delivered  in  our  ears^ 
In  the  last  scene  of  her  six  thousand  years. 
Yet  Fashion,  leader  of  a  chattering  train, 
Whom  man,  fer  his  own  hurt,  permits  to  reign, 
Who  shifts  and  changes  all  things  but  his  shape, 
And  would  degrade  her  votary  to  an  ape, 
The  firuitfvl  parent  of  abuse  and  wrong. 
Holds  a  usurped  dominion  o'er  his  tongue;  ' 
There  sits  and  prompts  him  with  his  own  dS^race, 
Prescribes  the  theme,  the  tone,  and  the  grimace, 
And  when  accompliBhed  in  her  wayward  school, 
CaUs  gentleman  whom  phe  has  made  a  feoL 
'Tis  an  unalterable  fixed  decree, 
That  none  could  firame  or  ratify  but  she, 
That  heaven  and  hell,  and  righteousness  and  sin. 
Snares  in  his  path,  and  fees  that  lurk  within,  ^ 
God  and  his  attributes  (a  field  of  day 
Where  'tis  an  .angel's  happiness  to  stray,) 
Fruitsof  his  love  and  wonders  of  his  might, 
fie  never  named  in  ears  esteemed  polite. 


That  he  who  dains,  when  she  forbidi,'be  jsrave^ 
ShaD  stand  proscribed,  a  madman  or  a  kn.ve, 
A  close  designer  not  to  be  believed. 
Or,  if  excused  that  charge,  at  least  decdved. 
Oh  folly  worthy  of  the  nurse's  kq), 
Give  it  the  breast,  or  stop  its  mouth  with  papl 
Is  it  incredible^  or  can  it  seem 
A  dream  to  any,  except  those  that  dream. 
That  man  should  love  his  Maker,  and  OuU  fiie, 
Warming  has  heart,  should  at  his  lips  tranqare! 
Know  then,  and  modestly  let  fell  your  eyes, 
And  veU'your  daring  crest  that  braves  the  skies; 
That  air,  of  insolence  afironts  your  Giod, 
You  need  his  pardon,  and  provoke  his  rod: 
Now,  in  a  posture  that  becomes  you  more 
Than  that  heroic  strut  assumed  before. 
Know,  your  arrears  wUh  every  hour  accrue 
For  mercy  shovm,  while  wrath  is  justly  due. 
The  time  is  short,  and  there  are  souls  on  earth. 
Though  future  pain  may  serve  for  present  mirth, 
Acquainted  vrith  the  woes,  that  fear  or  shame. 
By  fashion  taught  forbade  them  once  to  name, 
4j^,  having  felt  the  pangs  you  deem 'a  jest, 
Have  proved  them  truths  too  big  to  be  expressed, 
Go  seek  on  revelation's  hallowed  ground. 
Sure  to  succeed,  the  remedy  they  found: 
Touched  by  that  power  that  you  have  dared  to 

mock^ 
That  mak^  seas  stable,  and  dissolves  the  lock. 
Your  heart  shall  yield  a  life-renewing  stream, 
That  feols,  as  yon  have  done,  shall  call  a  dream. 

It  happeiied  on  a  solemn  eventide^ 
Soon  after  He  that  was  our  surety  died, 
Two  bosom  firiends,  each  pensively  inclined. 
The  scene  of  all  those  sorrows  left  behind,  . 
Sought  their  own  village,  busied  as  they  went 
In  musings  worthy  of  the  ^reat  event : 
They  spake  of  hi^  they  loved,  of  him  whose  Ufe, 
Though  blameless,  had  incurred  perpetual  strife, 
Whose  deeds  had  left,  in  spite  of  hostile  arts, 
A  de^  memonal  graven  on  their  hearts. 
The  recollection,  like  a  vein  of  ore. 
The  farther  tiaced,  enriched  them  etiU  the  more; 
They  thought  him,  and  they  justly  thought  hinv 

One 
Sent  to  do  more  than  he  appeared  t'  have  done; 
T'  exalt  a  people,  and  to  place  them  high 
Above  all  else,  and  wondered  he  ahoulji  die. 
Ere  yet  they  brought  thdr  journey  to  an  end, 
A  stranger  joined  them,  courteous  as  a  friend. 
And  asked  them  with  a  kind,  engaging  air. 
What  their  affliction  was,  and  begged  lo  share. 
Informed,  h6  gathered  up  the  broken  thread. 
And,  truth  and  wisdom  gracing  all  he  said. 
Explained,  iUustraled,  and  searched  so  well 
The  tender  theme  on  which  they  chose  to  dweQ, 
That,  reaching  homo.  The  night,  thej  said,  it 

near. 
We  must  not  now  be  parted,  sojourn  here*, 
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The  iMw  aoqwinUiiQe  lOoabecaiQe  a  gQMt, 
And,  nuide  so  w«keliie  at  tileiriimple  leaiA, 
He  bkHed  tlw  faimd,  bal  wiished  at  the  wot< 
And  left  tfaem  both  exdakning,  'Twas  the  Lotd! 
Did  not  oor  heaits  M  ab  he  deigned  to  tayl 
Dklthey  not  bom  within  lie  on  the-wayl 

Now  than  was  eon^esne,  such  aa  il  befaovea 
Man  to  maintain,  and  such  as  God  appiDvea: 
Thev  Tiewa^'  indeed,  wen  indiatinfit  and  dim, 
Bat  yet  aacaMBftd,  being  aimed  at  him,    ' 
Chiirt  and  his  chancier  thei^  only  ac6pe, 
Their  object,  and  dwor  fubject,  and  their  hope, 
They  feb  what  it  beeaon  themnrach  to  6el, 
And,  wonting  him  tolooie  the  eacmd  aeal, 
Foondhim  as  prompt,  aa  their  desire  was  true, 
To  Bpwad  the  new"  bom  glories  in  their  view. 

Well^what  an  ages  and  the  lapse  of  tune, 
Matched  against  troths,  aa  lasting  as  suUimel 
Can  length  of  yean  oo  God  him^  exacts 
Or  make  that  fiction,  which  was  once  a  fiictl 
No--4naAle  and  nooiding  bnss  decay, 
And,  like  the  gnver's  memory,  pass  away;. 
The  weiks  of  man  mhent,  as  IS  just, 
Their  anthor's  ftaUfy,  and  letum  to  dust: 
Bat  truth  divjne  for  ever  stands  secure. 
Its  head  is  gnaided,  and  its  base  is  sute. 
Fixed  in  the  nOiog  Hood  of  endkm  years, 
The  pillat  of  th'  etemal  pkn  appean, 
The  ravihg  stomi  and. dashing  wave  defies,' 
Built  by  that  archttect  who  built  the  akies.    . 
Hearts  may  be  Ibund,  that  harbour  at^this  hour 
That  love  of  Christ,  and  aD  its  quickening  povfer; 
And  lips  unstained  by  folly  or  l^  strife, 
Whose  wisdom,  drawn  from  the  deep  well  of  fife. 
Tastes  of  its  healthful  origbi,  and  flows 
A  Jordan  for  th*  ablution  of  our  woes. 
O  days  of  heaven  and  nights  <^  equal  praise, 
Serene  and  peaceful  as  those  heavenly  days, 
¥nien  souls  dnvm  upvmds  in  communion  sweet, 
Enjoy  the  stiDness  of  some  dose' retnat) 
Disooune,  as  if  nleesed  and  safe  at  home, 
Of  dangen  past,  and  wooden  yet  to  come, 
And  spread  the  sacred  treasDies  of  the  bmast 
ITpOD  the  lap  of  covenanted  Rest.  r 

What,  always  dnaming  over  heavenly  thhugs, 
like  ai^gel-heads  in  stone  vrith  pigeon-vri|igSl 
Canfii^  and  whining  out  aU  day  the  word, 
And  half  the  nightl  Fanatic  and  absuxd! 
Bdinebe  the  fiiend  less  fiequent  in  his  pnyen, 
Who  makes  no  boslle  vrith  his  soul's  afiain, 
Whose  vrit  can  brighten  up  a  vrintiy  day, 
And  chase  the  spienetic  dull  boon  away; 
Content  on  earth  in  earthly  things  to  sUne, 
Wlu  waits  for  heaven  ere  he  becomes  divine 
Leave  saints  f  enjoy  thore  ahitodes  they  teach,  • 
And  phieks  the  fruit  placed  more  vrithin  his  mach, 

Wen  spoken,  advocate  of  sin  and  shame, 
Known  bythy  bleating,  ignorance  thy  name. 


Is  BparUing-wit  the  world's  ezdurive  right  1 

The  fixed  fee-simple  of  the  vain  and  light  1 

Can  hopes  of  heaven,  bright  prospects  for  an  hour, 

That  come -to  waft  us  out  of  Sorrow's  power, 

Obscure  or  qoenoh  a  faculty,  that  finds 

Its  happiest  soil  in  t^  serenest  mindsl 

Religion  curbs  hideed  its  wanton  plajr. 

And  brings  the  trifler  under  rigorous  sway, 

But  gives  it  usefiilness  unknown  before, 

And,  puriH^ring,  makes  jt  shine  the  more. 

A  Christian's  vit  is  inofiSensive  light, 

A  beam  ^hat  aids,  but  never  grieves  the  sight; 

Vigorous  in  age  as  in  the  flush  of  youth, 

'Tis  always  active  on  the  side  of  truth ; 

Temperance  and  peace  cftisure  its  healthful  state,. 

Apd  make  it  brightest  at  its  latest  date. 

Oh  I  have  seen  (nor  hope  perhaps  in  vain, 

Ere  life  go  down,  to  see  such  sights  again) 

A  veteran  wanriof  in  the  Chistian  field, 

Who  nev«r  saw  the  sword  he  could  not  wield; 

Giave  without  dullness,  learned  without  pride, 

Exact,  yet  net  pmcise,  though  meek,  keen-«yed; 

A  man  that  would  have  foiled  at  their  own  play 

A  dozen  would-be'e  of  the  modem  day ; 

Who,  when  occasion  justified  its  use. 

Had  vrit  as  bright  as  ready  to  produce. 

Could  fetch  firom  records  of  an  earlier  agCj 

Or  from  j^iilosQiAiy's  enlightened  page. 

His  rich  materials,  and  r^ale  your  ear 

With  strains  it  was  a  privilege  to  hear : 

Yet,  above  all,  his  luzuiy  supreme. 

And  his  chief  glory,  was  the  Gospel  theme: 

Them  he  was  eopous  as  old  Greece  or  Rome, 

His  happy  ebquenee  seemed  there  at  home, 

AmlMtion  not  to  shine  or  to  excel. 

But  to  treat  justly  whqi  he  loved  so  well. 

It  moves  me  more  periiaps  than  folly  ought, 
When  some  green  heads,  ai|  void  of  wit  aa  thought, 
Suppose  tkenuelveM  monopolists  of  sense, 
And  vriser  men's  ability  pretence. 
Though  timp  will  wear  us  and  we  must  grew  old 
Such  men  are  not  fofgot  as  soon  as  cold ; 
Their  fragrant  memory  will  outlast  their  tomb, 
Embalmed  for  ever  in  its  own  perfrune. 
And  to  say  truth,  though  in  its  eariy  prime, 
And  when  unstained  vrith  any  grosser  crime, 
Youth  has  a  sprightlinem  and  &n  to  boaii, 
That  in  the  valley  of  decline  are  lost. 
And  Virtae  with  peculiar  charms  appears, 
Crowned  vrith  the  gariand  of  life's  Uopmmg  yean  *. 
Yet  Age,  1|y  long  experience  welUnformed, 
Well  read,  well  tempered,  vrith  religion  warmed, 
That  fire  abated,  yriiiBh  impeb  rash  youth, 
Proud  of  Us  qieed,  to  overriioot  the  truth, 
As  time  tmprsves  the  gnpe's  authentic  juice, 
MellowB  and  makes  the  sj^eech  more  fit  for  use. 
And  claims  a  reverence  in  its  shortening  day. 
That  tis  an  honour  and  a-joy  to  pay. 
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The  froita  of  age,  ]tj^  fidr,  am  jet  mora  aoand, 
Than  thoae  a  brighter  aeaaon  pours  arannd; 
And,  like  the  atores  autumnal  suna  mstuie, 
Thiongb  wintry  rigoura  unimpaired  endose. 

What  is  fimatic  finenzy,  soonied  somuch, 
And  dreaded  mora  than  a  contagious  toochl 
I  grant  it  dangerous,  and  approve  your  fepff, 
That  fire  is  catchihg'if  you  draw  too  near ; 
But  sage  observers  oft  mistake  the  flame, 
And  give  true  piety  that  odious  name. 
To  tremble  (as  the  creature  of  an  hour 
Ought  at  the  view  of  an  ahnighty  power) 
Before  his  presence,  at  whose  awAil  throDe 
All  tremble  in  all  worlds,  except  our  own, 
To  supplicate  his  mercy,  love  hn  ways-, 
And  pribe  them  above  pleasure,  wealth,  or  praise, 
Thougli  cOknmon  sense,  allowed  a  casting  voice, 
And  fiee  fiom  bias,  must  approve  the  <;boicG, 
Oonvicts  a  man  fimatic  in  th'  Extreme, 
And  wild  as  madness  in  the  world's  esteem. 
But  that  disease,  when  soberly  defined. 
Is  the  fiJse  fire  6f  an  o'erhf  ated  mind ; 
It  views  the  truth  with^a  distorted  eye, 
And  either  warps  or  lays  it  useless  by;  ' 

'Tis  narrow,  selfish,  amigant,  and  drawtf ' 
Its  sordid  nourishment  from  man's  applause; 
And  while  at  heart  sin  unrelinquisl^  lies, 
Presumes  itself  chief  favourite  of  the  skieik 
'Tis  such  a  light  as  putrefaction  breeds 
In  fly-blown  fleifh,  whereon  the  maggot  feeds^ 
Shines  in  the  dark,  but,  ushered  mto  day, 
The  stench  remains,  the  lustre  dies  away, 

True  bfiss,  if  man  may  teach  it,  is  composed    - 
Of  hearts  in  union  mutually  disclosed : 
And,  farewell  else  all  hopes  of  jgure  delight. 
Those  hearts  should  h6  teclaimed,  renewed,  up- 
right 
Bad  men,  profaning  fifiendship's  hallowed  name^ 
Form,  in  ita  stead,  a  covenant  of  shame, 
A  dark  confederacy  against  the  laws 
Of  virtue,  and  religion's  glorious  cause : 
They  build  each  other  up  with  dreadful  skiU, 
As  bastions  set  point  bfank  against  God's  will; 
Enlarge  and  fortify  the  dread  redoubt,     '   ^ 
Deeply  resolved  to  shut  a  Saviour  out ; 
Call  legions  up  firom  hell  to  back  the  deed^ 
And,  cursed  with  conquest,  finally  succeed. 
But  souls,  that  carry  on  a  blest  exchange 
Of  joys,  they  meet  vnthin  their  heavenly  range;, 
And  with  a  fearless  confidence  make  known 
The  sorrows  sympathy  esteems  its  own,-   * 
Daily  derive  increasing  light  and  force' 
From  such'  communion  m  their  pleasant  course, 
Feel  less  the  journey's  roughness  and  its  length. 
Meet  their  opposere  with  united  strength. 
And,  one  in  heart,  in  interest,  and  design, 
Uird  up  each  other  to  the  race  divine. 

But  conversation,  choose  what  tiieme  we  may, 
Anc*  chiefly  when  religion  leads  the  vray. 


Should  flow,  likd  waters  after  summer  shofME^ 
Not  as  if  raised  by  mere  mechanic  powena 
The  Christian,  in  whose  sovd,  though  now^stressed, 
Lives  the  dear  thought  of  joys  he  once  poasesnd, 
When  all  his  glowing  language  issued  forth 
With  God'p  deep  stamp  upon  its  current  worth, 
Will  speak  without  disguise,  and  must  imfiait, 
Sad  as  it  is,  h^  undissembUng  heart, 
Abhora  constraint,  and  dares  not  foign  a  seal, 
Or  seem  to  boast  ^  fire  he  does  not  feel. 
The  song  of  Zion  is  a  tasteless  thing. 
Unless,  wh^n  rising  oii  a  joyfol  wing. 
The  soul  can  mix  with  the  celestial  bands, 
And  give  the  stn^  the  oompass  it  dunandf, 

Strange  tidings  these  to  tell  a  w<vld,  who  tnHC 
All  but  their  own  experience  as  deceit  1 
Will  they  believe,  though  credulous  enough 
T6  swallow  much,  upon  much  weaker  proo^ 
That  there  are  Uest  inhabitanta  on  earth, 
Partakers  of  a  new  ethereal  birth, 
T'heir  hopes,  desires,  and  purposes  estranged 
From  things  terrestrial,  and  diidnely  changed, 
Their  very  language^  of  a  kind,  that  qpeaks 
The  soul's  sure  interest  in  the  good  she  seeks, 
Who  deal  with  Scripture,  its  importance  kit, 
As  TuUy  with  philosophy  once  dealt, 
And  in  the  silent  watches  of  the  night, 
And  through  the  scenes  of  tcMt-renewing  light, 
The  social  walk,  or  solitary  ride, 
Keep  still  the  dear  companion  at  their  ddel 
No— shame  upon  a  self-disgracing  age, 
G^od's  work  may  serve  an  ape  upon  a  stage 
With  such  a  jest,  as  filled  with  hellish  glee 
Certain  invisibles  as  shrevrd  as  he ; 
But  veneration  or  respect  finds  xione, 
Save  fiom  the  subjects  of  that  work  alone. 
Tho  world  grovm  old  her  deep  discernment  shows 
Claps  spectacles  on  her  sagacious  nose, 
Peruses  closely  the  true  Christian's  fooe. 
And  finds  it  a  mere  mask  of  sly  grimace:. 
Usurps  GKid's  office,  lays  his  bosom  bare, 
And  finds  hypocrisy  dose  lurking  there; 
And,  serving  Qod  herself  through  mere  constnint, 
Condudcs  hb  unfeigned  k>ve  of  him  a  feint 
And  yet,  God  knows,  look  human  nature  through, 
(And  in  due  time  the  world  shall  know  it  too) 
That  since  theflowera  of  Eden  felt  the  blast, 
That  after  man's  defection  laid  all  wasti*, 
Sincerity  towards  the  heart-searching  God 
Has  made  the  new-born  creature  her  abodcL 
Nor  shall  be  found  in  unregenerate  souls, 
Till  the  last  fire  bum  all  between  the  polea. 
Sincerity !  why  'tis  his  only  pride, 
Weak  and  imperfect  in  all  grace  beside. 
He  knows  that  Grod  demands  his  heart  entire, 
And  gives  him  all  his  just  demands  require. 
Without  it  his  pretensions  were  as  vain, 
As  having  it  he  deems  the  world's  disdain ; 
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That  greuE  defect  would  cost  hijni  not  alone 

Man's  fikDoarahle  judgment,  but  lioB  owi)  'j.   . 

His  Isrthxigh^  shaken,  and  no  longer  clear,  * 

Than  while  his  oondnct  proves  his  heait  nnceie. 

Retort  the  chaige,  and  let  the  world  be  told: 

She  boasts  a  confidence  she  does  not  hold ; 

Thst,  ooQscioas  of  her  crimes,  she  &els  instead . 

A  cdd  mi^giiing,  and  a  kilHng  dread : 

That  whiks  in  health  the  ground  of  her  sapport    ' 

1.8  raadly  to  Ibiget  that  life  is  short ; 

That  sick  she  trembles,  knowing  she  mnst  die, 

Her  hope  presumption,  aqd  her  fidth  a  He; . 

That  while  she  dotes^  and  dreams  that  she  believes^. 

She  mocks  her  Maker,  and  herself  dec^ves, 

Her  utmost  reach,  historical  assent, 

The  doctrines  wa|ped  to  what  they  never  meant; 

That  truth  itself  is  in  her  head  as  dull 

And  useUsa  as  a  candle  in  a  scull, ' 

And  an  her  k>ve  of  God  a  groundless  claim, 

A  trick  upon  the  canvass,  pa&ntdd  flamed 

TeD  her  again,  the  sneer  upon  her  face« 

And  aB  her  censurts  of  the  work  6f  grace, 

Are  inancere,  meant  only  to  conceal 

A  dread  she  would  not,  yet  is  forded  to  feel : 

That  in  her  heart  the  Christian  she  reveres, 

And  while  she  seems  to  soom  him,  only  fears. 

A  poet  does  not  work  by  square  or  line, 
As  smiths  and  joiners  perfect  a  design ; 
At  least  we  moderns,  our  attention  less. 
Beyond  th'  example  of  our  sires  digress, 
And  claim  a  right  to  scamper  and  run  wide, 
Wherever  chance,  caprice,  or  fancy  guide. 
The  worid  and  I  fortuitously  met; 
I  owed  a  trifle,  and  have  paid  the  debt ;'    ' 
She  did  me  wrong,  I  recompensed  the  deed,  - 
And,  having  struck  the  balance,  now  proceed. 
Periiaps,  however,  as  some  years  have  passed, 
Since  she  and  I  conversed  together  last,  | 

And  1  have  lived  recluse  in  rural  shades,  } 

Which  seldom  a  distinct  report  pervades, 
Great  changes  and  new  manners  have  occurred, 
And  West  reforms,  that' I  have  never  heard. 
And  she  may  now  be  as  discreet  and  wise. 
As  once  absurd  in  all  discerning  eyes. 
Sobriety  perhaps  may  now  be  found. 
Where  once  Intoxication  prc8se4  the  ground ; 
The  subtle  and  injurious  may  be  just. 
And  he  grown  chaste,  that  was  the  slave  of  lust ; 
Arts  once  esteemed  may  he  with  shame  dismissed ; 
Charity  may  relax*tlie  miser's  fist ; 
The  gamester  may  have  cost  his  cards  away, 
Focgot  to  curse,  and  only  kneel  to.  pray. 
It  has  indeed  been  told  me  (with  what  weight, 
How  credibly,  'tis  hard  for  me  to  state) 
That  fables  old,  that  seemed  for  ever  mute, 
Revived  aie  hastening  into  fresh  repute. 
And  gods  and  goddesses,  discarded  long, 
like  useless  lumber,  or  a  strolk^r's  song,     , 


Are  bringing  into  vogue  their  heathen  train^ 
And  Jupcter  bids  fair  to  rule,  again ; 
That  certain  feasts  are  instituted  nowj  -.  , 

Where  YenUs  hears  the  lover's  tender  vow ; 
That  all  Olympus  through  the  country  rpvQs, 
To  consecrate  our  -few  remaixiing  grotes, 
And  Echo  learns  politely  to  repeat 
The  praise  of  names  for  ages  obsolete; 
That  having  proved  the  weakness,  it  should  seem, 
Of  xevelation's  Inefiectual  beam, 
To  bnng  the  possidns  under  sober  sway. 
And  give  the  mortal  kpangi  their  propef  play, 
They  mean  to  try  what  may  at  kstbe  done, 
By  stout  sqbstanti^  gods  of  wood  an^l  stone. 
And  whether  Roman  rites  may  nst  produce . 
The  virtues  of  old  -Rome  for  English  use. 
May  such  success  attend  the^pbus  plan. 
May  Mercury  once  more  embellish  man, 
Grace  him  again  with  long  forgotten  arts, 
-Reclaim  his  taste,  and  brighten  up  his  parts, . 
Make  him  athletic,  as  in  days  of  old. 
Learned  at  the  bar,  in  the  palsstra  bold. 
Divest  the  rougher  sex  of  female  airs. 
And  tea6h  the  softer  not  to  oopjr  theirs: 
The  change  shall  ple^ase,  qor  ^all  it  matter  aughl 
Who  works  the  wonder,  if  it  be  but  wrought. 
"Tis  time,  however,  if  the  case  stand  thus. 
For  us  plain  folks,  and  all  who  side  with  us, 
To  build  our  altar,  confident  and  bold. 
And  say  as  iftem  Elijah  said  of  old, 
The  strife  now  stands  upon  a  fair  award, 
If  israel's  Lord  be  God,  then  serve  the  Lord: 
If  he  be  silent,  faith  is  all  a  whim, 
Then  Baal  is  the  Grod,  and  worship  him. 
Diagression  is  so  much  in  modem  use. 
Thought  is  80  rare,  and  fancy  so  profuse,     - 
Some  never  seem  so  wide  of  their  intent. 
As  when  returning  to  the  theme  they  meant; 
As  mendicants,  whose  business  is  to  roam, , 
Make  every  parish  but  their  own  their  home. 
Though  such  continued  zigzags  in  a  book, 
^Snch  drunken  reelings  have  an  awkward  look. 
And  I  had  rather  creep  to  what  is^true, 
Than  rove  and  stagger  With  no  mark  in  view; 
Yet  to  consult  a  little,  seemed  no  crime. 
The  freakish  humour  of  the- present  tbae; 
But  now  to  gather  up  what  seems  dispersed, 
And  touch  the  subject  I  designed  at  first. 
May  prove,  though,  much  beside  the  rules  of  art 
Best  for  the  public,  and  my  wisest  part.  ^ 

And  first,  let  no  m^  charge  me,  that  I  mean 
To  clothe  in'bable  every  social  scene. 
And  give  good  company  a  face  seveiie, 
As  if  they  met  around  a  father's  bier; 
For  tcU  some  men,  that. pleasure  all  their  bent, 
And  laughter  all  their  work,  is  life  mispent. 
Their  wisdom  bursts  into  the  sage  reply, 
Then  mirth  is  sin,  and  we  shoujd  always  ci* 
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To  find  the  medium  aekB  eome  share  of  wit, 
Andthereibre  'tis  a  mark  fools  never  hit 
But  though  life's  Tall6y  be  a  vale  of  tears, 
A  bright  scene  beyond  that  Tale  appears, 
Whose  gioiy,  with  a  light  that  never  &des, 
Shoots  between  scattered  rocks  and  opening  shades, 
And,  while  itshows  theUind  the  soul  deores, 
The  language  of  the  land  she  feeks  inspires. 
Thus  touched,  the  tongue  receives  a  sacred  cure 
Of  all  that  was  itbsurd,  proftne,  impure; 
Held  within  modest  bouivds,  the  tide  of  speech 
Pursues  the  couito  that  Trathand  Nature  teacfa; 
No  longer  laboun- merely  to  produoe 
The  pomp  of  sound,  or  tinkle  without  use:    •  ' 
Where'er  it  vnnds,  the  sfiutary  stream, 
Sprightly  and  fresh,  enriches  every  theme, 


While  all  the  happy  man  possessed  faefim, 
The  gift  of  natuie,  or  the  dasne  irtore. 
Is  made  subsiwient  to  the  grand  design, 
For  which  Heaven  formed  the  Acuity  div!ine^ 
So  should  an  idbt,  while  at  large  he  strays. 
Find  the  eweet  lyre,  on  which  an  artist  ^ys, 
With  nah  and  awinvard  foioethe  chords  he  ^hake% 
And  grins  with  wonder  at  the  jar  he  makes; 
But  let  the  wise  and  vrellinstnicted  hand 
Once  take  the  shell  beneath  his  just  oommand, 
In  gentle  sounds  it  seemed  as  it  oompbdned 
Of  the  rude,  injuries  it  late  sustained. 
Till  tuned  at  length  to  some  immortal  Mffig, 
It  sounds  Jehovah's  name,  and  pours  his  praias 
along.- 
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Hackneyed  in  businesB,  wearied  at  the  oar 
Which  thpusands,  once  fiist  chained  to,  quit  no 

more. 
But  which,  when  life  at  ebb  runs  weak  and  low, 
All  wish,  or  seem  to  wish,  they  could  forego; 
The  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  trade, 
Pants  for  the  refuge  of  some  rural  shade, 
Where,  all  his  bng  anxiffties  forgot 
Amid  the  charms  of  a  sequestered  spot, 
Or  recollected  oidy  to  gild  o'er, 
And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  before. 
He  may  poesess  the  joys  he  thinks  he  sees, 
Lay  his  old  age  upon  the  lap  of  EUue, 
Improve  the  remnant  of  his  wasted  spah. 
And,  having  lived  a  tnfler,  die  a  man. 


Sods,  that  have  long  despised  their  heavenly  birth. 
Their  wishes  all  impregnated  with  earth, 
For  threescore  years  employed  with  ceaseless  care 
In  catching  smoke  and  feeding  upon  air. 
Conversant  only  vnth  the  ways  of  men. 
Rarely  redeem  the  short  remaining  ten. 
Inveterate  habits  choke  th'  unfruitful  heart. 
Their  fi^bres  penetrate  its  tenderest  part. 
And,  draining  its  nutritious  powers  to  feed 
Their  nozioos  growth,  starve  every  better  seed. 

H^PPTi  ^foXL  of  days — ^but  happier  far,  . 
If,  ere  we  yet  discern  life's  evening  star. 
Sick  of  the  service  of  ai^orid,  that  feeds 
Its  patient  drudges  with  dry  chaff  and  weeds, 
AVe  can  escape  fiY>m  custom's  idiot  sway, 


Thus  Conscience  pleads  her  cause  within  thebreast,  ffPo  serve  the  sovereign  we  were  bom  to  obey. 
Though  bng  rebelled  against,  not  yet  suppressed.  Then  sweet  to  muse  upon  his  skill  displayed 
And  calls  a  creature  formed  for  Grod  alone. 


For  Heaven's  high  purposes,  and  not  his  own: 
Calls  him  away  from  sdfish  ends  and  aims. 
From  what  debilitates  and  what  inflames. 
From  dfies  humming  with  a  restless  crowd. 
Sordid  as  active,  ignorant  as  loud. 
Whose  highest  praise  is  that  they  live  ih  vain, 
The  dupes  of  pleasure,  or  the  slaves  of  gain. 
Where  works  of  man  are  clustered  close  around, 
And  works  of  Gpd  are  hardly  to  hi  found. 
To  regions  where,  in  spite  of  sin  and  wo. 
Traces  of  Eden  are  still  seen  below, 
Where  mountain,  river,  forest,  field;  and  grove, 
Remind  him  of  his  Maker's  power  and  love. 
'Tis  well  if,  kwked  for  at  so  late  a  day, 
In  t)ie  last  scene  of  such  a  senseless  play. 
True  wisdom  will  atterid  his  feeble  call, 
And  inrace  his  action  ere  the  curtain  faU. 


(Infinite  skill)  in  all  that  he  has  madel 
To  trace  in  Nature's  most  minute  design 
The  signature  and  stamp  of  power  divine, 
Contrivance  intricate,  expressed  with  ease. 
Where  unassisted  sight  no  beauty  sees. 
The  shapely  limb  and  lubricated  joint. 
Within  the  small  dimensions  of  a  point, 
Muscle  and  nerve  miraculously  spun, 
His  mighty  work,  who  speaks,  and  it  is  done. 
The  invisible  in  things  scarce  seen  revealed. 
To  whom  an  atom  is  an  ample  field; 
To  wonder  at  a  thousand  insect  forms. 
These  hatched,  and  those  resuscitated  worms. 
Now  life  ordained  and  brighter  scenes  to  sharv, 
Once  prone  on  earth,  now  buoyant  upon  air, 
Whose  shape  would  make  them,  had  they  bulk 

andsiie, 
More  hideous  foes  than  fiincy  can  devise; 
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With  helmet-lkBaas  Mid  dragoiMoalM  adonifld^ 
The  mighty  myiiads,  nmr  iecuiely  Komod, 
Wcmid  mock  the  inajevt^  of  omii'b  high  hirthy    , 
Despiae  hie  bulwarks,  «nd  unpeople  earth. 
Then  with  a  glance  of  fitb^y  to  sttnrey,' 
Far  as  the  faculty  fan  stretch  away,   '^ 
Tea  IhwMHiiM^  rivers  poured  at  his  cnnmanil  •  ' 
Fxem  urns,  thai  never  fiai,  thnx^^h^Tery  lanJ; 
This  like  a  deluge  with  impetuous  &VQS, 
Those  winding  modestly  a  sUedt  course; 
The  dood-surmountiog^Alps^  the  fruitftd  vales; 
Seas,  on  which  eveiy  nation  spn^  )ier  sails; 
The  son,  aworid  whence  other  worlds  drink  Hght, 
The  oesoent  moon,  the  diadem  of  night; 
Star*  countless,  eui^  in  hk  appointed  pUoe, 
Fast  anchored  inihe  deep  abyss  of  space—  - 
At  such  a  «ght  to  catch  the  poet's  flame^ 
And  with  a  rapture  like  his  own  ezdaim,  - 
These  axe  thy  ^ocious  worksi  thou  source  of  good. 
How  dimly  seen,  how  ftintly  updeistoodl 
Thine,  and  upheld  by  thy  paternal  case,  • 
This  univearsal  fraaie,  thus  wondrouaftir; 
f(  Thy  power  divine,  and  bounty  beyond  thought, 
Adored  and  praised  in  aH  that  thou  hast  wrougiit 
Absorbed  in  thai  immensity  I  see, 
I  shrink  abased,  and  yet  aspire  to  thee; 
Instruct  me^  guide  me  to  that  heavenly  day 
Thy  words  more  clearly  than  thy  works  dfapUy, 
That,  while  thy  truth*  my  groawr  thoughts  refine, 
I  may  resemble  thee,  and  call  thee  mine, 

O  blest  profidency!  surpassing  all 
That  men  erroneously  their  glory  call, 
The  recompenae  that  arts  or  arms  can  yield, 
The  bar,  the  senate,  or  the  tented  field. 
Compared  with  this  sublimest  life  below, 
Ye  kings  and  rulers,  vdiat  have  courts  to  showl 
Thus  studied,  used  and  consecrated  thus, 
On  earth  what  is,  seems  formed  indeed  for  us: 
Not  as  the  plaything  of  a  fiowaid  child, 
Fretful  unlesB  diverted  and  beguiled, 
Much  less  to  feed  and  fan  the  fatal  fires 
Of  pddc,  ambition,  or  impure  desires, 
But  as  a  scale,  by  which  the  soul  ascends 
From  mighty  means  to  more  important  ends. 
Securely,  though  by  steps  but  rarely  trod, 
Mounts  from  inferior  beings  up  to  Qod, 
And  sees,  by  no  fallaoous  light  or  dim, 
Earth  ihade  for  man,  and  man  himself  for  him. 

Not  that  I  mean  t*  approve,  or  would  enfince, 
A  supostitious  and  monastic  course: 
t  f  Truth  is  not  local,  God  alike  pervades 
I  / 1  And  fills  the  world  of  traffic  and  the  shades. 
And  may  be  fetaed  amidst  the  budest  scenes. 
Or  scorned  were  husiness  never  intervenes, 
fiut  'tis  not  easy  vnth  a  mind  like  ours, 
Conscious  of  weakness  in  its  noblest  powers, 
And  in  a  werid  where,  other  ills  apart, 
The  loving  eya  misleads  the  careless  heart. 
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To  Hmit  Thought,  l^  nature  prone  to  atray. 
Wbienver  freakish  Fancy  points  the  way; 
To  lid  the  pleadings  of  SclPtove  be  still, 
llesign  our  own  and  seek  our  Maker's  v^; 
Tc  spread  the  page  of  Scripture,  and  compaie    ' 
Our.  conduct  with  the  laws  engraven  there; 
To  measure  aH  that  passes  in  the  breast,     . 
Faithfully,  fairly,  by  that  sacred  test; 
To  dive  into  the  secn^deeps  within. 
To  spare  no  paasiooand  no  /kvourite  sin, 
And  search  the  themes,  important  above  all, 
Ourselves,  and  our  foooyefy  firom  our  fall 
But  leisure,  sifenoe^  and  a  aindYelessed 
Fnm  anxious  though*  how  wealth  may  be  u»- 

,  creased, 
How  to  seeuiej  in  some  pvopitious  hour, 
The  point  of  interest  or  the  poet  empower, 
A  jsoulsemie,  and  equally  retired  - 
From  objects  too  much  dreaded  or  desired. 
Safe  from  the  dainours  of  perverM  dispute. 
At  least  are  firiendly  to  the  great  pursuit 

Opening  the  lAbp  of  Qod's  extensive  plan, 
We  find  a  little  isle,  this  life  of  man; 
Etemity's.unknown  expanse  iHi>peari 
Circling  around  and  liiniting  his  years. 
The  busy  race  exaliaine  and  explore 
Each  creek  and  cavern  of  the  dangerous  shoTB, 
With  care  collect  what  in  thoir  eyes  excels, 
Some  shining  pebbles,  and  some  weeds  and  shells 
Thus  hden,  dream  that  they  ale  rich  and  great, 
And  happiest  he  that  groans  beneath  his  weight 
The  wavcis  (^eitake  them  in  their  serious  play. 
And  every  hour  sweeps  multitudes  away; 
They  shriek  and  ank,  survivors  start  and  weep. 
Pursue  their  sport,  and  foUow  to  the  deep. 
A  few  fiusake  the  throng:  with  lifted  eyes 
Ask  wealth  of  Heaven,  apd  gain  a  real  ptiae. 
Truth,  wisdom,  graces  and  peace  like  that  above. 
Sealed  with  his  dgnet  whom  they  serve  and  love; 
Scorned  by  the  rest,  with  patient  hope  they  wait 
A  kind  release  from  their  unperftct  state. 
And  unregi^etted  are  soon  snatched  away 
From  scenes  of  sorrow  into  glorious  day. 

Now  these  alone  prefer  a  hfe.reduse. 
Who  seek  retirement  for  its  proper  use; 
The  love  of  change,  that  lives  in  every  breast. 
Genius  and  temper,  and  desire  of  rest. 
Discordant  motives  ui  one  centre  meet, 
And  each  incUneli  its  votary  to  retreat 
Some  minds  by  nature  are  aveise  to  noise. 
And  hate  the  tumult  half  the  world  etyoys^ 
The  lure  of  avarice,  or  the  pompous  prize, 
That  courts  display  before  ambitious  eyes ; 
The  fruits  that  hang  on  pleasure's  fioweiy  sttni. 
Whatever  enchants  them,  are  no  snares  to  them. 
To  them  the  deep  recess  of  dusky  groves 
Or  forest,  where  the  deer  securely  roves, 
The  fall  of  waters,  and  the  song  of  Urds, 
And  hills  that  echo  to  the  distant  herds. 


Google 


uiyiii^^d  »y 


60 


OOWPEItS  WORKS. 


An  Inxufies  excelling  kU  thtgUvs 

The  worid  can  Ixm^  and  ber  chief  &voarite8 

shara. ' 
With  eager  step,  and  careleaBly  airayed, 
For  auch  a  cause  the  poet  seeks  the  shade," 
From  all  he  sees  he  catches  new  delight, 
Pleased  Fancy  claps  her  pinions  at  the  sight, 
The  nedtig  or  the  setting  orb  of  day, 
The  clouds  that  flit^  or  slowly  float  atray. 
Nature  in  all  the  Tarious  shapes  she  wean, 
Frownibg  in  storms,  or  breathing  gentle  ain; 
The  snowy  robe  her  wintiy  state  assumes, 
Her  summer  heats,  her  frdta,  and  her  perftimes: 
All,  all  alike  transport  the.  glowing  beid. 
Success  in  rhyme  his  glory  and  nwaid. 
'O  Nature!  whose  Elysian  scenes  dSsebse 
His  bright  perfections,  at  wh^  word  thej  rose, 
Next  to  that  power,  who  formed  thee  and  sustains, 
Be  thou  the  great  inspirer  of  my  strains. 
Still,  as  I  touch  the  lyre,  do  thou  expand 
Thy  genuine  charaos,  and  guide  an  artless  hand, 
'JPhat  I  may  catch  a  fire  but  rarely  known, 
Giye  useful  light,  though  I  should  miss  renown, 
And,  poring  on  thy  page,  whose  every  line 
Bean^roof  of  an  intelligence  drrtne. 
May  feel  a  heart  enriched  by  what  it  pays, 
That  builds  its  gjiory  on  its  Maker's  praise. 
Wo  to  the  man,  whose  wit  disclaims  i|ts  use, 
Glittering  in  vain,  or  only  to  seduce,    . 
WIio  studies  natun  w^  a  wanton  eye, 
Admires  the  work,  but  slips  the  VoaBon  by; 
His  houn  of  leirare  and  recess  employs 
In  drawing  pictures  of  ferbidden  joys. 
Retires  to  bla2on  his  own  worthless  name, 
Or  shoot  the  careless  with  a  sure^  aim. 

The  lover  too  shuns  bustness  and  alarms, 
Tender  idolater  of  absent  charms. 
Saints  ofler  nothing  in  their  wannest  prayers, 
That  he  devotn  not  with  a  zeal  like  thetrs; 
'Tis  consecration  of  his  heaH,  soul,  time. 
And  every  thought  that  wanden  is  a  crime. 
In  sighs  he  worehips  his  supremely  fidr, 
And  weeps  a  sad  libation  in  despair; 
Adores  a  creature,  and,  devout  in  vain. 
Wins  in  return  an  answer  of  disdain. 
As  woodbine  weds  the  plant  within  her  reach,  . 
Rough  elm,  or  sfaiooth-grained  ash,  or  glossy  beech. 
In  spiral  rings  ascends  the  trunk,  and  lays 
Her  golden  tassels  on  the  leafy  spreys, 
But  docs  a  mischief  while  she  lends  a  grace,' 
Stndtening  its  growth  by  such  a  strict  embrace ; 
So  love,  that  clings  around  the  noblest  minds, 
Forbids  th'  advancement  of  the  soul  he  binds ; 
The  suitor's  air  indeed  he  soon  improves. 
And  forms  it  to  the  taste  of  her  he  loves, 
T(«ches  his  eyes  a  language,  and  no  1ms 
RnfiuMhis  speech,  and  fashions  his  addre«; 
But  fjQirewcll  promises  of  happier  fruits, 
Miinly  designs,  and  learning's  grave  pursuits ; 


Qiri  with  a  diain  he  can  not  vnah  to  biealc, 
His  only  bliss  is  sorrow  for  her  sake; 
'^jHio  vdn  may  pant  for  glory  and  excel,  • 
Her  smile  his  aim,  all  iHgher  aims  fenweQ! 
Thyids,  Alexis,  or  whatev^  name 
May  least  offend  against  so  pure  a  flame, 
Though  sage  advice  of  fiiends  the  most  s 
Souxyla  hanshly  m  so  delicate  a  snare, 
And  lovers,  of  all  cre&tures,  tame  or  wild. 
Can  least  brook  management,  however  tmld; 
Vet  let  a  poet  (poetry  disarms 
The  fiercest  animalft  with  magic  charms) 
Risk  an  intrusion  on  thy  pensive  mood. 
And  woo  and  win  thee  to  thy  proper  good. 
Pastoral  images  and  still  retreats, 
Umbrageous  walks  and  solitary  seats, 
Sweet  birds  in  concert  with  harmonioibs  streams^ 
Soft  ain,  nocturnal  vigils,  and  day  dreams^ 
Are  all  enchantments  in  a  case  like  th&ie, 
Conspire  against  thy  peace  with  one  design, 
Sooth  thee  to  make  thee  but  a  surer  prey. 
And  feed  the  fire  that  vrastes  thy  powen  away. 
Up — God  has  farmed  thee  with  a  wiser  view, 
Not  to  be  led  in  chains,  but  to  subdue; 
GaDs  thee  to  cope  with  enemies,  and  first 
Points  out  a  conflict  with  thyself,  the  wotst 
Woman  indeed;  a  gift  he  wohild  bestow, 
When  he  designed  a  Paradise  below. 
The  richest  earthly  boon  his  haAds  afiford, 
Deserves  to  be  beloved,  but  not  adored. 
Post  away  swiftly  to  more  a^ve  seenes, 
Collect  the  scattoed  truths  that  study  gleams 
Mix  with  the  world,  but  vnth  its  wiser  part, 
No  bnger  give  an  image  all  thine  beart; 
Its  empire  is  not  hen,  nor  is  it  thine, 
'Tis  God's  just  claim,  prerogative  divine. 

Virtuous  and  faithful  Heberden,  whose  akin 
Attempts  no  task  it  can  not  well  fulfil, 
Grives  melandu^y  up  to  Nature's  care, 
And  sendb  the  patient  into  purer  air. 
Look  where  he  comes — ^in  this  embowered  alcove 
Stand  close  concealed,  and  see  a  statue  move : 
Lips  busy}  and  eyes  fixed,  foot  falling  slow. 
Arms  hanging  idly  down,  hands  clasped  below. 
Interpret  to  the  marking  eye  distress, 
Such  as  its  symptoms  can  alone  express. 
That  tongue  is  ^ent  now;  that  silent  tongue 
Could  argue  once,  could  jest  or  join  the  song, 
Could  give  advice,  could  censure  or  commend, 
Or  charm  the  sorrows  of  a  drooping  friend. 
Renounced  alike  its  office  and  its  sport. 
Its  brisker  and  its  graver  strains  fall  short; 
Both  fidl  beneath  a  fever'ti  secret  sway. 
And  like  a  summer  brook  are  past  away. 
This  is  a  sight  for  Pity  to  peruse. 
Till  she  resraable  fiunUy  what  she  views, 
Tin  sympathy  contract  a  kindred  pain. 
Pierced  with  the  woes  that  she  laments  in  vain. 
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This,  of  all  maladiai  that  man  mfert, 
Claims  znootoompaflnon,  and  reoeivw  the  least: 
Job  felt  it,  when  he  gioaned  beneath  the  rod 
And  the  barbed  arrowa  ola  ficowping  God; 
And  such  emoUienta  as  his  friends  oould  spare, 
Fnends  .such  as  his  for  modem  Jobs  prepare. 
Bfest,  Father  cunt,  vrith  heazts  that  never  feel, 
Kept  snug  In  caskets  of  cIoBe  hammered  steel. 
With  naottths  m^de'only  to  grin  wide  and  eat, 
And  noinds,  that  deem  derided  pain  a  treat, 
with  limbs  of  British  oak,  and  nerves  of  wire, 
And  wit  that  puppet-prompten  might  inspire,' 
Their  sovereign  nostrom  is  a  chunsy  joke 
^  On  pangs  enforced  vrith  Giod's  severest  stroke. 
Bat  with  a  soul,  that  never  feh  the  sting 
Of  sorrow,  sorrow  is  a  sacred  thing : 
Koi  to  molest,  6r  irritate,  of  raise 
A  laugh  at  his  expense,  is  slender  praise ; 
He,  that  has  not  usurped  the  name  of  man, 
I>oes  all,  and  deems  too  little  aH,  he  can, 
T*  as^tuige'the  throbbings  of  the  festered  part, 
And  stanch  the  Ueedings  of  a  broken  heart. 
Tis  not,  as  heads  that  never  ache  suppose, 
Foigeiy  of  fancy,  and  a*  dream  of  woes*  • 
Man  is  a  harp,  whose  chords  6lude  the  flight, 
E^hjielffing  harmony  disposed  aright ; 
The  screws  reversed  (a  task  which,  if  he  please, 
God  in  a  moment  executes  with  ease,) 
Ten  thousand  thousand  strings  at  once  go  loose. 
Lost,  tin  he  tune  them,  all  th^  power  and  use. 
Then  neither  heathy  wilds,  nor  scenes  as  fidr 
As  ever  reeompensed  the  peasant's  care, 
Nor  soft  deefivities  with  tufted  hills, 
Kor  view  of  waters  turning  busy  mills. 
Parks  in  which  Art  preceptress  Nature  weds, 
Nor  gardens  interspersed  with  flowery  beds. 
Nor  gales,  that  cat^  the  scent  of  blooming  groves. 
And  waft  it  to  the  mourner  as  he  roves, 
Can  call  up  life  into  his  faded  eye. 
That  passes  aH  he  sees  unheeded  by  ^    ' 
No  wounds  like  those  a  wounded  spirit  foels. 
No  core  for  such  till  Gfod;  who  makes  them,  heats. 
And  ihou,  sad  suiferer  under  namdess  ill, 
That  yields  not  to  the  touch  of  human  skill, 
Improve  the  kind  occasion,  understand 
A  Father's  frown,  and  kiss  his  chastning  hand. 
To  thee  the  dayrspring,  and  the  bboe  of  noon. 
The  purpio  evening  and  resplendent  noon. 
The  Stan,  that,  sprinkled  o'er  the  vault  of  nigl^t. 
Seem  drops  descending  in  a  shower  of  light. 
Shine  not,  or  undesired  and  hated  shine. 
Seen  through  the  medium  of  a  doud  like  fhine : 
Yet  seek  him,  in  his  favour  life  b  found. 
All  bfias  beside  a  shadow  and  a  sound : 
Then  heaven,  edipsed  so  long,  and  this  dull  earth, 
Shall  seem  to  start  into  a  second  birth  j 
Nature,  assuming  a  more  lovely  fibce, 
Bonowing  a  beauty  from  the  works  of  grace, 
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Impart  to  thin^pi  inanimate  a  voice. 
And  bid  her  mountains  and  her  bilk  rejoice; 
'J'he  sound  shaU  run  along  the  vrindii^  vales, 
And  thou  9njoy  an  Eden  ere  it  fails. 

Ye  groves  (Uie  statesman  at  Ids  desk  ezdaims. 
Sick  of  a  thousand  disappointed  aims,) 
My  patrimonial  {tleasure  and  my  pride. 
Beneath  your  shades  your  gray  possessor  hide, 
Receive  me  languishing  for  thkt  repose 
The  servant  of  the  public  never  knows. 
Ye  saw  me  (Hice  (ah,  those  regretted  days,   . 
When  boyish  innocence  was  all  my  praise !). 
Hour  after  hour  delightfully  aUot 
To  studies  then  fiuniliar,  since  forgot, 
And  oulfivate  a  taste  for  andenl  song, 
Catching  its  ardour  as  J  mused  along ; 
Nor  seldom,  as  propitious  Heaven  might  send. 
What  once  I  valued  and  could  boast,,  a  inend, 
Were  witnesses  how  cordially  I  pressed 
His  undissembling  virtue  to  my  breast  \ 
Receive  me  now,  not  uncorrupt  as  then, 
Nor  guiltless  of  corrupting  othermen, 
But  versed  in  arts,  tiiat,  while  they  seem  to  stay 
A  ftdling  empire,  hasten  its  decay. 
To  the  fair  haven  of  my  native  home. 
The  wreck  of  what  I  was,  fo%ued'I  come; 
For  once  I  can  approve  the  patriot's  voice, 
And  make  the  course  he  recoynmends  my  choice ; 
We  meet  at  last  in  one  nncere  desire, 
His  wirix  and  mine  both  prompt  me  to  retire 
'Tis  done— he  steps  into  the  vi^elcome  chaise, 
LoUs  at  his  ease  behind  four  handsome  bays. 
That  whiri  away  from  business  and  debate 
The  disencumbered  atlas  of  the  state. 
Ask  not  the  boy,  who,  when  the  breeze  of  mom 
First  shakes  the  glittering  drops  from  every  thofo^ 
Unfolds  his  flock,  then  under  bank  or  bush 
Sits  linking  cherry-stones,  or  platting  rush,- 
How  fair  is  freedom  1— he  was  always  free ; 
To  carve  his  rustic  name  upon  a  tree. 
To  snare  the  mole,  or  with  ill-frishbned  hook. 
To  draw  th'  incautious  minnow  from  the  brook, 
Are  life's  prime  pleasures  in  his  simple  view ; 
His  flock  tiie  .chief  concern  he  ever  knew ; 
She  shines  but  little  in  his  heedless  eyes. 
The  good  we  never  miss  we  rarely  prize : 
But  ask  the  noble  drudge  in  state  affairs, 
'Escaped  from  ofiioe  and  its  constant  cares, 
What  charms  he  sees  in  Freedom's  smile  express 

In  Freedom  lost  sq  long,  now  repossessed ; 
The  tongue,  whose  strains  were  cogent  as  cod 

mands. 

Revered  at  home,  and  felt  in  foreign  lunds, 
Shall  ovrn  itself  a  stammerer  in  that  cause. 
Or  pkuul  its  silence  as  its  best  applauae. 
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He  knows  indeed  that  #lieUier  dKMod  or  Tiide, 
Wild  witboQt  ait  or  utMly  Bubdoed, 
Nature  in  eyeiyibrm  inspirea  deHgbt, 
But  never  maAed  iMT  wkh  «o  juflt  a  iiglit, 
Hei  liedge-rovr  efaralM)  a  ttunegated  elare, 
With  woodbine  and  wild  foaee  aianlled  o'er, 
Green  balks  and  Qinowed  lands,  Che  stream,  that 

spreads 
Its  cooling  vapour  o'er  the  dewy  meads, 
Downs,  that  almost  escape  th'  inquiring  eye,     • 
That  meit  and  fiule  into  the  distant  dgr, 
Beauties  he  lately  digfaled  as  he  pasnd, 
Seem  all  created  since  he  traY^led  last 
Master  of  aU  th^  enjoyments  he  deagned, 
No  rough  annoyance  rankling  in  his  mind,    ' 
What  early  phitosophsc  hours  he  keeps, 
How  regular  hia  meab,  how  sound  Ife  deeps'! 
Not  sounder  he,  that  on  the  mainmast  head, 
While  morning  kindles  widi  a  windy  red, 
Begins  a  long  look-out  for  distant  hmd, 
Nor  quits  tSI  evening  watdi  his  giddy  stand. 
Then  swift  descending  with  r  seaman's  haste. 
Slips  to  his  hammock,  tmd  forgets  the  blast 
He  chooses  company,  but  not  the  squire's, 
Whose  wit  is  rudeness,'  whose  good-breading  tirei ; 
Nor  yet  the  parson's,  who  would  gladly  come. 
Obsequious  when  abtoad,  though  proud  at  home; 
Nor  can  he  much  affect  the  neighbouring  peer, 
Whose  toe  of  emulation  treads  too  near; 
But  wisely  seeks  a  more  convenient  friend, 
With  whom,  disinisaing  forms,  he  may  unbend ! 
A  man,  whom  marks  of  condescending  grace 
Teach  while  they  flatter  him,  )|is  proper  place; 
Who  comes  when  called,  and  tit  a  'word  with- 
draws. 
Speaks  with  reserve,  and  listens  with  applause ; 
Some  plain  mechanic,  who,  without  pretence 
To  birth  or  wit,  nor  gives  nor  takes  offence; 
On  whom  he  rests  well-pleased  his  weary  powers. 
And  talks  and  laughs  away  his  vacant  hours. 
The  tide  of  Hie,  swift  always  in  its  course. 
May  run  in  dties  with  a  brisker  force. 
But  nowhere  with  a  current  so  serene, 
Or  half  so  clear,  as  in  the  rural  scene. 
Yet  how  fijladous  is  all  earthly  bliss. 
What  obvious  truths  the  wisest  heads  may  miss ; 
Some  pleasures  live  a  month,  and  some  a  year. 
But  shovt  the  date  of  all  we  gather  here ; 
No  happiness  is  felt,  except  the  true, 
That  does  not  charm  the  more  for  being  new. 
This  observation,  as  it  chariced,  not  made, 
Or,  if  the  thought  occurred,  not  duly  weighed. 
He  sighs— for  after  all  by  skyw  degrees   - 
The  spot  he  loved  has  lost  the  power  to  please ; 
To  cross  his  ambling  pony  day  by  day, 
Seimis  at  the  best  but  dreaming  life  away; 
The  prospect,  such  as  might  enchant  despair, 
He  views  it  not,  or  sees  no  beauty  there ; 


With  aching  heart;  and  discontented  IftokB, 
Returns  at  noon  to  billiafds  or  to  books, 
But  feels,  wfaik  grasping  at  his  laded  joys, 
A  secret  tfairst  of  his  renounoed 'employs. 
He  chides  the  tacdiness  of  every  post, 
Pan^  to  be  taid  of  battles  wtai  or  kist. 
Blames  hisowh  indolence,  observieB,  though  lata^ 
'Tis  criminal  to  leave  a  MnUng  stale. 
Flies  to  the  levee,  and,  received  with  gr%o^^ 
Kneds,  kisses  hands,  and  shinea  againln  plaoe. 

Suburban  villas,  highway-si^e  retreats, 
That  dread  th'  encroaphment  of  our  growing 

streets. 

Tight  boxes  neatly  sashed,  and  in  a  blaze 
With  all  a  July  sun's  collected  rays, 
Delight  the  citiaen,  who,  g^piiig  there, 
Breathas.douds  of  dust,  and  calls  it  country  air. 
O  sweet  retirement,  who  would  balk  ,the  tlxraght, 
That  eoukl  aflford  retirement,  or  could  not  t 
'Tis  such  an  easy  walk,  so  smooth  and  straight^ 
The  second  milestone  fronts  the  garden  gate; 
A  step  if  lUr,  and  if  a  shower  approach, 
You  find  safe  shelter  in  the  next  stage-ooach. 
Therej  prisoned  in  a  parlour  snug  and  smaD, 
Like  bottled  wasps  upon  a  southern  waQ^ 
The  man  of  businesB  and  his  friends  oompresBed, 
Forget  their  Ikboutt,  and  yet  find  no  rest; 
But  still,  'tis  rural-^trees  arp  to  be  seen 
From  every  window,  and  the  fields  are  greem^ 
Ducks  paddle  in  the  pond  before  the  door, 
And  what  could  a  remoter  scene  show  morel 
A  sense  of  elegance  we  rarely  find 
The  portion  of  a  mean  or  vulgar  mind. 
And  ignorance  of  better  things  makes  man, 
Who  can  not  mudi,  rejoice  in  what  the  can. 
And  he,  that  deems  his  leisure  well  bestowed 
In  contemplation  of  a  turnpike-road, 
Is  occupied  as  well,  employs  his  hours 
As  wisely,  and  as  niuch  improves  his  powers 
As  he,  that  slumbers  in  pavilions  graced 
With  all  the  charms  of  anaooomplished  taste. 
Yet  henoe,  alas!  insolvencies;  and  hence 
Th'  unpitied  victim  of  ill-judged  expense. 
From  all  his  wearisome  engagements  freed, 
Shakes  hands  with  buaineas  and  retires  indeed. 

Your  prudent  grand-manunas,  ye  modem  beilaa 
Content  with  Bristol,  Bath,  and  Tunbridge-v^Oi. 
When  health  reqmred  it  would  consent  to  toam. 
Else  more  attached  to  pleasures  foiund  at  horn*. 
But  now  alike,  gay  widow,  virgin,  wife. 
Ingenious  to  diversify  dull  life, 
In  coaches,  chaises,  caravans,  and  hoys, 
Fly  to  the  coast  for' daily,  nightly  joys; 
And  all,  impatient  of  dry  land,  agree 
With  one  consent  to  rush  into  the  sea. — 
Ocean  exhibits,  fathomless  and  broad. 
Much  of  the  power  and  majesty  of  God. 
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He  swaHhm  about  Uie  swteliing  of  the  de^, 
That  ebines  and  ^pesta,  as  infimti  amile  and  aleep ; 
Vast  as  it  ia,  k  anavren  asit  flows 
The  breaAiafs  of  the  lightest  air  that  bbwa; 
Cmiing  and  whitening  over  ail  the  waatei 
The  lising  waves  obey  th'  increasing  blast, 
Abnipt  aad  horrid  as  the  tempest  toaint 
Thunder  and  flash  opon  the  steadftst  shores,  ' 
Till  he,  that  rides  the  whiiiwind,  checks  the  rain, 
Then  all  the  worid%f  waters  sleep  again. — 
Nereids  or  Diyads,  as  the  ftshion  leads, 
Now  in  the  floods,  now  panting  in  th&  meads, 
Votaries  <»f  Pleasure  still,  where'er  she  dwells. 
Near  barren  rocks,  in  palaces,  or  cells^    . 

0  grant  a  poet  leave  to  recommend 

(A  poet  fond  of  Nature,  and  your  fiiend) 
Her  slighted  works  to  your  admiiing  view ; 
Her  works  must  needs  excel,  who  &sfaioned  you^ 
Would  ye,  when  rambling  faa  your  morning  ride, 
With  some  unmeaning  coxcomb  at  your  aide, 
Condenm  the  prattler  for  his  idle  pains. 
To  waste  unheard  the  music  of  his  strains. 
And,  deaf  to  all  th'  unpeitinenoe  of  tongue. 
That,  VThile  it  courts,  aJTionta  and  does  you  wrong, 
Mark  well  fhe  finiiAied  plan  without  a  fault, 
The  seas  globose  and  huge,  th'  overarching  vault, 
Earth's  miUkms  daily  fed,  k  world  emplojred,  r 
In  gathering  plenty  yet  to  be  enjoyed, 
Till  gratitude  gretr  voad  in  the  praise 
Of  God,  beneficent  in  al\  his  ways ; 
Graced  with  such  wisdom,  how  would  beauty  sldne ! 
Ye  want  but  that  to  seem  indeed  divine. 

Anticipated  rents,  and  bills  unpaid. 
Force  many  a  shining  youth  mto  the  shade, 
Not  to  redeem  his  time,  but  his  estate. 
And  play  the  fool,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate. 
There,  had  in  loathed  obscurity,  removed 
From  pleasures  left,  but  never  more  beloved, 
He  just  endures,  and  with  a  sickly  spleen 
Sighs  o'er  the  beauties  of  the  charming  scene. 
Nature  indeed  looks  prettily  in  rhyme ; 
Streams  tinkle  sweetly  in  poetic  chime: 
The  waiblings  of  the  bladLbird,  clear  and  strong, 
Are  musical  enough  in  Thomson's  song ; 
And  Cobham's  groves,  and  Windsor's  green  re- 
treats, 
When  Pope  describes  them,  have  athousand  sweets ; 
He  likes  the  country,  but  in  truth  must  own 
Most  likes  it,  when  he  studies  it  in  town. 

Poor  Jack — ^no  matter  who— for  when  I  blame 

1  pity,  and  must  therefore  ank  the  name, 
lived  in  his  saddle,  loved  the  chase,  the  course, 
And  always,  ere  ho  mounted,  kissed  his  horse. 
The  crtate,  his  sires  had  owned  in  ancient  years, 
Was  quickly  distanced,  matched  against  a  peer's. 
Jack  vanished,  was  regretted  and  foigot; 

'Tis  wild  good-nature's  never-fidling  lot. 

At  length,  when  all  had  long  supposed  him  dead, 

By  cold  submenion,  razor,  rope,  or  lead, 


My  lord,  ali|^ting  at  his  usual  place, 
The  Crown,  took  notice  of  an  ostler's  i3M». 
Jack  knew  his  fiiend,  but  hoped  in  that  Hi<^^^ 
He  might  escape  the  most  observing  eyes, 
And  whistling,  as  if  unconcerned  and  gay, 
Curried  his  nag,  and  looked  another  way. 
Convinced  at  last,  upon  a  nearer  view, 
'Twas  he,  the  same,  the  very^  Jack  he  knew 
O'crwhelmed  at  once  with  wonder,  grief,  and  joy. 
He  pressed  him  mneh  to  quit  his  Irase  employ ; 
His  countenance,  his  purse,, his  heart,  his  hand, 
InAuence  and  power  were. all  at  his  command: 
Peers  are  not  always  generous  as  well  bred, 
But  Gramby  was,  meant  tculy  what  he  said. 
Jack  bowed,  and  was  ob%ed— ccmfessed  twas 

strange, 
That  so  retired  he  should  not  wish  a  change. 
But  knew  no  medium  between  guzzling  beer. 
And  his  old  stint->-three  thousand  pounds  a  yeai 

Thus  some  retire  to  nourish  hopeless- wo ; 
Some  seeking  happiness  not  found  below ; 
Some  to  comply  with  humour^  and  a  mind 
To  social  scenes  by  naturo  disinclined ; 
Some  swayed  by  &shion,  some  by  deep  disgust ; 
Some  self-impoverished,  and  because  they  must; 
But  few,  that  court  Retirement,  are  aware 
Of  half' the  tmls  they  must  encounter  there. 

Lucrative^oflicea  are  seldom  lost 
For  Want  of  powers  proportioned  to  the  poet : 
Give  e'en  a  dunce  th'  employment  he  desires, 
And  he  soon  finds  the  talents  it  requires;  * 
A  business  with  an  income  at  its  heels 
Furnishes  always  oi)  for  its  own  wheels. 
But  in  his  arduous  enterprise  to  close 
His  active  years  with  iiidolent  repose. 
He  finds  the  labours  of  that  state  exceed 
His  utmost  faculties,  severe  indeed. 
'Tis  easy  to  resign  a  toilsome  place, 
But  not  to  manage  leisure  with  a  grace ; 
Absence  of  occupation  is  not  rest, 
A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  distressed. 
The  veteran  steed,  excused  his  task  at  length. 
In  kind  compassion  of  his  failing  strength. 
And  turned  into  the  park  or  mead  to  graze. 
Exempt  from  future  service  all  his  days. 
There  feels  a  pleasure  perfect  in  its  kind. 
Ranges  at  liberty,  and  snuffs  tlie  wind: 
But  when  his  lord  would  quit  the  busy  road. 
To  taste  a  joy  like  that  he  had  bestowed, 
He  proves  leas  happy  than  his  favoured  brute, 
A  life  of  ease  a  difficult  pursuit 
Thought,  to  the  man  that  never  thinks,  may  seen. 
As  natural  as  when  asleep  to  dream ; 
But  reveries  (for  human  minds  will  act) 
Specious  in  s^ow,  impossible  in  fact, 
Those  flimsy  webs,  that  break  as  soon  as  wrought. 
Attain  not  to  the  dignity  of  thought : 
Nor  yet  the  swarms  that  occupy  the  brain, 
Where  dreams  of  dress,  intrigue,  andpleasure  reign 
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Nor  such  as  uaeleasconverBatbn  breeds, 

Or  lustengenilers,  and  indulgence  feeds. 

Whence,  and  what  are  we  1  to  what  end  ordained  1 

What  means  the  dnjna  by  the  world  sustained  1 

Business  or  vain  amusement, -care  or  miith, 

Divide  the  firail  mhabitants  of  earth. 

Is  duty  a  mere  sport,  or  an  employ? 

Life  an  intrusted  talent,  or  a  toy  1 

Is  there,  as  reason,  conscience,  Scripture,  say, 

Cause  to  provide  for  a  great  future  day, 

When,  earth's  assigi^ed  duration  at  an  end, 

Man  shall  be  summoned  and  the  dead  attend  1 

The  trumpet — will  it  sound,  the  curt^  rise, 

And  show  th'  august  .tribunal  of  the  skietf; 

Where  no  prevarication  shall  avail, 

Where  eloquence  and  artifice  shall  fidl^ 

The  pride  of  arrogant  distinctio,ns  fkll. 

And  conscience  and  our  conduct  judge  us  all  1 

iPardon  me,  ye  that  give  the  midd^bt  oil 

To  learned  cares,  or  philosophic  toil. 

Though  I  revere  your  henourable  names, 

Vour  useful  labours  and  important  aims. 

And  hold  the  world  indebted  tQ  your  aid, 

Enriched  with  the  discoveries  ye  have  made ; 

Yet  let  me  stand  excused,  if  I  esteem 

A  mind  employed  on  so  sublime  a  tbeme, 

Pushing^  her  bold  inquiry  to  the.  date 

And  outline  of  the  present  transient  state. 

And,  after  poising  her  adventurous  wings, 

Settling  at  last  upon  eternal  things, 

Far  more  intelligent  and  better  taught 

The  strenuous  use  of  profitable  thought, 

Than  ye,  when  happiest,  and  enlightened  most, 

And  highest  in  renown,  can  justly  boast 

A  mind  unnerved,  or  indisposed  to  bear 
The  weight  of  subjects  worthiest  of  her  care. 
Whatever  hopes  a  change  of  scene  inspires. 
Must  change  her  nature,  or  in  vain  retires. 
An  idler  is  a  watch,  that  wants  both  hands, 
As  useless  if  it  goes,  as  when  it  stands. 
Books,  therefore,  not  the  scandal  of  the  shelves. 
In  which  lewd  sensualists  print  out  themselves ; 
Nor  those,  in  which  the  stage  gives  vice  a  blow, 
With  what  success  let  modem  manners  show ; 
Nor  his,  who,  for  the  bane  of  thousands  bom, 
Built  God  a  church,  and  laughed  bis  word  to  scorn. 
Skilful  alike  to  seem  devout  and  just. 
And  stab  religion  with  a  sly  side-thrust ; 
Nor  those  of  learned  philologists,  who  chase 
A  panting  syllable  through  time  and  space, 
Start  at  it  home,  and  hunt  it  in  the  dark. 
To  Graul,  to  Greece,  and  into  Noah's  ark ; 
But  such  as  Learning  without  false  pretence, 
The  friend  of  Truth,  th'  assodate  of  good  Sense, 
And  such  as,  in  the  zeal  of  good  design, 
Strong  judgment  lalwuring  in  the  Scripture  none. 
All  such  as  manly  and  great  souls  produce, 
Wcrthy  to  live,  and  of  eternal  use : 


Behold  vk  these  what  leison  houi9  demand. 
Amusement  and  true  knowledge  hand  in  hiind. 
Luxury  gives  the  mind  a  childish  cast, 
And,  while  she  polishes,  perverts  the  taste; 
Habits  of  close.attention,  thinking  heads, 
Become  more  rare  as  dissipation  spread^ 
Till  authors  hear  at  length  one  general  cry, — 
Tickle  and  entertain  us,  or  we  die. 
The  loud  demand,  £rom  year  to  year  the  same, 
Beggars  Invention,  and  makedFani^  lame; 
Till  farce  itself  most  mournAilly  jejune, 
Calls  for  the  kind  nssistanw  of  a  tune ; 
And  novels  (witness  every  month's  review 
Belie  their  name,  and  offer  nothing  new. 
The  mind,  relaxing  into  needful  sport, 
Should  turn  to  writers  of  an  abler  sort, 
Whose  wit'  well  managed,  and  whose  daasie  style 
Give  truth  a  lustse,  and  make  wisdom  smile. 
Friends  (for  I  can  not  stint,  as  some  have  done, 
Too  rigid  in  my  view,  that  name  to  one; 
Though  one,  I  grant  it,  in  the  generous  breaast 
Will  stand  advanced  a  step  above  the  rest ; 
Flowers  by  that  name  promiscuously  we  call. 
But  one,  the  rose,  the  regent  of  them  all) — 
Friends,  not  adopted  vrith  a  schoolboy's  haste. 
But  chosen  with  a  nice  discerning  taste. 
Well-bom,- well-disciplined,  who,  placed  apart 
From  vulgar  minds,  have  honour  mudi  at  heart, 
And,  though  the  world  may  think  th*  ingredienta 

odd, 
The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  fear  of  Grod ! 
Such  firiends  prevent  what  else  would  soon  soooeed, 
A  temper  rustic  as  the  life  we  lead, 
And  keep  the  polish  of  the  manners  clean 
As  theirs  who  bustle  in  the  busiest  scene; 
For  solitude,  however  some  may  rave. 
Seeming  a  sanctuary,  proves  a  grave, 
A  sepukhie  in  which  the  living. lie. 
Where  all  good  qualities  grow  sick  and  die. 
I  praise  the  Frenchman,*  his  remark  was  shrewd^ 
How  sweet,  how  passing  sweet,  is  solitude ! 
But  grant  me  still  a  friend  in  my  retreat. 
Whom  I  may  whisper — aolitudie  is  sweet 
Yet  neither  these  delights,  nor  aught  beside. 
That  appetite  can  ask,  or  wealth  provide. 
Can  save  us  always  from  a  tedious  day, 
Or  shine  the  dullness  of  still  life  away : 
Divine  communion,  carefully  enjoyed. 
Or  sought  with  energy,  must  fill  the  void. 
O  sacred  art,  to  which  alone  life  owes 
Its  happiest  seasons,  and  a  peaceful  dose, 
Scomed  in  a  world,  indebted  to  that  scorn 
For  evils  daily  felt  and  hardly  home. 
Not  knowing  thee,  we  reap  with  bleeding  hands 
Flowers  of  rank  odour  upon  thorny  lands, 
And,  while  Experience  cautions  us  in  vain, 
Grasp  seeming  happiness,  and  find  it  pain. 
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llespondenoey  sdMeserted  in  her  grie^ 

Lost  faj  abendoning  her  own  lelief, 

Murmmuig  and  ungrateful  Ducontent, 

That  flcoma  affictkms  meidfoDy  meant, 

Those  hmnooiB,  tarl  as  wine  upon  the  fiet, 

Which  idleness  and  weaiinesB  beget; 

These^  and  a  thousand  plagues,  that  haunt  the 

breast, 
Fond  of  the  phantom  of  an  earthly  lest^     «• 
Dhine  communioflnases,  ar4he  daj 
Drives  to  thdr  dens  th'  obedient  beasts  of  prey. 
See  Judah's  promised  king  bereft  of  all, 
Diifto  out  an  exiie  firom  die  fece  of  Saul, 
To  fist^nt  caTcs  the  lonely  wanderer  ftin, 
To  ae^  tiiat  peaee*  a  tyrant's  frown  denies. 
Hear  the  sweet  aooents  of  his  tuneful  voice, 
gear  him,  o'erwhefaned  with  sorniw,  yet  rejoice; 
No  womanish  or.  waiSog  giief  has  pait»  , .^     ■• 
No,  not  jbr  a  moment,  in  his  royal  heart;       _^;. 
Tm  manly  music,  such  as  martyrsjuake,  .„«.» 
SnflEering  with  gladness  fir  a  Saviour's  sake; 
His  soul  exutts,  hope  animates  bis  lays, 
The  sense  of  men^  kindles  into  pndse, 
And  wflds,  fimiiliar  with  a  lion's  roar, 
Ring  with  ecstatic  sounds  unheard  before: 
Tis  love  like  his,  that  can  alone  defeat 
rhe  foes  of  man,  or  miike  «  desert  sweet 


Religion  does  not  censure  or  exclude 
Unnumbieiod  pleasures  harmlessly  pursued; 
To  study  culture,  and  with  artftd  toil 
To  meliorate  and  tame  the  stubborn  soil ; 
To  give  dtsBimilar  yet  fruitful  lands 
The  grain,  or  herb,  or  plant  that  each  demands,* 
To  cherish  virtue  in  an  humble  state, 
And  share  the  joys  your  bounty  may  create; 
To  mark  the  matchless  workings  of  the  power 
That  shuts  within  its  seed  the  futm«  flower, 
Bids  these  in  elegance  of  form  excel, 
In  colour  these,  and  4hose  delight  the  smell, 
Sends  Nature  forth  the  daughter  of  the  skies,    • 
To  dance  on  dkrtfa,  and  charm  all  human  oyiss; 
To  teach  the  canvass  innocent  deceit. 
Or  lay  the  landscape  on  the  snowy  sheet — 
These,  these  are  arts  pursued  without  a  crime, 
That  leave  no  stain  upon  the  wing  of  Time. 

Me  poetry  (o]^<rather  notes  that  aim 
Feebly  and  vainly  at  pbetic  fame) 
Employs,  shut  out  f A>m  more  important  views. 
Fast  by  the  banks  of  the  slow  winding  Ouse; 
Content  if  thus  sequestered  I  may  raise 
A  monitor's  though  not  a  poet's  praise, 
And  while  I  teach  an  art  too  little  known. 
To  doae  fife  wisely,  may  not  waMe  my  own. 
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The  hliioTy  of  thft  foOtiwIn^ 


1  is  briefly  this:  A  lady,  fond  oTblank  vvne.  dflmuKlsd  a  poem  of  thsf'  kind  fmm 
*•        "    *       ■       1  haTlo^  mueh  Idrare,  < 

uj  auu  {junuiuK  wo  uaiu  ui  uwuvm  va  wiiku  uhi  niusuuu  buu  '""^  'A^«*>t« 

Of  the  trifle  which  he  at  fimlntended,  a  eerious  aflair— a  Vohune. 


Ihe  author,  and  gave  him  ihelSbPA  for  aealjecL '  He  obeyed ;'iuid  hsTku  mueh  idaore,  comieated  ajwtber  mibjea  with 
'  j  and  ponahiff  the  tiahi  of  thought  to  which  hja  situaUon  and  mm  ofmial  led  him,  brought  ibith  at  kmgth,  naieod 


In  the  poem  OQ  the  mbjea  of  Education,  he  would  be  reryaorry  to  stand  auspectadof  hariiu  aimed  hki  censure  at  ary 
pazticuiar  acbooL  Hh  obiectiona  are  such,  as  i^iraUy  apply  themselvea  to  schools  in  general.  If  then)  were  not,  as  lur 
the  moat  pan  ihaVB  la^  winid  neglect  In  tboaa  wflmanage  them,  and  an  omknion  even  of  auch  dbcipiine  aa  they  are  tm- 
cepdble  0^  the  tibjecta  an  yet  too  numerous  for  minute  attendon;  and  tlie  aching  heaita  of  ten  thousand  parents,  moumii)? 
oadar  the  btuemt  of  all  dtaappoinCmenta,  aueei  the  truth  of  the  allegation.  Bb  quarrel,  therefore,  ia  wiih  the  mischief  at 
hngi^  and  noc  wkh  any  particular  iostance  of  k. 


THE  SOFA. 


ARGUMENT. 


Biaiorical  deduction  of  aeata  from  tlie  Stool  to  the  Qofa.— A  Schoolboy's  ramble.— A  walk  In  the  country, 
deaeribed.— Rural  aonnds  as  well  aa  sights  dielight^^Another  walk-    *"-"-•- i— .«--  ^ 


^.   -ThcareiM 

-„ -     — :    Mistake  concerning  the  charms  of  solitude  corrected.- 

Cokamadea  oommfloded.— AJoore,  and  the  riew  pgtfl  it^^-The  wUdemeaa— The  groire.— The  threaher.— The  neceseiiy  and 
the  benefiia  of  czerciae.— The  works  of  nature  Mparior  to^  and  in  some  inaiances  iniraitahle  by,  art— The  wearisomenefls 
of  what  Is  commonly  called  a  life  ofjpleasure.-^ange  of  scene  aometimes  expedient— A  oomnion  described,  and  the 
character  of  cmiy  Kate  introduced.— ^pele8.—Tbe  blessiqn  of  .cirilized  life—That  state  most  favourable  to  virtue.— The 
Sooth  Sea  idanden  compaodonaied,  but  chie^  OTnBLYf--UM  preaent  state  of  mind  supjneed.— Cirilizcd  life  friendlv  to 
rirtoe,  bur  xxx  great  c!tiecC>->CQeat  cities^  ana  London  in  particular,  allowed  their  doe  pniiscs,  but  censured.— Vpfn 
Ghampetra^— The  book  ooDCludea  wkh  a  reflection  on  the  fatal  eflecta  of  diaripatloo  and  oflbminacy  upon  our  public 


I  SING  the  Sofe,  I,  who  lately  san^ 
Tnith,  Hope,  and  Charity,  and  touched  with  awe 
l*he  solenm  chonis,  and  with  a  trembling  hand. 
Escaped  with  pain  from  that  sdventoious  flight, 


Now  seek  repose  upon  an  humbler  theme; 
The  theme  though  humble,  yet  august  and  prouil 
Th'  occasbn — ^for  the  Fair  commands  the  song. 
Time  was,  when  clothing  sumptuous  or  for  use, 
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Save  their  own  painted  aldna,  our  sirea  had  none. 
As  fek  black  breeches  were  not;  satin  smooth, 
Or  velvet  soft,  or  plush  with  shaggy  pile ; 
The  hardy  chief  upon  the  rugged  rock 
Washed  by  the  sea,  or  on  the  gravelly  bank 
Thrown  up  by  wintry  torrents  roaring  loud, 
Fearless  of  wrong,  leposed  his  weary  strength. 
Those  barbarous  ages  past,  succeednl  next 
The  birth-day  of  invention ;  weak  at  first, 
Dull  in  design,  and  clumsy  to  perfonn. 
Joint-stools  were  then  created ;  on  three  legs 
Upborne  they  stood.    THma  l<yi  Bpfy^ding  ^pn 
A  massy  slab,  in  fashion  square  or  rouni 

And  swayed  the  sceptre  of  his  infant  realms : 
Ai|d  such  in  ancient  halls  and  mansions  drear 
May  still  be  seen ;  but  perforated  sore, 
A]\d  drilled  in  holes,  the  solid  oak  is  fimnd^ 
By  worms  vorodous  eaten  through  and  thmugh. 
At  length  a  generatirai 

In^pmywl  the  simple  plan ; 

^*Yfi  tihffff"  ft  ^wiatfld  form  venpacular. 
And  o'er  the  seat  with  plentcoius  wadding  stufied. 
Induced  a  splendid  cover,  green  and  blue, 
Yellow  and  red,  of  tapestry  richly  wrought 
And  woven  close,  or  needlework  sublime. 
There  might  you  see  the  piony  spread  wide, 
T|}e  full  blown  rose,  the  shepherd  and  his  lass, 
Lapdog  and  lambkin  with  black  staring  eyes, 
AM  parrots  with  twin  cherries  in  their  beak. 

With  Nature's  varnish;  severed  into  stripes. 
That  interlaced  each  other,  these  supplied 
Of  texture  firm  a  lattioe-woriL,  that  braced 
The  Jiew  machine,  and  it  became  a  chair. 
But  rcstlesi  was  ttie  chair ;  the  back  erect 
Distressed  the  w««ry  loins,  that  felt  no  ease ; 
The  slippery  seat  betrayed  the  sliding  part 
That.preBscd  it,  and  the  feet  hung  dangling  down, 

^  'JfflM  in  YaijBi  *^  ^"'^  *^**  iii«»i*«»  fl/wv> 

These  for  the  rich ;  the  rest,  whom  Fate  had  placti 

Wi^t^  base  materials,  si^nwell  tai^nfd hid<Hi, 
Obdurate  and  onyi^dmg,  glassy  smooth, 
With  here  and  there  a  tuft  of  crimson  yam, 
Or  scarlet  crewel,  in  the  cushion  fixed. 
If  cushior  might  be  called,  what  harder  seemed 
Than  the  firm  oak,  of  which  the  frame  was  fimned. 
iMo  want  of  timber  then  was  felt  or  feared 
In  Albion's  happy  isle.    The  lumber  stood 
Ponderous  and  fixed  by  Its  own  massy  weight. 
But  elbows  still  were  wanting;  these,  some  say 
An  aldeipmn  of  Crip^degate  contrived ; 
And  some  ascribe  th'  invention  to  a  priest, 
Durly,'and  big,  and  studious  of  his  ease. 
Ku*  rude  at  first,  and  not  with  easy  slope 
llocedlng  wide,  they  pressed  against  the  ribs, 
yvnd  bniis&d  the  side;  and,  elevated  high, 
Taught  the  raised  shoulders  to  invade  the 


,  Long  time  elapsed  or  e'er  our  rugged  sirns 
Complained,  though  incommodiously  pent  in. 
And  ill  at  ease  behind.    The  Udiee  first 
Kran  murmur,  as  became  the  softer  sex. 
Ingenious  Fancy,  never  better  pleased, 
Than  when  employed  t'  acoommodate  the  &]i, 
Heard  the  sweet  moan  with  pity,  and  devised 
The  soft  settee ;  one  elbow  at  each  end. 
^  ni\  in  tlnr^miilgt  am  rlbnw  it  roceived, 
pnitA^  y^i  ftiYldHi  *'^^"  -»  4B^ 
So  sit  two  kings  of  Brentford  on  one  throne; 
And  BO  two  dtizens,  who  take  'the  air, 
Close  packed,  and  smiling,  in  a  chaise  and  one. 
But  relaxation  of  the  knguid  frame, 
Was  bliss  resetved  for  happier  days.    So  slow 
The  growth  of  what  is  excellent ;  so  hard 
T^  attain  perfectbn  in  this  nether  world. 

Convenience  next  s^ggyq^  pihtm  ^■^yw, 
Qd^LiUxurv  th'  accompliahed  Sofa  last. 
The  nurse  sleeps  sweetly,  hired  to  watch  the  flck. 
Whom  snoring  she  disturbs.    As  sweetly  be, 
Who  quits  the  coach-box  at  the  midnigl^  hoiu; 
To  sleep  within  the  carriage  more  secure, 
His  legs  depending  at.the  open  door. 
Sweet  sleep  enjoys  the  curate  in  his  desk, 
The  tedious  rector  drawling  o'er  his  head; 
And  sweet  the  derk  below.    But  neither  ^eep 
Of  lazy  nurse,  who  snores  the  sick  man  dead ; 
Nor  hk,  who  quits  the  box  at  midnight  hour, 
To  slumber  in  the  carriage  more  secure; 
Nor  sleep  enjoyed  by  curate  in  his  desk ; 
Nor  yet  the  dinings  of  the  clerk,  are  sweet, 
Compared  with  the  repose  the  So&  yields. 

O  may  I  liv^  exempted  (while  I  live 
Guiltless  of  pampered  appetite  obscene) 
From  pangs  arthritic,  that  infest  the  toe 
Of  libertine  Excess.    The  Sofa  suite 
The  gouty  limb,  'tis  true :  but  gouty  limb 
Thoughts  a  Sofa,  may  I  never  feel, 
For  I  have  Ic^ed  the  rural  walk  through  lanes 
Of  grassy  swarth,  close  cropped  by  mbbling  sheep 
And  skirted  tkick  with  intertexture  firm 
Of  thorny  boughs ;  have  loved  the  rural  walk. , 
O'er  hiUs,  through  valleys,  and  by  rivers'  tmnk. 
E'er  since  a  truant  boy  I  passed  my  bounds, 
T'  enjoy  a  ramble  on  the  banks  of  Thames: 
And  still  remember  nor  without  regret 
Of  hours,  that  sorrow  unce  has  much  endeared, 
How  oft,  my  slice  of  pocket  store  consumed, 
Still  hungering,  pennyless,  and  far  ficom  home, 
I  fed  on  scarlet  hips  and  stony  haws, 
Or  blushing  crabs,  or  berries,  that  emboss 
The  bramble,  black  as  jet,  or  sloes  austere. 
Hard  fiire !  but  such  as  boyish  appetite 
Disdains  not ;  nor  the  palate,  undcprav«d 
By  culinary  arts,  unsavoury  deems. 
No  Sofa  then  awaitednwrrtu 
Nor'Sofii  then  I  noed^ZTTouth  repain 


■Pigftiijogi- 


^.fe^i^oogle- 


Hk  wMted  spirits  qoickly,  by  long  toil 

incniiing  short  fittigue ;  and  though  pur  yeais, 

As  life  decfinesi  speed  mpidly  away, 

And  not  a  year  but  pilfexs  as  he  goes 

Some  youthful  grace,  that  age  would  gladly  keep ; 

Atoothor  aubom  lock,  and  by  degrees 

Thdr  length  and  oobur  firom  the  locks  they  span ; 

Th'  elastic  spring  of  an  unwearied  foot, 


*\ 


And  lull  the  spirit  while  they  fiU  the  mind ; 
Unnumbered  branches  waving  in  the  Uast, 
And  all  their  leaves  &st  fluttering,  all  at  once. 
Nor  less  oomposore  waits  upon  tbe  roar 
Of  distant  floods,  or  on  the  softer  voice 
|()f  neigbbouzing  fixuitain,  or  of  rills  that  dip 
Through  the  deft  rock,  and,  chiming  as  they  fidi 
Upon  loose  pebbles,  lose  themsdves  at  length 


I      That  mounts  the  rtile  with  ease,  or  leaps  the  fence,  )a  matted  grass,  that  vrith  a  livelier  green 


w^Be 


That  play  of  lungs,  inhaling  and  again 
Realizing  fineely  the  finesh  air,  that  makes 
Swift  pace  or  steep  ascent,  no  toil  to  me, 
Mine  have  not  (nlfered  yet,  nor  yet  impaired 
My  reOsh  of  fiur  prospect ;  scenes  that  soothed 
Or  charmed  me  young,  no  longer  young,  I  And 
SdD  soothing,  and  of  power  to  chann  me  st^^x^ 
/And  witness,  dear  companion  of  my  walks. 
Whose  aim  this  twentieth  winter  1  perqeive 
Fast  kKked  m  nune,  vrith  pleasure  such  as  love, 
Confirmed  by  long  experience  of  thy  worth 
And  well  tried  virtues  could  alone  inspire— 
Witness  a  joy  tjiat  thou  hast  doubled  long. 
Thou  knowest  my  praise  of  nature  most  sincere. 
And  that  my  raptures  are  not  conjured  up 
To  serve  oocasbns  of  poetic  pomp. 
But  genuine,  and  art  partner  of  them  aH 
How  oft  upon  yon  eminence  our  pace 
Has  slackened  to  a  pause,  and  we  have  borne 
The  rufBing  vrind,  scarce  conscious  that  it  blew, 
While  admiration,  feeding  at  the  eye. 
And  still  unsated,  dwelt  upon  the  scene. 
Thence  vrith  what  pleasure  have  we  just  disoemed 
The  distant  plough  dow  moving,  and  beside 
His  labouring  team,  that  swerved  not  fitom  thetiack, 
The  sturdy  swain  diminished  to  a  boy  t 
Here  Ouse,  slow  winding  through  a  levd  plain 
Of  ipadous  meads  v?itb  cattle  sprinkled  o'er, 
CondocU  the  eye  along  his  sinuous  course 
{lighted.    There,  fest  rooted  in  their  bank. 
Stand,  never  overlooked,  our  £ivourite  elms. 
That  scvBens  Ae  herdaman's  solitary  hut;  -    - 
While  far  beyuid,  and  overthvrart  the  stream. 
That,  as  with  molten  glass,  inlays  the  vale. 
The  akiping  land  recedes  into  thedouds ; 
Diaplayiiig  on  its  varied  side  the  grace 
Of  hedge-row  beauties  numberless,  square  tower. 
Tan  spire,  from  which  the  sound  of  cheerful  balls 
Jut  undulates  upon  the  listening  ear, 
Groves,  heaths,  and  smoking  villages,  remote. 
Scenes  must  be  beautiful,  which  daily  viewed 
PWase  duly,  and  whoee  novdty  surrives 
Long  knowledge  and  the  scrutiny  of  years: 
Praise  justly  due  to  those  that  I  describe. 
*^  Nor  rural  sights  akme,  but  rural  sounds, 
Exhilarate  the  spirit  and  restore 
The  tone  of  lan^nd  Nature.    Mighty  winds, 
That  sweep  the  skirt  of  some  far-«preadi4;  wood 
Of  ancient  growth,  make  music  not  unlike 
The  dash  of  Ocean  on  his  winding  shore, 

A 


Betrays  the  secret  of  thdr  sileqit  course. 

atuie  inanimatft  emptoys  sweet  sounds. 
Bui  animniwi  nature  sweeter  stiD^ 
To  sooth  and  satisfy  the  human  ear. 
Ten  thousand  warblers  cheer  the  day,  and  one 
The  fivekmg  night :  nor  these  ak>ihL  whose  notes 
Nice-fingered  art  must  emulate  in  vam. 
But  cavring  rooks,  and  kites  that  swim  sublime 
In  still  repeated  drdesi,  screaming  loud, 
Thejay,  the  pie,  and  e'en  Aeboding  owK 


TEaTbails  the  riring  moon,  have  chanarfer  mg> 
Bounds  inhanmmioua  in  themselves  and  harshT 


Vfit  hCtod  m  scenes  where  peace  for  ever  rpagns. 


And  only  thWte.  please  hi<i;h»y  ^r  thwr  STF^ 


Prace  to  the  artist  whose  i^igenbos  thought 
Devised  the  weather-house,  that  useful  toy! 
Feariess  of  humid  air  and  gathering  rains. 
Forth  steps  the  man — an  emblem  of  mysdf ! 
More  delicate  his  timorous  mate  retires. 
When  Winter  soaks  the  fieMs,  and  female  feet, 
Too  weak  to  struggle  vrith  tenacious  day. 
Or  find  the  rivulets,  are  best  at  home. 
The  task  of  new  diBcoveries  falls  on  me. 
At  such  a  season,  and  with  such  a  charge. 
Once  vTent  I  forth ;  and  found,  till  then  unknovm, 
A  cottage,  vrfaither  (A  we  shice  repair; 
'Tu  pen^  upon  the  green  hill  tops,  but  dose 
Environed  vrith  a  ring  of  branching  elms. 
That  overhang  the  thatch,  itself  unseen 
Peeps  at  the  vale  bdow;  so  tiiick  beset 
With  foliage  of  such  dark  redundant  growth, 
IcaDed  the  kiw^roofed  lodge  the  petuartfg  nest. 
And,  hidden  as  it  is,  and  ftr  rsoiote 
From  such  unpleaaing  souii^  as  baunl  the  ear 
In  village  or  in  town,  the  bay  of  curs 
Incessant,  diokiiig  hammers,  grinding  wheds. 
And  in&ntsdamoious,  whether  pleased  orpained. 
Oft  have  I  wished  the  peaeelul  covert  mine. 
Here,  I  have  said,  at  least  I  should  possess 
The  poet^B  treasure,  silence,  and  mdulge 
The  dreams  of  fitn^,  tranquil  and  secure. 
Vain  thought!  the  dvreller  in  that  still  retveaft 
Deariy  obtains  the  refuge  it  affinrds.  t 

;  ^ts  elevated  site  fiwbids  the  wretch 
i^o  drink  sweet  waters  of  the  o^stal  weD;  I 

He  dips  the  bowl  into  the  weedy  ditch,  | 

And,  heavy  laden,  brings  his  bevenge  home, 
Far  fetched  and  Iktle  worth;  nor  seldom  waita,    j 
Dependent  on  the  bsker's  punctual  call. 
To  bear  his  creaking  pannien  at  the  floor,         f 
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Angry  and  sad,  and  his  hflt  cforteourtUDeiL 
Sofiuwwctt  epvy  of  fli6  j 


Ay  for  mel— tfaqfa  aeenung  g»re<t, 
ise  rtid  a  pieaang  obfcct  in  my  tiewj 
Myriaram.  bm  uever  urine  aDode. 

Not  distant  far,  a  length  of  colonnade 
Invites  UB.    Momiment  of  ancient  tajite, 
Now  scorned,  but  worthy  ot  a  better  fate. 
Our  fiUhers  laew  the  Taloe  of  &  screen 
From  sultry  sons:  and,  in  their  shaded  w«]ks     . 
And  long  protracted  bowen,  enjoyed  at  noon 
The  glojom  and  coolness  of  declining  day. 
We  bear  our  shades  about  us;  self-deprived 
Of  other  screen,  the  thin  umbrella  spttead, 
And  range  an  Indian  waste  without  a  txee. 
Thanks  to  Benevoluil^  he  spares  me  yet 
These  chestnuts  ranged  in  corresponding  lines ; 
And,  thdugh  himself  so  polished,  s^  reprieves 
\  The  dbsdlete  protixity  of  shade. 

'  Descending  now  (but  cautious,  lest  too  flurt) 
A  sudden  steep,  upon  a  rustic  bridge 
We  pass  a  gulf,  in  which  the  willows  dip 
'     Their  pendent  boughs,  stooping  asif  to  drink. 
Hence,  ankle  deep  in  mosB  and  Ikmery  thyme, 
We  mount  again,  and  ibel  at  every  step 
Our  foot  half  sunk  in  hillocks  green  and  soft, 

Ctlaised  by  the  mole,  the  miner  of  the  soil. 

^BBe,  not  unlike  the  great  ones  of  mankind, 
VH^Sgures  Earth:  and,  plotting  in  the daidc, 

,  Toils  much  to  earn  a  monumental  pile, 
That  may  record  the  mischieft  he  has  done. 

The  sunmiit  gained,  behold  the  proud  alcove 
That  crowns  it!  yet  not  all  its  pride  secures 
The  grand  retreat  from  injuries  impressed 
By  rural  carvers,  who  with  knives  defiu^e 
T|ie  panneb,  leaving  an  obscure^  rude  name, 
In  characters  nnrwirhi  and  spelt  anuss. 
So  strong  the  seal  to  tmmDrlaliie  himself 
Beats  in  the  breast  of  man,  that  e'en  a  fow, 
Few  transient  yean,  won  from  th'  abyss  ahhomd 
Of  blank  oblivion,  seem  a  ^orioos  priw, 
And  even  to  aobwn.    Now  loves  the  etysj 
And,  posted  on  thJ^speeolative  hsii^t, 
Exutes  in  its  command.    The  sheeplbld  here 
Poon  out  ile  fleeoy  temmts  o'er  the  ^ebe. 
At  first,  progressrve  l«  a  stream,  they  seek 
Themiddleikld;  but  scattered  by  degiees,  , 

Each  to  his  chdiee,  soon  whiten  all  the  land.        ( 
There  from  the  sn»4>umt   hayfield  hemewarcl^ 

creeps 
The  kMuied  virain ;  whfle,  tightened  of  its  chaige^ 
The  wain  that  meets  it  passes  swifUy  by; 
The  boorish  driver  leaning  o'er  hie  team 
Vociferous,  and  impatietit  of  delay. 
Nor  less  attnotive  is  the  woodland  soena, 


'John  Ocnamif  lliioekmonoiv  Bai.  of  WMod  Unkr« 

wood 


Diversified  with  treee  of  every  gTOfWth, 
Alike,  yet  various.    Hen  the  grey  einooCh  trunks 
Of  ash,  or  lime,  or  beech,  Astinedy  ddne, 
Within  the  ttrilight  of  their  &tant  shades; 
There,  k»t  behind  a  rising  ground,  the  irood 
Seems  sunk,  and  diortened  to  its  topmast  bougos. 
No  tree  in  all  the  grove  but  has  its  charms,  N 
Thougfaeach  its  hue  peculiar;  paler  some,    1 
And  of  a  viranish  gray;  the  willow  such, 
Ajid  pc^plar,  that  with  sOver  fines  his  leaf, 
&id  ash  ikr stretching  his  umbrageous  armj 
Of  deeper  green  the  dm;  and  deeper  s6H,  ; 
Lord  of  the  woods,  ^  limg-eurviving  oak. 
Some  gbssy-Ieilved,  and  shining  in  the  sun. 
The  maple,  and  the  beech  of  oily  nuts 
Prolific,  and'the  fime  at  dewy  eve 
Difiiising  odoun:  nor  unnoted  pass 
The  syeanutfe,  capricious  in  attire. 
Now  green,  now  tawny,  and  ere  autumn  yet 
Have  changed  the  woods,  in  scarlet  bonoan 

blight 
O'er  thMe,but  far  beyond  (a  spacious  map 
Ofhill  and  valley  interposed  between,) 
The  Ouse  dividhigthe  well-watered  land, 
Now  glitters  in  the  sun,  and  now  retires. 
As,  bashfiil,  yet  impatient  to  be  seen. 

Hence  the  declivity  is  sharp  and  short, 
Andsuch  the  reaseent;  between  them  weeps 
A  little  naiad  her  impoverished  um 
All  summer  long,  which  winter  fills  again. 
The  ibided  gates  would  bar  my  progress  now 
But  that  the  knd*  of  this  encksed  < 
Communicative  of  the  good  he  ownS) 
Admits  metoashare;  theguUtless  eye 
CommitB  no  wrong,  nor  v?astes  what  it  enjoyi. 
Refipeshing  change  1  where  now  the  blazing  son  Y 
By  short  transition  v?e  have  kwt  his  glare, 
And  stepped  at  onoe  into  a  cooler  dime. 
Ye  fidlen  avenues!  onoe  more  I  mourn 
Your  &te  unmerited,  onoe  more  rejoice 
That  yet  a  remnant  of  your  race  survives. 
How  airy  and  how  liglit  the  graceful  arch, 
Yet  awful  as  the  consecrated  roof 
Re-echoing  pious  anthems!  while  beneath 
^The  checkered  earth  seems  restless  as  a  fiood 
Bnshedbythevriiid.    So  sportive  is  the  light 
Shot  through  the  boughs,  it  dances  as  they  dance. 
Shadow  and  sunshine  intermingling  quick. 
And  darkening  and  enlightening,  as  the  leaves 
Play  wanton,  every  mmnent,  every  spot 

And  now,  with  nerves  new-braoed  and  spirits 
cheered. 
We  tread  the  wilderness,  whose  well-roDed  walks, 
With  curvature  of  skiw  and  easy  swee|>— 
Deception  innocent— give  ampte  space 
To  narrow  bounds.    The  grove  receives  usnaxt 


*  See  UiAibr^iJioiog  note. 
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Bdwem  the  nprigfaft  ihaflt  of  whose  tall  elms 
WemaydMccmtfaettoeBheraihMtMk, 
Titoiiy  mttn  thmnp  leeonnds  the  cdnabint  UtaL, 
That  seeme  to  swing  Qnceitam,  and  yet  fiJIs 
FnUoBtiiedeitmedear.    Wide  ffies  the  cfaafT, 
The  rostliiig  stiaw  sends  up  a  fieouent  mist 
Of  atoms,  spaifcHng  in  the  noonday  heam. 
Came  hither,  ye  that  pxeas  your  heds  of  down, 
AndMeepnot;  see  him  sweating  o*er  his  bread 
Before  he  eats  it.    *Tis^  pngiff^  nulTi 
Bat  saftened  into  mefey ;  and  made  the  pledge 
Of  CbWrtUl  days,  and  nigfats  without  a  groan. 


B? 

CoDrtant  rotatjon  of  th'  unwearied  wheel.. 
That  nature  rides  ppon^  nmintait  j  her  he^th, 
She  dreads 


An  mstant's  pause,  and  lives  but  while  she  moves. 
Its  own  levolvency  upholds  the  world. 
IVjnds  from  all  quarters  agitate  the  air, 
And  fit  the  limpid  element  for  use, 
Else  noxious;  oceans,  rivets,  lakes,  and  streams, 
AH  feel  the  freshening  impulse,  and  are  cleansed 
By  restless  undulation;  e'en  the  oak 
Thrives  by  the  rude  ooncusnon  of  the  storm: 
He  aeigns  indeed  indignant,  and  to  feel 
Th'  impresBion  of  the  blast  with  proud  disdain, 
Frowning,  as  if  in  his  unconscious  arm 
He  held  the  thimder:  but  the  monarch  owes 
&  firm  stability  to  what  he  scorns, 
More  fixed  below,  the  more  disturbed  above. 
The  law,  by  which  all  creatures  else  are  bound, 
Binds  man,  the  lord  of  aU.    Himself  derives 
No  mean  advantage  £rom  a  kindred  cause, 
From  strenuous  toil  his  hoUEB  of  sweetest  ease. 
The  sedentary  stretch  their  lazy  length 
When  Custom  bids,  but  no  refreshment  find, 
For  none  they  need:  the  languid  eye,  the  cheek 
Deserted  of  its  bkx>m,  the  flaccid,  shrunk, 
And  withered  muscle,  and  the  vapid  soul, 
fiepnach  their  owner  with  that  love  of  rest, 
To  which  he  fivfeits  e'en  the  rest  he  loves. 
Not  such  the  alert  and  active.    Measure  life 
By  its  true  worth,  the  comfort  it  afibrds^ 
And  theirs  alone  seems  worthy  of  the  name. 
Good  health,  and,  its  aseociate  in  the  most, 
Gk)od  temper;  spirits  prompt  to  imdertake, 
And  not  soon  spent,  though  in  an  arduous  task; 
The  powers  of  fancy  and  strong  thought  are  theirs ; 
fTen  age  itself  seems  privileged  in  them 
.With  dear  exemption  £rom  its  own  defects. 
A  sparkling  eye  jcneatl  &  wrinkled  front 
The  veteran  shows,  and  gracmg  a  gray  beard 
With  youthful  smiles,  descends  toward  the  grave 
Sprightly  and  old  almost  without  decay. 

Like  a  coy  maiden.  Ease,  when  courted  most. 
Farthest  retires — im  idol,  at  whose  shrine 
~Wliu  ulUUBBOlaerifioe  are  fiivoured  least 
The  kwB  of  Nature,  and  the  scenes  she  diawa 


it  Nature^l 


Stnngel  thsn  ahoold  be 


Who,  self-hnprisoBsd  is  thdr  proud  saloons^ 
Renounce  the  odoms  of  die  (^en  field 
For  the  unsoented  fictkns  of  ^  loom: 
Who,  satisfied  with  only  pencilled  scenes, 
Prefer  to  the  pesfcimanoe  of  a  God 
Th'  inferior  wondeirf  of  an  aitisfs  hand! 
Lovely  indeed  the  mimic  wodm  of  Art;        r 
&ut  JN  aturs's  woefcs  far  toveiier.    I  admire,  ' 
None  more  admires,  the  paintsA  magio  akiH, 
Who  shows  me  that  which  I  shall  never  sse, 
Conieys  a  distant  oonDtiy  into  nrine, 
And  throws  Italian  li^t  on  En^ish  wafls: 
But  imitative  strokes  can  do  no  more 
Than  please  the  eyo--sweet  Nature's  every  senw, 
The  air  sslobrious  of  her  kvfty  hills, 
The  cheering  fhigranoe  of  her  dewy  vales 
And  music  of  her  woods — ^no  works  of  man 
May  rival  these,  these  all  bespeak  a  power 
Peculiar,  and  exclusively  her  own.     . 
Beneath  the  open  sky  she  spreads  the  feast; 
*Tis  fiee  to  aU— -^evcsy  day  renewed; 
Who  sooms  it  starves  dss^vedfy  at  home. 
He  does  not  soorn  it,  who,  imprisoned  bug 
In  some  unwholeaoome  dungeon,  and  a  prey 
To  saUow  sickness,  whieh  the  vapours,  dank 
And  dammy,  of  his  daik  abode  have  bred, 
Escapes  at  last  to  libeity  and  light: 
His  cheek  recovers  soon  its  healthfiil'hue; 
His  eye  relundnes  its.extinguiahed  fires; 
He  walks,  he.  leaps,  he  runs<-is  vringed  vrith  joy. 
And  liotsm  the  sweets  of  every  breeu. 
He  does  not  scorn  it,  who  has  long  endured 
A  fever's  agonies,  and  fed  on  dn^gs. 
Nor  yet  the  mariner,  his  blood  inflamed 
With  acrid  sahs:  his  very  heart  athirst, 
To  gaas  at  Nature  m  her  green  array. 
Upon  the  ship's  tall  ade  he  stands,  poMssed 
With  visions  prompted  by  intense  desire: 
Fair  fields  appear  below,  snoh  as  he  left 
Far  distant,  such  as  he  vfould  die  to  find — 
He  seeks  them  headlong,  and  is  seen  no  more. 
The  i^een  is  seldom  felt  where  Flam  reigns, 
The  lowering  eye,  the  petuknee,  the  licowB, 
And  suUeu  sadness,  that  o'dshade,  ^Gstoit, 
And  mar  the  feoe  of  faeanty,  when  no  cause 
For  such  Immeasurable  wo  sppean. 
These  Fbra  banishes,  and  gives  the  fair 
Sweet  smiles,  and  bloom  less  tnduient  than  hsi 

own. 
It  is  the  constant  revolution,  stale 
And  tasteless,  of  the  same  repeated  joys. 
That  palk  and  satiates,  and  makes  Unguid  IBs 
A  pedler's  pack,  that  bows  the  bearer  down. 
Health  sufos,  and  the  spirits  ebb,  the  heart 
Recoils  from  ito  own  choice— «t  the  full  letH 
Is  ftmished — ^finds  no  music  In  the  song, 
No  smartnees  in  the  jest;  and  wonders  ^y 
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Yet  thouaandB  rtill  demre  to  journey  on, 
Though  halt,  and  weaiy  of  the  paih  theytnad. 
The  paralytic,  wh^  can  hold  her  cards. 
But  can  not  play  them,  borrowa  a  fiiend's  hand 
To  deal  and  shuffle,  to  divide  and  sort 
Her  mingled  suits  aiid  sequenoes ;  and  trits, 
Spectatress  both  jmd  spectacle,  a  sad 
And  silent  cipher,  while  her  proxy  plays. 
Others  are  dragged  into  the  crowded  room 
Between  sopporteiB;  and,  once  seated,  sit, 
Through  downright  inability  to  rise, 
Till  the  stout  bearers  lift  the  corpse  again. 
These  speak  a  load  memento.    Yet  e'en  these 
Themselvee  love  life,  and  cHng  6  it,  as  he, 
That  overhangs  a  torrant,  to  a  twig. 
They  love  it,  and  yet  loath  it;  fear  to  die. 
Yet  scorn  the  purposes  for  which  they  live. 
Then  wherefore  not  renounce  themi  No— the 

Th^davish  dread  of  solitude,  that  breeds. 
"Reflectioh^nd  remorae.  the  fe»y  »f  ■^MP^, 
And  their  inveterate  habits^  all  forty. 

wnom  call  we  gayl  That  firaour  has  been  bng 
The  boast  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name. 
The  innocent  are  gay,  the  laik  is  gay, 
That  dries  his  feathers,  saturate  with  dew, 
Beneath  the  rosy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams  ^ 
Of  dayspring  overshoot  his  humble  nest 
The  peasant  too,  a  witneea  of  his  song, 
Himself  a  songster,  is  as  gay  as  he. 
But  save  me  from  the  gayety  of  those,  ' 

Whose  headachs  nail  thamto  a  noonday  be4; 
And  save  me  too  from  theirs,  whose  haggard  eyes 
Flash  desperation  and  betray  their  pangs 
For  property  stripped  off  by  cruel  chance ; 
From  gayety,  that  fills  the  bones  with  pain, 
thd  mouth  with  blasphemy,  the  heart  with  wo. 

The  earth  was  made  so  various,  that  the  mind 
Of  desultory  man,  studbus  of  change, 
And  pleased  with  novelty,  might  be  indulged. 
Prospects,  however  lovely,  may  be  seen 
Till  half  their  beauties  fade ;  the  weary  sight, 
Too  well  acquainted  with  their  smiles,  slides  off 
Fastidious,  seeking  less  familiar  scenes. 
Then  snug  enclosures  in  the  sheltered  vale. 
Where  frequent  hedges  intercept  the  eye. 
Delight  us ;  happy  to  renounce  awhile, 
Not  senseless  of  ite  charms,  what  still  we  love. 
That  such  short  absenae  may  endear  it  more. 
Then  forests,  or  the  savage  rock,  may  please, 
That  hides  the  seamew  in  his  hollow  clefts 
Above  the  reach  of  man.    His  hoary  head. 
Conspicuous  many  a  league,  the  mariner 
Bound  homeward,  and  in  hope  already  there, 
Greets  with  three  cheers  exulting.    At  his  waist, 
A  girdle  of  half-withered  shrubs  he  shows, 
And  at  his  feet  the  baffled  billows  die. 
The  common,  overgrown  with  fern,  and  rough 
With  pBCkly  gorae,  that,  shapdeas  and  deformed, 


And  dangerous  to  the  touch,  has.yetitsbfeom, 
And  decks  itself  with  ornaments  of  gold, 
Yidds  no  unpleasing  ramble ;  thera  the  turf 
Smells  firesh,  and,  rich  in  odoriferous  herbs 
And  ftuigous  fruits  of  earth,  regales  the  sense 
With  luxury  of  unexpected  sweets. 

There  often  wanders  one,  whom  better  days 
Saw  better  dad,  in  cloak  of  satin  trimmed 
With  lace,  and  hat  with  splendid  riband  bound. 
A  servant  maid  was  she,  and  fell  in  love 
With  one  who  left  her,  went  tosea,  and  died. 
Her  fency  followed  him  through  foamipg  waves 
To  distant  shores;  and  she  would  sit  and  weep 
At  what  a  sailor  sufters;  fancy  too. 
Delusive  most  where  warmest  wishes  are. 
Would  oft  antidpate  his  glad  return, 
And  dream  of  transports  she  was  not  to  know . 
She  heard  the  doleful  tidings  of  Ms  death — 
And  never  smiled  again!  and  now  she  roams 
The  dreary  waste;  there  spends  the  livelong  day, 
And  there,  unless  when  charity  forbids. 
The  livebng  night    A  tattered  apron  hides. 
Worn  as  a  cloak,  and  hardly  hides  a  gown 
More  tattered  still;  and  both  but  ill  conceal 
A  bosom  heaved  vnth  never-ceasing  sighs. 
She  begs  an  idle  pin  of  all  she  meeto. 
And  hoards  them  in  her  sleeve;  but  needful  food, 
Tho'  pressed  with  hunger  oft,  or  oomelier  dothes, 
Tho'  pinched  with  cold  asks  never. — Kateiacrazed. 

I  see  a  cdumn  of  slow-rising  smoke"""""*^^ 
O'ertop  the  bfty  wood  that  skirts  the  wild. 
A  vagabond  and  useless  tribe  there  eat 
Their  miserable  meat    A  kettle  slung 
Between  two  poles  upon  a  stick  tnnsvene, 
Receives  the  morsel — flesh  obscene  of  dog, 
Or  vermin,  or  at  best  of  cock  purioined 
From  his  accustomed  perch.    Hard  faring  race! 
They  pick  thdr  fuel  out  of  every  Iwdge, 
Which,  kindled  with  dry  leaves,  just  saves  un- 

quenched 
The  spark  of  life.    The  sportive  wind  blows  wide 
Their  flut^nng  rags,  and  shows  a  tawny  skin, 
The  vdlum  of  the  pedigree  they  claim. 
Great  skill  have  they  in  palmistry,  and  more 
TiLConjure  clean  away  the  gold  they  touch, 
Cf^eying  worthless  dross  into  its  place; 
Loud  when  they  beg,  dumb  only  when  they  steaL 
Strange  1  that  a  creature  rational,  and  cast 
In  human  mould,  should  brutalize  by  choice 
His  nature;  and  though  capable  of  arts, 
By  which  the  world  might  pro/it,  and  himself, 
Self-banished  from  society,  prefer 
Such  squallid  sloth  to  honourable  toil! 
Yet  even  these,  though  feigning  sickness,  oft 
TheyiWaihe  the  lorcnead,  orag  tbejjmjjngllmbj 
And  vex  their  flesh  with  artificial  sores. 
Can  change  thdr  Whine  into  a  mirthfuTnote, 
When  safe  occasion  oAJBrs;  and"withjiapce>  , 
And  music  of  the  bladder  and  the  bag, 
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Rcyotlp  their  woea,  and  TniAa  thy  wooda  reaouhd. 
glich  h«Jin  ami  gayetv  of  heart  enjoy 
XDfl  hoofleleaa  rovera  of  the  Bvlvan  world  l 
And,  breotMng  whdesome  >air,  and  wandering 

inndkl "^ — ^ "" 

yeed  other  physic  none  to  heal  th*  effccta_  - 
m  tofcthfiome  diet,  penmy  and  cold. 

Blett  he,  though  unfistinginahed  from  the  crowd 
By  wealth  or  dignity,  who  dwells  lecure, 
Where  man,  by  nature  fierce,  has  laid  ipdde 
His  fieioenew,  having Jeamt,  thuugh  alow  to  leaxn, 
The  manneiB  and  the  aits  of  civil  life. 
His  wants  indeed  are  many;  but  supply  ""^^ 
j^feviouB,  placed  within  the  easy  reach 
flKempeittte  wishes  and  industrious  hands. 
Here  viitoe  thrives  as  in  her  proner  soil ; 
Jtolrode  and  surij^and  b^  with-thoma. 
And  terrible  to  aight,  as  when  she  springs 
(If  e'er  she  springs  spontaneous)  in  remote 
And  barbarous  climes,  whe^  violence  prevails, 
And  strength  is  Icftd  of  all ;  but  gentle,  kind. 
By  culture  tamed,  by  liberty  relrwEed, 
Abet  au  ner  muis  t^  radiant  truth  matured. 
War  and  the  chase  engross  the  savage  whole; 
War  ibIlbvM  kf  Mve^,  or  to  supplapi 
The  eavied  tenants  ^  ^me  happier  qpot : 
Theidiafle  for  sustenance,  precarious  trust! 
Hk  haid  condition  with  severe  constraint 
Binds  all  his  fi^-!t!riffi,  forbids  all  growth 
Of  wisdom,  fVDveb  a  school,  in  Which  he  learns 
Sly  cixcumvention,  unrelenting  hate, 
Mean  self-attachment,  and  scarce  aoght  beside, 
This  Hue  the  shivering  nativeaof  the  north, 
And  thus  the  rangers  of  the  western  world, 
Where  it  advances  fisiT into  the  deep,^  ^  2^^ 
.rowarda  the  antarctic.    E'en  the  favoured  iJee 
[So  latdy  found,  although  the  constant  sun 
[cheer  all  their  seasons  with  a  grateful  smile, 
/Can  boast  but  little  virtue;  and  inert 
I  Tliioogh"plenty,  lose  in  morals  what  tbev  gain 
I  IrrffiinMrB — ^victims  of  luxunous  ease. 
\  These  therefore^  I  can  pity,  placed  leibote 
FxQiii  all  that  science  traces,  art  invents, 
Or  inspiration  teaches;  and  enclosed 
In  boondleas  oceans,  never  to  be  passed 
By  navigaton  uninformed  as  they, 
Or  ploughed  perhaps  by  British  bark  again: 
But  &r  beyond  the  rest,  and  vwth  moat  cause, 
TBegrgentte  savi>ffll*  whom  no  love  of  tbee 
Or  tame,  but  cunosity  perhaps,"^ 
Of  etw  vainglory,  ^yrompted  uslbdraw 
F<fftBlTbni  thy  native  bowers  to  show  thee  here 
With  what  gupcrior  aklll  we  cm  ^tbuse^       ^ 
The  gifts  ot  rrovidence,  and  "qM^wtlfT  IP«- 
'me  dream  is  past;  and  thou  hast  found  again 
Thy  cocoas  and  bananas,  palms  and  yams, 


And  homestall  thatched  with  leaves.    But  hast 

thou  found 

Their  former  charms  7  And  havmg  seen  our  state 
Our  palaces,  our  ladies,  and  our  pomp 
Of  equipage,  our  gardens,  and  our  sports, 
And  heard  our  music;  are  thy  idmple  firiends, 
Thy  simple  fare,  and  all  thy  plain  delights, 
As  dear  to  th^e  as  once'}  And  have  thy  joys 
Lost  nothing  by  comparison  with  oursl 
Rude  as  thou  art,  (for  we  returned  thee  rude 
And  ignorant,  except  of  outward  show) 
I  can  not  think  thee  yet  so  dull  of  heart 
And  spiritless,  as  never  to  regret 
Sweets  tasted  hero,  and  left  as  soon  as  kndwn. 
Methinks  I  see  thee  straying  on  the  beach, 
And  asking  of  th^  surge  that  bathes  thy  foot. 
If  ever  it  has  washed  our  distant  shore. 
I  see  thee  weep,  and  thine  are  honest  tean, 
A  patriot's  for  his  country :  thou  art  sad 
At  thought  of  her  foriom  and  abject  state. 
From  which  no  power  of  thine  can  nuse  her  up. 
Thus  Fancy  paints  thee,  and,  though  apt  to  err. 
Perhaps  errs  little,  when  she  paints  thee  thus. 
She  tdls  me-  too,  that  duly  every  mom 
Thou  climbest  the  mountain  top,  wiUi  eager  eye 
Exploring  fer  and  wide  the  watery  waste 
For  sight  of  ship  from  England.    Every  speck 
Seen  in  the  dim  horizon  turns  thee  pale 
With  con^ct  of  contending  hopes  and  fean. 
But  comes  at  last  the  dull  and  dusky  eve. 
And  sends  thee  to  thy  cabin,  well  prepared 
To  dream  all  night  of  what  the  day  denied. 
Ah&s !  expect  it  not    We  found  no  bait 
To  tempt  us  in  thy  country.    Doing  good, 
Disinterested  good,  is  not  6ur  trade. 
We  travel  far,  'tis  troe,  but  not  for  nought ; 
And  mu«t  be'bribed  to  compass  earth  again 
By  other  hopes  and  richer  fruits  than  yours. 

But  though  true  worth  and  virtue  in  the  mild 
And  genial  smI  of  cultivated  ttfo 
Thrive  most,  and  may  perhaps  thrive  only  there, 
Yet  not  in  cities  oft :  in  proud,  and  gay, 
And  gain  devoted  cities.    Thithw  flow. 
As  to  a  common  and  most  n(»aome  sewer. 
The  dregs  and  feculence  of  every  land. 
In  dties  Ibul  example  on  most  minds 
Begets  its  likeness.    Rank  abundance  breeds,^ 
In  gross  and  pampered  goes,  sloth,  and  lus^ 
And  wantonneas.  and  a^luttonous  excess. 
hi  clel<a  Vice  IS  bidden  with  most  easeT 


'OiDid. 


Of  seen  witn  least  reproach;  and  virtue,  taught 
By  ftWluent  lapse,  can  hope  no  triumph  there 
'Beyond  th*  achievements  of  euccessiul  fligbtT 
I  d<^  confSw  them  nursencs  ct  the  jjgjZ 
ftryiS^h  they  flonnan  most:  where,  m  the  beaisT 
(Jf  warm  encouragement,  and  in  the  eye 
Of  public  note,  they  reach  their  perfect  siz& 
Such  London  is,  by  taste  and  wealth  pimpJaimai? 
•l*Be  fairest  capital  of  aU  thewOTld,_ 
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Rv  riot  and  iaoontinenoe  the  wont. 
There,  touched  by  Reynolds,  a  duH  blank  beoomes 
A  lucid  mirror,  in  which  Nature  sees 
All  her  reflected  features.    Bacon  there 
Gives  mofe  than  female  beaoty  to  a  stone, 
And  Chatham's  eloquence  to  marble  lips. , 
Nor  does  the  chisel  occupy  alone 
The  powers  of  sculpture,  but  the  style  ai<  much, 
Each  province  of  her  art  her  equal  care. 
With  nice  incisoon  of  he^  guided  steel 
She  ploughs  a  brazen  field,  and  dothes  a  soil 
So  sterile  with  what  charms  soe'er  she  will, 
The  richest  scenery  and  the  loveliest  forms.       f 
Where  finds  Philosophy  her  eagle  eye,  \J^ 

With  which  she  gaxes  at  jronbtSning  disk      ^t 
Undazzled,  and  detects  and  counts  his  spots  1 
In  London. ,   Where  her  implements  exact, 
With  which  she  calculates,  computes,  anil  scans, 
All  distance,  motion,  magnitude,  and  now 
Measures  an  atom,  and  now  girds  a  world  ? 
in  London.    Where  has  commerce  such  a  martj 
So  rich,  80  thronged,  so  drained,  and  so  supplied, 
As  London — opulent,  enlarged,  and  still 
Increasing  London  1    Babylon  of  old 
Not  more  the  glory  of  the  earth  than  she, 
A  more  accomplished  world's  chief  gkuy  now. 

She  has  her  praise.    Now  mark  a  apot  or  two, 
That  so  much  beauty  would  do  well  to  purge ; 
And  show  this  queen  of  cities,  that  so  fidr 
May  yet  be  foul;  so  witty,  yet  not  wise. 
It  b  notseemly,  nor  of  good  report, 
That  she  is  alack  in  diacipUne ;  more  prompt    • 
T*  avenge  than  to  prevent  tne  breach  of  law 
TEiu  she  IS  ngia  m  denounidin|f  dSilG 
On  petty  robbers,  and  indulges  life 
And  hberty,  and  oft  times  honour  too,  • 
To  peculators  of  the  puMic  gokl : 
That  thieves  at  home  must  hang  \  hut  he,  that  puts, 


ntae,.gi^ 
rdraugl^^^ 
abound^P 
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T£e"^i^l^jDdian  provinces^  escajgg, 
Nor  is  it  well,  nor  can  it  come  to  good. 
That,  through  profane  and  infidel  oo^pipt 
Of  holy  writ,  she  has  presumed  t*  annul 
And  abrogate,  as  roundly  as  she  may,  * 

The  total  oirdinanoe  and  will  of  Grod* 
Advancing  Fashion  to  the  post  of  Truth, 
And  centring  all  authority  in  modes 
And  customs  of  her  own,  till  sabbath  rites 
Have  dwindled  into  unrespegtodformsj' 
.Andknen  and  hassocks  are  veD-nigh  divoraed. 
^  -      "   '•'  *    yuuiiBdfiihe.(own«' 


wonder  thrai  that  health  and  virtue,,  g 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  c 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  shouki  most  abound^ 
Lnd  least  be  threatened  in  the  fields  and  groves  t 

ye  therefi>rD,  ye  who,  borne  about 
n  chariots  and  sedans,  know  no  &tigue 
{ut  that  of  idleness,  and  taste  no  scenes 
]  {ut  such  as  art  contrives,  possess  ye  stffl 
Tour  element ;  there  only  can  ye  diine ; 
'  There  only  mhads  like  youn  can  do  no  harm. 
( )ur  groves  were  planted  to  console  at  noon 
he  pensive  wanderer  in  their  shades.    At  eve 
he  moonbeam,  diding  softly  in  between 
he  sleeping  leaves,  is  all  the  light  they  wah, 
Birds  waiblkig  all  the  music.    We  can  spare 
The  splendour  of  your  lamps ;  they  but  eclipse 
bur  softer  satellite.    Your  songs  oonfound 
Our  more  harmonious  notes;  the  thrush  departs 
Scared,  and  the  offended  nightingale  is  mute. 
There  is  a  public  mischisf  in  your  mirth; 
It  plagues  your  country.    Folly  such  as  yours, 
Graced  with  a  sword,  and  worthier  of  a  fim, 
Has  made,  what  enemies  could  ne'er  have  dime, 
Our  arch  of  empire,  steadfast  but  for  you, 
A  mutilated  structure,  soon  to  fall. 
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ARGUMENT. 

Reflections  sunested  by  the  conchurion  of  the  foriaer  book.— Peace  among  the  nadoiie  recommended,  on  the  gmind  of 
their  common  fellowship  in  sorrow.— Prodigies  ofiumerated.— Sicilian  Eaithquakes.— Man  rendeced  obnoxious  to  theas 
calaraitieff  by  sin.— Ood  the  affcm  in  them.— The  philonphy  that  stops  at  aocondary  causes  reproved.— Our  own  late  mi»^ 
carriages  accounted  for.— Satirical  notice  taken  of  our  trips  to  Fontainbloau.— But  the  pulpit,  nolaatize,  the  proper  engins 
of  reformation.- The  Reverend  Advcniser  of  engraved  sermons.— Petit-maitre  panon.— Tlie  good  preacher.— Picture  of  • 
theattical  clerical  coxcomb.— JSiory-iellciB  and  jesters  in  the  pulpit  reproved.- Apostrophe  to  popular  applause.- Relulen 
of  ancient  philosophy  expostulated  with.— ^m  of  the  whole  matter.— Eflects  of  sacenlotal  misrnanagement  on  the  laity.— 
Their  folly  and  extravagance.— Tlie  mischiefs  of  profusion.— Profusion  itself,  with  all  its  consequent  evili^  ascribeti,  as  to  ta 
prinripal  cause,  to  the  want  of  discipline  in  the  unlvenitiea 


O  FOR  a  lodge  in  some  vgist  wilderness, 
SoiQcBoiiJidlegd  contiguity  o^  shade, 
Wbfre  rumour  of  oppression  and  deceit. 


Of  unauccessful  or  succeaafiil  war. 

Might  never  reach  me  more.    My  ear  is  pained. 

My  soul  18  sick  with' eveiy  day's  report 
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.y 


it^'^^u 


Of  wrong  and  ovfroge  witH  which  ea^  Ib  filled 
Tbeie  is  no  flegh  in  map*B  obdmrftte  heait; 
VttSSYBit  tsA  lot  man:  the  ^atuTiJJjoad^. 
fW  tiTnt||^»jj|pnft  IB  afiVCTfi^  ^  thy  ^^ft^;^  , 

fiut  falls  asuiider  at  the  touch  of  fire. 
He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin , 
got  coloured  IifflTIIte  flWA;  and  ha^dtig  power 
T'  enfisvoe  the  wrong,  fisr  sQch  a  wo<hy  cause 
Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  his  lawful  prey. 
Lands  intersected  hy  a  narrow  frith 
Ahhor  each  other.    Mountains  interposed 
Mak««  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  else 
Like  kindred  drops  been  mingled  4nto  one. 
Thus  man  dyotcs  his  Igi^er,  anil  destroys; 
And,  worse  Sum  a]I7u>d  most  toi»  deplored 
As  human  nature's  hroadest,  foulest  blot, 
ChaivJum,,and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  his  sweat 
Wl£^s^p»,  that  mercy  with  (i  bleeding  heart 
Weeps  when  she  sees  inflicted  on*a  beast 
Then  what  is  man  1  And  what  man,  seeing  this, 
And  haying  human  feelings,  does' not  Uush, 
Aod  hax:^  his  head,  to  think  him^lf  a  mim  ? 
I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  ground, 
To  cany  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sk^ep. 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth 
,That  sinews  bo\ight  and  sold  hav!9  ever  earned. 
* ;  No:  dear  as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  heart's 
Just  estimation  prized  above  all  pHce, 
I  had  much  rathe;r  be  myself  the  sTave, 
And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fasten  them  wi  him. 
We  have  no  slaves  at  home— then  ^hy  abroad  1 
And  they  themselves  once  ferried  o'er  the  wave 
That  parts  us,  are  emancipate  and  loosed,  ^r  ,^. 
Slaves  can  not  breathe  in  England:  if  their  lungs 
Receive  our  air,  that  moment  they  ifire  free; 
They  touch  our  country,  and  their  shackles  fidl.  . 
Thaf  s  noble,  and  bespeaks  a  nation  protud 
And  jealous  of  the  blessing.    Spread  it  Chen, 
And  let  it  circulate  through  every  vain. 
Of  all  your  empire  *,  that,  where  Briton'js  power 
Is  felt,  mankind  may  feel  her  mercy  too. 
Sure  there  is  need  of  social  intercourqp, 
Benevolence,  and  peace,  and  mutual  aid, 
Between  the  nations  in  a  world,  that  se&ns 
To  toll  the  death  bell  of  its  own  deoeafte, 

Ani^  hj%  vyj^.nf  All  ifai  ftl<>ffy^^- 

To  preach  the  y^iuffai  ^^m*    Wnen 

winds 
Let  slip  vnth  such  a  warrant  to  destroy  1 
When  did  the  waves  so  haughtily  o'erleap 
Their  ancient  barriers,  deluging  the  dry  1 
Fires  from  beneath,  and  meteorst  from  above. 
Portentous,  unexampled,  unexplained. 
Have  kindk»l  beacons  in  the  skies ;  and  th'  old 
And  crazy  earth  has  had  her  shaking  fits 
More  frequent,  and  foregone  her  usual  rest. 
Is  it  a  time  to  wrangle,  when  the  props 


were  the 


And  pillars  of  our  pla 
And  Nature^  with  a  dim  atid  fdckly  eye 
To  wait  Che  close  of  all?  But  grant  here^d 
More  distant,  and  that  prophecy  demands 
A  longer  respite,  unaccomplished  yet;    * 
Stin  they  are  fix)wning  signals,  and  belipeak 
Displeasure  in  his  breast,  who  smites  ihe  earth 
Or  heals  it,  makes  it  languish  or  rejoice. 
And  'tis  but  seemly,  that,  where  all  ^^serve 
And  stand  exposed  by  common  peccaficy, 
To  what  no  few  have  felt,  there  should  be  peaoo, 
And  brethren  in  calamity  should  love^ 
Alas  for  Sicily!  rude  fragments  now 
Lie  scattered,  where  the  shapely  column  stood. 
Her  palaces  are  dusk    In  all  her  streets 
The  voice' of  singing  and  the  sprightly  chord 
Are  silent    Hevelry,  and  dance,  and  show, 
Suffer  a  syncope  and  a  solemn  pause; 
While  Qod  performs  upon  the  trembling  stage 
Of  his  ovm  works  his  dreadful  part  alone. . 
How  does  the  earth  receive  him  1— with  what  signs 
Of  gratulation  and  delight  her  kuig7 
Poors  she  not  all  her  choicest  firuits  abroad, 
Her  sweetest  flowers,  her  aromatic  gums. 
Disclosing  Paradiae  where'er  he  treads  1 
She  quakes  at  his  approach.    Her  hoBow  womb, 
Conceiving  thunders,  through  a  thousivnd  deeps 
And  fiery  caverns,  roars  beneath  his  foot 
The  hills  move  lightly,  and  the  mounfains  smoke, 
For  he  has  touched  them.    From  the  extremist 

point  * 

Of  elevation  down  into  the  abyss 
His  wrath  is  busy,  and  his  -frown  is  felt. 
The  rocks  fall. headlong,  and  the  valleys  rise. 
The  rivers  die  into  offensive  pools. 
And  charged  vtrith  putrid  verdure,  breathe  a  gross 
And  mortal  nuisance  into  all  the  air. 
What  solid  was,  by  trahsformation  strange, 
Grrows  fluid;  and  the  fixed  and  rooted  earth, 
Tormented  into  billowv,  heaves  and  swells, 
Or  with  vortig^ous  and  hideous  whirl 
Sucks  down  its  prey  insatiable.    Immense 
The  tumult  and  the  overthrow,  the  pangs 
And  agonies  of  human  and  of  brute 
Multitudes,  fugitive  on  every  side, 
And  fugitive  in  vaiti.    The  sylvan  scene 
Migrates  uplified :  and,  with  all  its  soil 
Alighting  in  fer  distant  fields,  finds  out 
A  new  possessor,  and  survives  the  change. 
Ocean  has  caught  the  frenzy,  and,  upwf ought 
To  an  enormous  and  o'erbearing  height 
Not  by  tk  mighty  wind,  but  by  that  voice. 
Which  winds  and  waves  obey,  invades  the  shor*» 
Resistless.    Never  such  a  sudden  flood, 
Upridged  so  high,  and  sent  on  such  a  charge, 
Possessed  an  inland  scene.  Where  now  the  tlirong. 
That  pressed  the  beach,  and,  hasty  to  depart. 


*  Ailndinir  to  tho  calamities  in  Jamaica.  /; 


r  AasaMl8|1783. 


*  Alluding  to  tlie  fog,  that  covered  boili  Europe  and  . 
.  during  the  whole  sonuner  of  1783. 
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Looked  to  the  sea  for  safety '{  They  axe  gone, 
Gone  with  the  refluent  wave  into  the  deep— 
A  prince  with  half  his  people !    Ancient  towen, 
And  roo^  embattled  high,  the  gloomy  ecenee, 
Where  beauty  oft  and  lettered  worth  consume 
life  in  the  unproductive  shades  of  death, 
Fall  prone :  the  pale  inhabitants  come  forth, 
And,  happy  in, their  unforeseen  release 
From  all  the*  rigours  of  restraint,  ei\joy 
The  terrors  of  the  day,  thatsets^them  firee. 
Who  then,  \hai  has  thee,  would  not  hold  thee  fast, 
Freedom  1  whom  they  that  lose  thee  so  regret, 
That  e'en  a  judgment,  making  way  f(Hr.thee, 
Seems  in  their  eyes  a  mercy  for  thy  sal^p. 

Such  evils  Sin  hath  wrought ;  and  s^ph  a  flame 
Kindled  in  Heaven,  that  it  bums  down  to  EUurth, 
And  in  the  furious  inquest  that  it  makes 
On  God's  behalf,  lays  wasto  his  fairest  works. 
The  very  elements,  though  each  be  meant 
The  minister  of  man,  to  serve  his  wants, 
Conspbne  against  him.    With  his  breath  he  draws 
A  plague  into  his  blood ;  and  can  not  use 
Life's  necessary  means,  but  he  must  die. 
Storms  rise  t'  o'erwhelm  him :  or,  if  stormy  winds 
Rise  not,  the  waters  of  the  deep  shall  rise, 
And,  needing  none  aanstance  of  the  storm. 
Shall  roll  themselves  ashore,  and  reach  him  there. 
The  earth  shall  shake  him  out  of  all  his  holds, 
Or  make  his  house  his  grave ;  nor  so  content, 
Shall  counterfeit  the  motions  of  the  flood. 
And  drown  him  in  her  dry  and  dusty  gul&. 
What  then !— ^were  they  tiie  wicked  above  all, 
And  we  the  righteous,  whose  fast  anchored  isle 
Moved  not,  while  theirs  was  rocked,  like  a  light 

skiff. 
The  sport  of  every  wave  7    No :  none  are  clear. 
And  none  than  we  more  guilty.    But,  where  all 
Stand  chargeable  with  guil^  an^  to  the  shafts 
Of  wrath  obnoxious,  God  may  choose  his  mark : 
May  punish,  if  he  please,  the  less,  to  warn 
The  more  malignant    If  he  spared  not  them, 
Tremble  and  be  amazed  at  thine  escape. 
Far  guiltier  England,  lest  he  spare  not  thee  7 

Happy  the  man,  who  sees  a  God  employed 
In  all  the  good  and  ill  that  checker  life  I 
Resolving  all  events,  with  their  efiects 
And  maniibld  results,  into  the  wil^ 
And  arbitration  wise  of  the  Supreme. 
Did  not  his  eye  rule  all  things,  and  intend 
"yhe  least  of  our  concerns  (since  from  the  least 
The  greatest  oft  originate ;)  could  chance 
Find  place  in  his  dominion,  or  dispose 
One  lawless  partigte  to  thwartlgfl'plah; 
Tlveii  Uod  migbt  be  surprised,  and  un&ireseen 
Contingcnce  might  alarm  him,  and  disturb 
The  smooth  and  equal  course  of  his  affairs. 
This  truth  Philosophy,  though  eagle-eyed 
In  nature's  t'^ndendes,  oft  overlooks ; 
And,  having  found  his  instrument,  foigets, 


Or  disregards,  or,  more  presumptuoiis  still, 
Denies  the  power  that  wields  it.    Grod  prodainn 
His  hot  displeasuTft  »g«^i»«*  MlfllTr^'", 
Thai  BVe  an  atheist  lifei  invdvea  the  peaVen 
IgtBHlPSbijmits  his  grasp  upon  the  winds. 
And  gives  them  all  their  fbxy ;  bids  a  plague 
l^indle  a'fieiy  bile  upon  the  skin. 
And  putrefy  the  breath  of  blooming  Health. 
He  galls  for  Famine,  and  the  meagre  fiend 
Blows  mildew  ^ml)etween  his  shrivelled  lipe, 
And  taints  the  golden  ear.    He  springs  his  mines^ 
And  desoktes  a' nation  at  a  blast. 
Fqgth  steps  the  spruce  philosopher,  and  tells 
■Ut  ftomogcneal  and  discordant  gprmi^s 
Ana  prmciples;  of  causes,  how  they  work 
By  HBuaisary  laws  thetr  sure  effects; 
Ofaction  and  re-action:  he  has  found 
The  source  of  the  disease,  that  nature  feels. 
And  bids  the  world  take  heart  and  banish  foar. 
Thou  fool!  will  thy  discovery  of  the  cause 
Suspend  th'  eflfect,  or  heal  iti  Has  not  Goj 
Still  WKlighi  by  means  smoe  £am  he  in>*'    iha 

*     worldj  '7 

And'$?he  not  of  old  employ  his  means 
To  drowh  it?    What  is  his  creation  Idss 
Than  a  capacious  reservoir  of  means 
Formed  for  his  use,  and  ready  at  Jhis  willl 
Go,  dress  thine  eye  with  eye-salve;  ask  qf  him,  . 
Or  ask  of  whomsoever  he  has  taiyht;  -^^<y^?  ^ 
Alld  leaiii.  tlniuvU  lat^,  the  genuine  cause  of  all 


,  with  all  thy  faults.  I  lovel 
My'^SCHBry !  and  while  yet  a  nook  is  left, 
^herehlnglish  minds  and  manners  may  be  found, 
Shall  be  constrained  to  love  thee.  Though  thy  dime 
Be  iSckle,  and  thy  year  most  part  deformed 
With  dripping  rains,  or  withered  by  a  frost, 
I  would  not  yet  exchange  thy  sullen  skies, 
And  fields  without  a  flower,  for  warmer  France 
With  all  her  vines;  nor  for  Ausonia's  groves 
Of  golden  fruitage,  and  her  myrtle  bowers. 
To  shake  thy  senate,  and  from  heights  sublime 
Of  patriot  eloquence  to  flash  down  fire 
Upon  thy  foes,  was  never  meant  my  task: 
But  I  can  feel  thy  fortunes,  and  partake 
Thy  joys  and  sorrows,  with  as  true  a  heart 
As  any  thunderor  there.    And  I  can  feel 
Thy  follies  too;  and  with  a  just  dis9ain 
t^'wn  at  etfemlhatwi,  whose  veiy  looks 
Reflect  dishonour  on  the  land  I  love. 
How,  in  the  name  of  soldiership  and  sense, 
Should  England  prosper,  when  such  things,  as 

smooth 

And  tender  as  a  girl,  all  essenced  o'er 
With  odours,  and  as  profligate  as  sweet; 
Who  sell  thdr  laurel  for  a  myrtle  wreath, 
And  love  when  they  shouki  fight;  when  such  as 

these 

Presume  to  lay  their  hands  \spon  the  ark 
Of  her  magnificent  and  awful  causel 
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Time  was  when  it  was  praise  and  boast  enough 

In  every  dime,  and  travel  where  we  might, 

That  we  were  bom  her  children^    Praise  enough 

To  fill  th'  ambition  of  a  private  man, 

That  CluSham*8  language  was  his  mother  tongue, 

And  Wolfe  V  great  name  compatriot  with  his  own. 

FareweQ  those  honouzs,  and  fine  well  with  them  ^ 

The  kiope  of  such  hereafter !  They  have  fidlen 

Each  in  hitf  field  of  glory ;  one  in  anns, 

And  one  in  coundl-- Wolfe  upon  the  lap 

Of  smiling  Victory  that  moment  won, 

And  Chatham  heait-sick  of  his  country's  shamel 

They  made  us  many  addiers.    Chat^im^  still 

Consulting  England's  happiness  at^ome, 

Secured  it  by  an  unfergiving  fipown, 

If  any  wronged  her.    Wolfe^whiere'er  he  fi)«ght, 

Put  so  much  of  his  heart  mto  his  act, 

That  his  example  had  a  magnet's  force, 

And  aD  were  swift  to  fellow  whom  all  loved. 

Those  sons  are  set.    Q  rise  some  other  such  I 

Or  all  that  we  have  left  is  empty  talk 

Of  old  achievements,  and  despair  of  new. 

Now  hoist  the  sail,  and  let  the  streamers  float 
Upon  the  wanton  breezes.    Strew  the  deck 
With  lavender,  and  sprinkle  liquid  sweets, 
That  no  rude  savour  maritime  invade 
The  nose  of  nice  nobifity !    Breathe  soft 
Te  clarionets,  and  softer  sdll  ye  flutes; 
That  winds  and  waters,  lulled  by  magic  sounds. 
May  bear  us  smoothly  to  the  Gallic  shore! 
True ;  we  have  lost  an  empire— let  it  pass.     ^ 
True;  we  may  thank  the  perfidy  of  France,^ 
That  pic)^**^  ^^'^  i*^el  out  of  fcngland!g_gaiHn» 
With  all  the  cunning  of  an-  envious  shiew. 
And  kt^that  pass— 'twas  but  a  trick  of  state 
A  bmve  man  knows  no  maKce.  but  at  once 


FoigetB 

Andgi^ 


peace  the  injuries  of  war, 
^^r^lM  Hii^  fift  n  frieniJTcmbrace. 


AfHSTsEuned  as  we  have  been,  to  th'  very  beard 
Braved  and  defied,  and  in  our  ovm  sea  proved 
Too  weak  for  those  decisive  blows,  that  once 
Ensured  us  mastery  there,  we  yet  retain 
Some  small  pre-eminence;  we  justly  boast 
At  least  superior  jockeyship,  and  claim 
The  honours  of  the  turf  as  all  our  own! 
Go  then,  well  worthy  of  the  praise  ye  seek. 
And  show  the  shame,  ye  might  conceal  at  home. 
In  foreign  eyes! — Be  grooms  and  win  the  plate, 
Where  once  your  noble  fathers  won  a  crown!— 
'TIS  generous  to  communicate  your  skill 
To  those  that  need  it    Folly  is  soon  leamedj^ 
And  mder  such  preceptors  who  can  feilt  >^^y 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  poetic  pains,        a 
Which  only  poets  know.    The  shifts  and  turiis, 
Th'  expedients  and  inventions  multiform, 
To  whkh  the  mind  resorts,  in  chase  of  terms 
Though  apt,  yet  coy,  and  difficult  to  win— 
T'  arrest  the  fleeting  images,  that  fill 
The  minor  i^themiikL  and  hold  them  fast, 


And  feroe  them  sit  till  he  has  pencilled  off 

A  feithftd  fikeness  of  the  fenns  he  views; 

Then  to  dispose  his  copies  with  such  art, 

That  each  may  find  its  most  propitions  light. 

And  shine  by  situation,  hardly  less 

Than  by  the  labour  and  the  sloil  it  cost; 

Are  occupations  of  the  poet's  mind 

So  pleasing,  and  that  sttel  away  the  thought 

With  such  address  firom  themes  of  sad  impo^ 

That,  lost  in  his  own  musings,  happy  man! 

He  fiselsth'  aiudeties  of  life,  denied 

Their  wonted  entertalimaent,  all  retire. 

Such  joys  has  he  that  sings.    But  ah!  not  such, 

Or  seldom  such,  the  hearers  of  his  song. 

Fastidious,  or  else  listless,  or  perhaps 

Aware  of  nothing  arduous  in  a  task 

They  never  undertook,  they  Uttle  note 

His  dangers  or  escapes,  and  haply  find 

Their  lea^t  amusement  where  he  found  the  most 

But  is  amusement  all]    Studious  of  song, 

And  yet  ambitious  not  to  sing  in  vain, 

1  would  not  trifle  merely,  though  the  world 

Be  kmdest  in  their  praise,  who  do  no  more. 

Yet  what  can  satire,  whether  grave  or  gay  1 

It  may  correct  a  foibie,  may  chastise 

The  fireaks  of  feshion,  regulate  the  drees, 

Retrench  a  sword-blade,  or  displace  a  patch; 

But  where  are  its  suhlimer  trophies  found  1 

What  vice  has  it  subdued  1  whose  heart  reclaimed 

By  rigour,  or  whom  laughed  into  reform  1 

Alas!  Leviathanis  not  so  tamed; 

Laughed  at  he  laughs  again;  and  stricken  hard, 

Turns  to  his  stroke  his  adamantine,  scales, 

That  fear  no  disc^Iine  of  human  hand&^ 

The  pulpit,  therefore,  (and  I  name  it  filled 
With  solemn  awe,  that  bids  me  well  beware 
With  what  intent  I  touch  that  holy  thing)— 
The  pulpit  (When  the  satirist  has  at  last, 
Strutting  and  yapouxing  in  an  empty  school, 
Spent  all  his  force  and  noade  no  proselyte)— 
I  say  the  pulpit  (in  the  sober  use 
Of  its  legtthnate,  peculiar  powers) 
Must  stand  acknowledged,  while  the  world  shall 

stand, 
The  most  important  and  efl^ual  guard, 
Support,  and  ornament  of  Virtue's  cause. 
There  stands  the  messenger  of  truth :  there  stcndi 
The  legate  of  the  skies ! — ^His  theme  di  vme, 
His  ofl&se  sacrsd,  his  credentials  clear. 
By  him  the  violated  law  speaks  out 
Its  thunders;  and  by  him  in  strains  as  sweet 
As  angels  use,  the  Gospel  whispers  peace. 
He  establishes  the  strong,  restores  the  weak, 
Reclaims  the  waxiderer,  binds  the  broken  heart, 
And,  armed  himself  in  panoply  complete 
Of  heavenly  temper,  furnishes  with  arms 
Bright  as  his  own,  and  trains,  by  every  rule 
Of  hdy  diseiplinft  to  glorious  war, 
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The  saoramental  boflt  of  God's  elect  1 
Are  all  s^ch  teacbeiB  1 — ^wouldto  Heaven  all  were! 
B  ut  hark— thedoct^s  vcnce !— fast  wedged  between 
Two  empirics  be  stands,  and  with  swoln  cheeks 
Inspires  the  news,  his  trumps-.    Keener  fiir 
^Than  all  inyective  '»  his  b<^d  harangoe. 
While  through  that  public  organ  of  report 
He  hails  the  der^y ;  and,  defying  shaine, 
Announces  to  tbe  wo^  his  own  and  theirs ! 
He  teaches  those  to  lead,  whom  schools  disBUflsed, 
And  colleges,  untaught;  sells  accent,  tone, 
And  emphasis  in  score,  and  gives  to  prayer 
The  adagio  and  andante  it  demands. 
He  grinds  divinity  of  other  days 
Down  into  modem  use;  trandbrms  old  print 
To  zigzag  manuscript,  and  cheats  tbe  eyes 
Of  gallery  cxitics  by  a  thousand  arts. 
Are  there  who  purchase  of  the  doctor's  ware  1 
O,  name  it  not  in  Qath !— it  can  not  be, 
That  grave  and  learned  clerks  should  need  such  aid. 
He  doubtless  is  in  sport,  and  does  but  droll. 
Assuming  thus  a  rank  unknown  belbr»-* 
Grand  caterer  and  dry-nurse  of  the  church  I 

I  venerate  the  man,  whose  heart  is  warm, 
Whose  hands  are  pure,  whose  doctrine  and  whose 

life, 
Coincident,  exhibit  lucid  proof 
That  he  is  honest  in  the  sacred  cause, 
To  such  I  render  more  than  mere  respect, 
Whose  acdons  s^y,  that  they  sespect  them0elve8, 
But  loose  in  morals,  and  in  manners  vain. 
In  conversation  firivolous,Jn  dtess 
Extreme,  at  once  rapacious  and  profuse; 
Frequent  In  park  with  lady  at  his  side, 
Ambling  and  prattling  scandal  as  he.goes ; 
But  rare  at  home,  and  never  at  his  books. 
Or  with  his  pen,  save  when  he  scrawls  a  card; 
Constant  at  routs,  familiar  with  a  round 
Of  ladyships,  a  stranger  to  the  poor; 
Ambitious  of  preferment  for  i|B  gold, 
And  well-prepared,  by  ignorance  and  sktii. 
By  infidelity  and  love  of  world. 
To  make  God's  work  a -sinecure;  a  slave 
To  his  own  pleasures  and  his  patron's  pride; 
From  such  apostles,  O  ye  mitred  heads, 
Preserve  the  church  I  and  lay  not  cazeleas  hands 
On  scuUs,  that  can  not  teach,  and  will  not  learot 

Would  I  describe  a  preacher,  such  «(  Paul, 
Were  he  on  earth,  would  hear,  approve,  and  own, 
Paul  should  himself  direct  mo,    I  would  trace 
f  lis  master-strokes,  and  draw  from  his  design* 
I  would  express  him  simple,  grave,  sincere ; 
In  doctrine  uncorrupt;  in  language  plain, 
And  plain  in  manner ;  decent,  solemn,  chaste, 
And  natural  in  gesture;  much  impressed 
Himself,  as  conscious  of  his  awM  cluuge. 
And  aiixious  mainly  that  the  flock  he  feeds 
Mayfeelittoo;  affiKtionate  in  look, 
And  tender  in  address,  as  well  becomes 


A  messenger  of  gxsioe  jto  guilty  pen. 
Behold  the  picture !-  -^Is  it  like  1— Like  wnomt 
7be  things  thai  mount  the  lostrum  with  a  skip, 
cAnd  then  skip  down  again ;  pmnoonoe  a  text; 
tCry — ^hem;  and  readii^  what  they  never  wrote^ 
Just  fifteen  roJAntes,  huddle  up  their  work, 
^Lnd  with  a  ^well-fared  whisper  dose  the  scenet 
^  In  man  or  woman,  but  far  most  in  man, 
And  most  of  all  in  nuui  that  nynisteis 
And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soiil  I  loathe 
AH  affectation.    'Tis  my  perfect  scotn  j 
Object  of  my  impbtcaUe  disgust 
WliatI — will  a  men  play  tricks,  will  he  indulge 
A  silly  fond  conceit  of  his  fair  form, 
And  just  proportion,  feshionable  mien, 
And  pretty  feoe,  in  presence  of  his  Godi 
Or  will  he  seek  to  dazde  me  with  tropes, 
As  with  the  diamond  on  his  lily  hand. 
And  play  his  brilliant  parts  before  my  eyes, 
When  I  am  hungry  fer  the  bread  of  life? 
He  mocks  his  Maker,  prostitutes  and  shames 
His  noble  office,  and,  instead  of  truth. 
Displaying  his  own  beauty,  starves  his  floek* 
Therefore  avaunt  all  attitude,  and  stare, 
And  start  theatric,  praotiaed  at  the  glass! 
I  seek  divine  sinqilicity  in  him, 
Who  handles  things  divine ;  and  all  besides, 
Though  learned  with  labour,  and  though  miudi  ad- 
mired 

By  carious  eyes  and  judgments  iU-infermed, 
To  me  is  odious  ae  the  nasal  twang 
Ham  at  conventicle,  where  worthy  men, 
Misled  by  custom,  strain  celestial  themes 
Through  the  pressed  nostril,  spectacle  bestrid. 
Some  decent  in  demeanour  while  they  preach, 
That  task  perfooned,  reUpee  into  themselves ; 
And  having  spoken  wisely,  at  the  close 
Grrow  wanton,  and  give  proof  to  every  eye. 
Whoe'er  was  edified,  themselves  were  not  I 
Forth  comes  the  pocket  minor— First  we  stroke 
An  eyebrow ;  next  coo^kmc  a  straggling  lock ; 
Then  with,  an  air  moot  gracefully  peribrmed. 
Fall  back  into  our  seat,  extend  an  aim. 
And  lay  it  at  its  ease  with  gentle  care. 
With  handkerchief  in  hand  depending  low: 
The  better  hand  more  busy  gives  the  noas 
Its  bergamot,  or  aids  the  indebted  eye 
With  opera  glass,  to  watch  the  moving  scene, 
And  recognise  the  slow-retiring  fair. — 
Now  this  is  fulsome,  and  ofifends  me  more 
Than  in  a  churchman  sbvenly  neglect 
And  rustic  coarseness  would.    A  heavenly  mind 
May  be  indifEorent  to  her  house  of  clay, 
And  slight  the  hovel  as  beneath  her  care ;  v 
But  how  a  body  so  fantastic,  tiim,\  .  >«  *  - 
And  quaint,  in  its  deportment  and  i^tire, 
Can  lodge  a  heavenly  mind — demands  a  doubt. 

He,  that  negotiates  between  God  and  man, 
As  God's  ambassador,  the  grand  concerns 
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Of  jBdgtiemt  tmdcimoHfi ghonld b^wro  / 
OflwblBWflihiiqMAdk    'TkpllIM 
Tb  eomt «  grin,  wImbb  yoQ  11100111  woo  A  iod ; 
To  teak  a  jeit»  friMi  fjtf  iroidd  iiif|ii« 
PftdiietieezfaoiUtian;  and  t*  a^diaii 
The  flkittiBh  &ncy  ^th  facetioiis  talei, 
WIka  flont  wMi  God^omiiuMioB  to  tfaft  hMU*  t 
So  ^  not  PanL    BmgI  bib  to  a  qoip 
Or  mmy  tnxn  in  all  no  efofwiotV)* 
And  I  oonaent  yimtake  kfor  yoortoxt, 
Toor  only  ona,  til  adn  and  bracliM  ft^. 
No:  he  was  Kiiaaa  ill  a'  ttrioos  oanw, 
And  nndentood  too  wall  tfae'Wtei^ity  tenM, 
That  he  haid  taken  in  duog^    Hewooldaotttoop 
To  conqneBT  thuw  fay  jocnlar  exploito, 
Whoib  trath  and  aobeoMB  aaaailed  in  nia. 

O  Popular  Applsan  I  what  heart  of  man 
111  piDof  against  tlrf  aweet  aadodng  chanDflY 
The  wisest  and  the  best  feel  urgent  need 
Of  all  their  cankiatt  in  thy  gandast  galsaf 
Bat  OTPalled  into  a  goat— Who  then,  alas! 
With  all  fait  taamm  aet,  and  inexpert, 
And  tlMielbio  haedleaa,  can  withstand  thy  powarl 
Praise  fiom  the  rivdled  lips  of  toothleaa,  bald 
Deciepdtnde,  and  in  the  lodks  of  lean 
And  ciaving  Powrty,  and  in  the  bow 
Reapeetfiil  of  the  smutohed  artifieear, 
la  oft  too  wekome,  and  may  mueh  cBstvnb 
The  biM  of  the  purpose.    How  nxucfa  mora, 
Poured  forth  by  besut;^  splenfid  and  potttei 
In  language  aoft  as  AdomliDn  breathes  1 
Ah  spare  your  idol!  thmk  hhn  hmnan  stttl 
Chaiins  he  may  have,  but  he  has  findhiM  tool 
Deto  not  too  much,  nor  spofl  what  ye  admiie. 

All  troth  la  ftom  the  aempiterBal  aoune 
Of  hgfat  divine.    But  Egypt,  Oreeea  and  Roma, 
Drew  from  the  atraam  below.    More  frvonied  we 
Drink,  when  we  chooae  it,  at  the  inmtain  head. 
To  them  it  flowed  mueh  mingled  and  defiled 
With  huitfiil  error,  prejudioe  and  draama 
niuaive  of  pfailoaopby,  so  called, 
But  ialsely.    8i^  after  aagea  stiove 
In  vain  to  filter  off  a  crystal  draught 
Pure  fiom  the  leea,  whidi  often  mom  enhanoad 
The  thixst  than  abked  it,  and  not  seldom  bred 
Intoodcation  and  delirium  wild. 
In  vain  they  poabed  inquiiy  to  the  birth 
And  spring  time  of  the  world;  aaked^  Whende  is 

mani 
Why  formed  at  alii  and  wherefore  as  he  isl 
Where  must  he  find  his  Makerl  with  what  ritea 
Adore  himt  Will  he  hear,  accept,  and  bieaal 
Or  doea  he  ait  regardless  of  hit  worlcsl 
Has  man  within  bim  an  inmiortal  seed? 
Or  does  the  tomb  take  alii  Ifhesorrive 
His  ashea,  wherel  and  in  what  woal  or  wol 
Knots  worthy  of  solntion,  which  alane 
A  Deity  obuM  sohv.    Their  answers,  vague 
And  all  at  random,  fidwlous  and  dark, 
e  2 


Left  them  as  dark  Aomsehas.    Tharndeadrfift, 

Defeetifa  oikfl  miaanelioBed,  proved  too  vi^sak 

To  Mnd  Uie  raring  appoiile,  and  lead 

Blind  nature  to  a  God  not  yet  revealed. 

'Tib  Revehtfioir  iafafieraH  doubts, 

Bzpiahis  aB  mysteries,  ezioept  her  own, 

And  so  illuminates  the  path  of  life. 

That  feek  ^Bsoover  it,  and  stniy  no  more. 

Now  tell  me,  dignified  and  eapient  or, 

My  man  of  momhi,  nurtured  in  the  ahadlBa 

Of  Academus^is  this  fidse  or  truel 

Is  Christ  the  abler  teacher,  or  ^e  sehoob  1 

If  Christ,  then  why  resort  at  every  turn 

To  Athens  or  to  Rome,  for  vrisdom  short 

Of  man's  oecaoons,  when  in  him  reside 

Ghrace,  knowledge,  oomfett— an  unftthomed  storel 

How  oft,  when  Paul  has  served  us  vrith  a  text, 

Has  Epictelus,  Phtto,  TuUy,  preached! 

Men  that,  if  now  alive,  would  at  eonteift 

And  htnMe  learners  of  a  Saviour's  worth, 

Preach  it  who  might.    Sudi  was  their  love  of 

truth. 
Their  thimt  of  knowledge,  and  th^  candour  too ! 

And  thus  it  is^The  paator,  dither  Tain 
By  nature,  or  by  flattery  made  so/  taught 
To  gaze  at  his  own  splendoor,  and  t'  exalt 
Absurdly,  not  his  office,  but  himself; 
Or  uneiiyghtened,  and  too  proud  to  learn; 
Or  vicious,  and  not  therefbre  apt  to  teach; 
Perverting  often  by  the  streas  of  lewd 
And  looae  example,  whom  he  should  instruct 
Exposes,  and  holds  up  tobroad  disgrace 
The  noblest  fundion,  and  discredits  much 
The  brightest  traths  that  man  has  ever  seetL 
For  ghostly  counsel;  if  it  either  M 
Below  the  eodgenoe,  or  be  not  backed 
With  show  of  love,  at  least  Vith  hopefid  proof 
Of  some  sfaMority  on  the  giver's  part; 
Or  be  dishononrtd  in  th'  exterior  form 
And  mode  of  its  conveyance  by  such  tikks 
As  move  derision,  or  byfoppii^  ain 
And  histifonic  mummery,  that  let  dowu 
The  pulpit  to  the  level  of  the  stage; 
Drops  from  the  lips  a  disregaided  thing. 
The  weak  perhaps  are  moved,  but  are  not  taught, 
While  prejudice  in  man  of  stronger  minds 
Takes  deeper  root,  confirmed  by  What  they  see. 
A  rehixation  of  religion's  hold    - 
Upon  the  roving  and  untutorad  heart. 
Soon  folkms,  and,  the  curb  of  conscience  snapped, 
The  laity  run  vrild— But  do  they  nowl 
Note  tb^  exmvaganoe,  and  be  convinced. 

As  nations,  ignorant  of  God,  contrive 
A  wooden  one;  so  we,  no  longer  taught 
By  moniton  that  mother  chureh  suppfies, 
Now  make  our  own.  Posterity  will  ask 
(If  e'er  poaterity  aee  verse  of  mine) 
Some  fifty  or  a  hundred  lustrum  hence. 
What  was  a  moidtor  to  George's  daysl 
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My^eiy  gentle  reader,,  yet  unboin, 

Of  whoa  I  needa  most  augor  better  thinga. 

Smoe  Heaiven  ^would  sure  grow  wear?  of  a  wodd 

Productive  only  of  a  raee  like  oun, 

A  monitor  is  wood-^plank  ahaven  thin. 

We  wear  it  at  our  backs.    There,  cldeely  bnced 

And  neatly  fitted,  it  conpresBes  hard 

The  pfFomiiient  tcod  most  umoghtly  bones, 

And  binds  the  sboulden  flat    We  prove  its  use 

Sovereign  and  moet  effectual  to  secure 

A  form,  not  now  gymnastic  as  of  yore, 

From  rickets  and  distortion,  else  our  lot 

But  thus  admonished,  we  can  walk  erect — 

One  proof  at  least  of  manhood!  while  the  fiiend 

Sticks  close,  a  Mentor  worthy  of  his  charge. 

Our  habits,  costlier  than  Lucullus  wore, 

And  by  caprice  as  multiplied  as  his, 

Just  please  us  while  the  fashioi^  is  at  full, 

But  change  with  every  moon.    The  sycofthant. 

Who  wai^  to  dress  us,  arHtrates  their  datej 

Surveys  his  fair  reversion  with  keen  eye; 

Finds  one  ill  made,  another  obsolete. 

This  fits  not  nicely,  that  is  ill  conceived; 

And,  making  prize  of' all  that  he  condemns, 

With  our  expenditure  defirays  bis  own. 

Variet/s  the  very  sfoce  of  life,-^  '— 

That  gives  it  all  its  flavour.    We  have  run 

Through  every  change,  that  Fancy,  at  the  loom 

Exhausted,  has  had  genius  to  supply; 

And  studious  of  mutation  still,  discard 

A  real  elegance,  a  little  uaed„ 

For  monstrous  novelty,  and  strange  disguise. 

We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  household  joys 

And  com&rt  cease.    Dross  drains  our  cellar  dry. 

And  keeps  our  larder  lean;  puts  out  our  fires ; 

And  introduces  hunger,  firoet,  and  wc, 

Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 

What  man  that  lives,  imd  that  knows  how  to  hve, 

Would  fail  t'  exhibit  at  the  public  riiows 

A  form  as  splendid  as  the  proudest  ibere, 

Though  appetite  raise  outcries  at  the  oosti 

A  man  o'  tb'  town  dines  latc,  but  soon  enough 

With  reasonable  forecast  and  despatch, 

T'  ensure  a  side-box  station  at  half-price. 

You  think,  perhaps,  so  delicate  his 

His  daily  fare  as  delicate.    Alas! 

He  picks  dean  teeth,  and  busy  as  he 

With  an  old  tavern  quill,  is  hungry  yet! 

The  rout  is  Folly's  circle,  which  he  draws 

With  magic  wand.    So  potent  is  the  spell, 

I'hat  none,  decoyed  into  that  fiital  ri^ig, 

Unless  by  Heaven's  peculiar  grace,  escape. 

There  we  grow  eariy  gray,  but  never  wise; 

There  form  connexions,  but  acquire  nofirieud; 

Solicit  pleasure  hopeless  of  success ; 

Waste  youth  in  occupations  only  fit 

For  second  childhood,  and  devote  old  age 

To  sports,  which  only  childhood  could  excuse; 

Theie  they  are  hap^est,  who  dissamblp  best 


Their  weaooess;  and  they  the  most  (vlile,  ' 

Who  squander  tiote  and  treasure  with  ft  flank, 
Though  at  their  own  destEncdon.    8I10  that  asks      \ 
Her  dear  &?e  hundred  fiends  contemns  tham  all, 
And  hates  their  coming.    Th^  (what  can  they 

lessl) 

Make  just  rqncisals;  and,  with  cringe  and  shnig^ 
And  bow  obsequious,  hide  their  hate  of  her. 
All  catch  the  fi^ni^,  downward  fiom  her  fnMe, 
Whose  flambeaux  flash  against  the  morning  lidei^ 
And  gild  our  chamber  ceiling  as  they  pasB^ 
To  her,  who,  frugal  on^  that  her  thrift 
May  feed  excesses  she  can  iU  afford, 
Is  hackneyed  home  unlackeyed;  who,  in  haste 
Alighting,  tunis  the  key  in  her  own  door, 
And,  at  the  watchman's  lantern  bonowing  lig^  \ 
Finds  a  cold  bed  her  only  comfort  left. 
Wives  b^^^  husbands^  husbands  starve  tb  Ir 

wives. 
On  Fortune's  velvet  altar  offering  up 
Their  last  poor  pittance. — ^Fortune,  most  severe 
Of  Goddesses  yet  known,  and  costlier  fer 
Than  all,  that  held  theb  routs  in  Juno's  heaven.  • 
So  fiire  we  in  this  prison-house  the  Worid; 
And  'tis  afearful  spectai^  to  see 
So  many  maniacs  dandng  in  their  chains. 
They  gaze  upon  the  links,  that  hold  them  frst, 
WiUi  eyes  of  anguish,  execrate  tfaebr  lot. 
Then  shake  them  in  despair,  and  dance  againi 

Now  basket  up  the  femily  of  plagues, 
That  wastes  our  vitals;  peralation,  sale 
Oflonour,  perjury,  conruption,  firands 
By  forgeiy,  by  subterfuge  of  law. 
By  tricks  and  lies  as  numerous  and  as  keen 
As  the  neoeseities  their  authors  feel; 
Then  cast  them,  closely  bundled,  every  brat 
At  the  right  door.    Profusion  is  the  sire. 
Profusbn  unrestrained,  with  all  that's  base 
In  character,  has  littered  all  the  land, 
And  bred,  withbi  the  memory  of  no  few, 
A  priesthood,  such  as  Baal's  was  of  old, 
A  people,  such  as  never  vras  till  now.. 
It  is  a  hmigry  vice: — ^it  eats  up  all 
That  gives  society  its  beauty,  strength, 
Ccnvenience,  and  security,  and  use : 
Makes  men  mere  vermin,  worthy  to  be  trapped 
And  gibbeted,  as  fest  as  catchpole  daws 
Can  seize  the  slippdry  prey:  unties  the  knot 
Of  union,  and  converts  the  sacred  band. 
That  holds  mankind  together,  to  a  scourge. 
Profusion,  deluging  a  state  with  lusts 
Of  grossest  nature  and  of  wont  effects. 
Prepares  it  ix  its  ndn:  hardens, blinds. 
And  warps  the  consciences  of  puUic  men. 
Till  they  can  laugh  at  Virtue;  mock  the  fools 
That  trust  them ;  and  in  the  end  disclose  a  £ioe^ 
That  would  have  shocked  Creddlity  heraelf. 
Unmasked,  vouchsafing  their  sole  excuse-^ 
Since  aU  alike  are  selfish,  why  not  tfaey  1 
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This  does  Profusion,  and  the  accursed  causa 
Ot  such  deep  mischief  has  itself  a  cause. 

In  colleges  and  halls  in  ancient  days, 
When  learning,  virtue,  piety  and  truth, 
Were  precious,  an^  inculcated  with  care, 
There  dwelt  a  sage  called  Discipline.  His  head, 
N&t  yet  by  time  completely  silvered  o'er, 
Bespoke  him  past  the  bounds  of  fireakish  youth, 
But  strong  ibr  service  still,  and  unimpaired. 
His  eye  was  meek  and  gentle,  and  a  smile 
Played  on  his  tips;  and  in  his  speech  was  heard 
Paternal  sweetness,  dignity  and  love. 
The  occupation  dearest  to  his  heart 
Was  to  encourage  goodness.    He  would  stroke 
The  head  of  modest  and  ingenuous  worth, 
That  blushed  at  its  own  praise;  and  press  the 

youth 
Ckise  to  his  side,  that  pleased  him.    Learning 

grew 
Beneath  his  care  a  thriving  vigorous  plant; 
The  mind  was  well  informed,  the  passions  held 
Subordinate,  and  ditigence  was  choice. 
If  e'er  it  chanced,  as  sometimes  chance  it  most. 
That  one  among  so  many  overleaped 
The  limits  of  control,  his  gentle  eye 
Griew  stem,  and  darted  a  severe  rebuke : 
Wa  frown  wa^  fiill  of  terror,  and  his  voice 
Shook  the  delinquent  with  such  fits  of  awe, 
As  teft  him  not,  till  penitence  had  won 
IjoA  favour  bedi  again,  and  ckwed  the  breach. 
But  Discipline,  a  fidthfbl  servant  k>ng; 
Declined  at  length  into  the  vale  of  years: 
A  paby  struck  his  arm;  his  sparkUng  eye 
Was  quenched  in  rheums  of  age ;  Us  vcnce  un- 
strung, 
Grrew  tiemubos,  and  drew  derision  more 
Than  reverence  in  perverse,  rebeUious  youth. 
So  colleges  and  halls  neglected  much 
Their  good  old  ftiend;  ,^nd  DiscipUne  at  length. 
Overlooked  and  unemployed,  fell  sick  and  died. 
Then  Study  languished,  Emulation  slept. 
And  Viitue  fled.    The  schools  became  a  scene 
Of  solemn  farce,  where  Ignorance  in  stilts. 
His  cap  well  lined  with  logic  not  his  own, 
With  parrot  tongue  performed  the  scholar's  part, 
Proceeding  soon  a  graduated  dunce. 
Then  compromise  had  place,  and  scrutiny 
Became  stone  blind;  precedence  went  in  truck; 
And  he  was  competent  whose  purse  was  so. 
A  dissolution  of  all  bonds  ensued ; 
The  curbs  invented  for  the  mulish  mouth, 
Of  headstrong  youth  were  broken ;  bars  and  bolts 
Grew  rusty  by  disuse ;  and  massy  gates 
Foigot  tbdr  office,  opening  with  a  touch ; 
Tin  gowns  at  length  are  found  mere  masquerade, 
The  tasselled  cap  and  the  spruce  band  a  jest, 
A  mockery  of  the  world !  What  need  of  these 
For  gamesters,  jockeys,  brothellerB  impure, 
Spendthrifts,  and  booted  sportsmen  ofiener  seen 


With  belted! 

Than  in  the  1 

If  aught  was  lei 

,  And  such  expense,  a?] 

And  mortifies  the  liberal  hand  of  love. 

Is  squandered  in  pursuit  of  idle  sporty 

And  vicious  pleasure;  buys  the  boy  a  name. 

That  sits  a  stigma  on  his  fiithcr's  house, 

And  cleaves  through  life  inseparably  close 

To  him  that  wears  it    What  can  after-games  . 

Of  riper  joys,  and  commerce  with  the  world, 

The  lewd  vain  world,  that  must  receive  him  soon, 

Add  to  such  erudition,  thus  acquired, 

Whero  science  and  where  virtue  are  professed  % 

They  may  confirm  his  habits,  rivet  fiEwt 

His  folly,  but  to  spoil  him  is  a  task, 

That  bids  defiance  to  th'  united  powers 

Of  fashion,  dissipation,  taverns,  stews. 

Now  blame  we  most  the  nursling  or  tht  nurse  1 

The  children  crooked,  twisted,  and  deformed, 

Through  want  of  care ;  or  her,  whose  winking  eye 

And  slumbering  oscitancy  mars  the  brood  7 

The  nurse  no  doubt.    Regardless  of  her  charge, 

She  needs  herself  correction;  needs  to  learn. 

That  it  is  dangerous  sporting  with  the  world. 

With  things  so  sacred  as  the  nation's  trust, 

The  nurture  of  her  youth,  her  dearest  pledge. 

All  are  not  such.    I  had  a  brother  once 
Peace  to  the  memory  of  aman  of  worth, 
A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners  too ! 
Of  manners  sweet  as  Virtue  always  wears, 
When  gay  Good-nature  dresses  her  in  smiles. 
He  graced  a  college,*  in  which  order  yet 
Was  sacred ;  and  was  honoured,  loved,  and  wept. 
By  more  than  one,  themselves  conspicuous  there. 
Some  minds  are  tempered  happily,  and  mixed 
With  such  ingredients  of  good  sense,  and  taste 
Of  what  is  excellent  in  man,  they  thirst 
With  sucb  a  zeal  to  be  what  they  approve, 
That  no  restraints  can  circumscribe  them  more 
Than  they  themselves  by  choice,  for  wisdcxn's  sake. 
Nor  can  example  hurt  them:  what  they  see 
Of  vice  in  others  but  enhancing  more 
The  charms  of  viitue  in  thm  just  esteem. 
If  such  escape  contagion,  and  emerge 
Pure  fifom  so  foul  a  pod  to  shine  abroad. 
And  give  the  world  their  talents  and  themselves, 
Small  thanks  to  those  whose  negligence  or  8k)th 
Exposed  their  inexperience  to  the  snare, 
And  left  them  to  an  undirected  choice. 

See  then  the  quiver  broken  and  decayed. 
In  which  are  kept  our  arrows  I  Rusting  there 
In  wild  disorder,  and  unfit  for  use, 

j  What  wonder  if,  discharged  into  U>o  world, 
They  shame  their  shooters  with  a  random  flight, 
Tb^'ir  points  obtuse,  and  feathers  drunk  with  winn « 

I  Well  may  the  church  wage  unsuccessful  war 

*  Benel  OolL  QunbrldRBw 
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WUh^ch  aitilleiy  aimed.    Tice  partiet  wide 
Th' Undreaded  voUey  with  a  0Woxd  of  Btraw, 
And  fltands  an  impudent  and  fearien  marie. 

Have  we  not  tracked  the  felon  home,  ai^  foond 
His  birth-place  and  his  dam  1  ThecomitrymoinnB, 
Mourns  because  every  plague,  that'can  in&st 
Society,  and  that  saps  and  womu  the  htm 
Of  th'  edifice,  that  Pdicy  has  raised, 
^t^arms  in  aU  quarters:  meets  the  eye,  the  ear, 
And  sufibeates  the  breath  at  every  turn, 
Pfofusion  breeds  them;  and  the  cause  itself 


Of  that  calaniitoDS  mischief  has  becB  fiMmd: 
Found  too  where  most  eflensive,  in  the  sUits 
Of  the  robed  pedagogue  I  Elaeletth'  amigned 
Stand  up  unconscious,  and  refute  the  chaigou 
So  when  the  Jewish  leader  strolched  his  arai. 
And  waved  his  rod  divine,  a  race  obecene, 
Spawned  in  the  muddy  beds  of  Nile,  eamelbrtli, 
PoDuting  Egypt :  gardens,  fields,  and  plains, 
Were  covered  with  the  pest ;  the  streets  were  filled- 
The  croaking  nuisance  lurked  in  every  nook; 
Nor  palaces,  nor  even  chambers,  'scaped ; 
And  the  land  stank — so  numerous  was  the  fiiy. 
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punuita  who  are  reputed  wiaa— JuatiAeation  of  my  conureB.— Divine  iUiunination  Decenary  to  the  moat  expeR  piiikao- 
pher<— The  queation,  What  to  truth  1  answered  by  other  queBtiena— Domeetic  happlneas  addreaacd  agaia— Few  loren  of 
the  country.— My  tame  hare.--OccupaUonB  of  a  mired  gentleman  In  hte  garden.— Pruning.— IHraming.—GhMp-lioan.— 
Sowing  of  flower-aeeda.— The  country  pnfecaUe  to  ths  town  eren  in  wiaier.— ReaaoiM  why  it  ia  desened  at  that  aeoam.— 
Buinoua  efiecta  of  gaming,  and  of  ezpenaiTe  improremenL— Book  ooncludoa  with  an  apoetrophe  to  the  mecropolia. 


As  one,  who  long  in  thkkets  and  in  brakes 
Entangled,  winds  now  this  way  and  now  that 
His  devious  course  uncertain,  seeking  home; 
Or,  having  long  in  miry  ways  been  Ibiled 
And  sore  discomfited,  firom  dough  to  slough 
Plunging,  and  half  despeinng  of  escape; 
If  chance  at  length  he  find  a  greensward  smooth 
And  &ithful  to  the  foot,  his  spnits  rise. 
He  cherups  brisk  his  eai-erecling  steed. 
And  winds  his  way  with  pleasure  and  with  ease; 
So  I,  desigmng  other  themes,  and  called 
T'  adorn  the  8o&  with  eulogium  due. 
To  tell  its  dumben,  and  to  paint  its  dbreame, 
Have  rambled  wide:  in  country,  dty,  seat 
^acadomic  fkme  (howe'er  deserved,) 
Long  held,  and  scareely  disengaged  at  last 
But  now  with  pleasant  pace  a  cleanlier  read  ''' 
1  mean  to  tread:  I  feel  myself  at  large. 
Courageous  and  Yefreshed  for  future  tnl, 
If  toil  await  roe,  or  if  dangers  new. 

Since  pulpits  fidl,  and  sounding  boards  reflect 
Most  part  an  empty,  inefiectual  sound, 
What  chance  that  I,  to  fame  so  fittle  known, 
Nor  conversant  with  men  or  manneni  much, 
Should  speak  to  purpose,  or  with  better  hope 
Ci  ack  the  satiric  thong  1    'T were  wiser  fiur 
/For  me,  enamoured  of  sequestered  scenes, 
I  And  charmed  with  rural  beauty,  to  repose, 
\Wliere  chance  may  throw  me,  beneath  ehn  or 

vine, 
Mv  languid  limbs,  when  summer  seers  the  plains, 


Or,  when  rough  winter  rages,  on  the  soft 
And  sheltered  Sofa,  while  the  nitioiM  air 
Feedsablue  flame,  and  makes  a  eheeriul  hearth 
There,  undisturbed  by  FoUy,  and  iqiprised 
How  great  the  danger  of  dirturbing  her, 
To  muse  in  silenoe,  or,  at  least,  confine 
Remarks,  that  gall  so  many,  to  the  &w 
My  partnen  in  retreat    Disgust  concealed 
Is  ofUtmes  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  fault 
Is  obstinate,  and  core  beyond  our  readi 

Domestic  happinees,  thou  only  bliss 
Pf  PaiWdise,  that  has  survived  the&fl! 
Though  few  now  tastte  thee  ununpaded  Ud  pure, 
Or  tasting  long  enjoy  theel  too  infirm, 
Or  too  incautious  to  preserve  thy  sweets 
Unmixed  with  drops  of  bitter,  which  neglect 
Or  temper  sheds  into  thy  oystal  cup; 
Thou  art  the  nuise  of  Virtue,  in  thine  anuB 
She  smiles,  appearing,  as  in  troth  she  is, 
Heaven-bom,  and  destined  to  the  skies  again. 
Thou  art  not  known  where  Pleasure  u  adored. 
That  reeling  goddess  with  the  znneless  waist 
And  wandering  eyes,  still  leaning  on  the  aim 
Of  Novelty,  her  fickle,  firail  support ; 
For  thou  art  meek  and  oonstant,  hating  change 
And  finding  in  the  calm  of  truth-tried  bve 
Joys  that  her  stormy  raptures  never  yield. 
Foisaking  thee  what  shipwreck  have  we  made 
Of  honour,  dignity  and  fair  renown  1 
Till  prostitution  elbovrs  us  aside 
In  all  our  crowded  streets;  and  senates  seem 
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Cootened  ibr  pDipoBOi  of  empire  teas, 
Than  to  refease  the  adoltereaB  from  her  bond. 
Th*  adoHcieBi!  what  a  theme  for  angry  veiBe! 
What  pwmwation  to  the  indignant  heart, 
That  feds  for  injnredl  lure  1  bat  i  diadam 
The  imiioua  tMk  lo  pamt  her  as  afae  isj 

No:  let  her  paas,  and,  charioted  along 

bi  guihy  splendoor,  shake  the  pablic  waya ;       ^, 

The  fieqqeiicy  of  crimes  has  washed  them  ic£j^ 

And  rent  of  mine  shall  never  brand  the  wretch 

Whom  matrons  now,  of  character  mismiiched, 

And  chaste  themsehes,  are  not  ashamed  to  own. 

ViTtoeandnoe  had  boondarics  in  old  time. 

ygnrtrpaiBBd:  and  sue,  that  had  renonnced 

Ba  bo's  honoixr,  was  renonnced  herself 

Bjanthatpnzedit;  not  for  prudery's  sake. 

But  dignity's,  lesentftil  of  the  wrong. 

Twashaid  perhaps  on  here  and  there  a  waif, 

Oedroos  to  return,  and  not  received; 

But  'twas  a  wholesome  rigour  in  the  main. 

And  taught  th'  unblemished  to  preserve  with  care 

That  purity,  whose  loss  was  loss  of  all. 

Men  too  were  nice  in  honour  in  those  days, 

And  judged  oflfendere  well.   Then  he  that  sharped, 

And  pocketed  a  prize  by  fraud  obtained, 

Was  maiked  and  shunned  as  odious.    He  that 

add 
His  coontry,  or  was  slack  when  she  required 
His  every  nerve  in  action  and  at  stretch. 
Paid  with  the  Uood  that  he  had  basely  spared. 
The  price  of  his  de&uH.    But  How-^yes,  now 
We  aiebeeoHne  so  candid  and  so  fair. 
So  iiDeral  in  construction,  and  so  rich 
m  Uhnslian  charity,  (good  natored  age !) 
T'liat  they  are  safe,  sinners  of  cither  sex. 
TluigKH  What  laws  they  may.    Wj^jdr^Bod^ 

wen  toed, 
Well  comnngp^,  m  tL»V»t  good  enough 
ixTpass  as  readily  through  every  door^ 
ypflClhy,  oeteat  her  as  we  may,^ 
(And  no  man's  hatred  ever  wronged  her  yet) 
May  daim  this  merit  stiO— that  she  admits 
The  worth  of  what  she  mimics  with  such  care 
And  thus  gives  virtue  indirect  applause ; 
But  she  has  burnt  her  mask,  not  needed  here. 
Where  vice  has  such  allowance,  that  her  shifts 
And  speeuios  semblances  have  lost  their  use. 

I  was  a  stricken  deer,  that  left  the  hei 
UnraiiBBr-Wiai  imuiV  An  arrow  dSj 
%  panting  side  was  charged,  when  I  withdrew 
To  aeek  a  tranqui]  death  in  distant  shades. 
There  was  I  found  by  one  who  had  himself 
Beenhuit  by  th'  aichers.    Iz^  his  side  he  bore, 
And  m  his  hands  and  feet  the  cruel  scan. 
With  gentle  force  soliciting  the 'darts. 
Be  drew  them  forth,  and  healed,  and  bade  me  five. 
8mce  then,  with  few  associates,  in  remote 
And  Blent  woods  1  wander,  fax  fhnn  those 
6 


My  former  partners  of  the  peopled  scene ; 
With  few  associates,  and  not  wishing  more. 
Hera  much  I  ruminate,  as  much  I  may. 
With  othervievrs  of  men  and  manners  now 
Than  once',  and  others  of  a  life  to  come. 
I  see  that  al^  are  wanderers,  gone  astray 
Elach  in  his  own  delusbns ;  they  are  lost 
In  chase  of  fancied  happiness,  still  vrooed 
And  never  won.    Dream  after  dream  ensues ; 
And  still  they  dream  that  they  shall  stiD  succeed, 
And  still  aie  disapponited.    Rings  the  world 
With  the  vain  stir.    I  sum  up  half  S 
^nd  add  two  thirds 'S'  the  remaining  half7 


llnd  find  the  total  of  their  hopes  and  fears 

DgMBM;  femuly  dh^MM.    Th6  mmggffifas  gay 

As  u  created  only  like  the  fly. 

That  spreads  his  motley  wings  m  th'  eye  of  noor^ 

To  sport  their  season,  and  be  seen  no  more. 

The  rest  are  sober  dreamers,  grave  and  wise, 

And  pregnant  with  discoveries  new  and  rare. 

Some  write  a  narrative  of  wars,  and  feats 

Of  heroes  httle  known;  and  call  the  rant 

A  history :  describe  the  man  of  whom 

His  own  coevals  took  but  little  note. 

And  paint  Mspereon,  character,  and  views. 

As  they  had  knovm  him  from  his  mother's  womb. 

They  disentangle  firem  the  puoded  skeni, 

In  which  obscurity  has  wrapped  them  up 

The  threads  of  politic  and  shrewd  design. 

That  ra|i  through  all' his  purposes,  and,  charge 

His  mind*vrfth  meanings  that  he  never  had, 

Or,  having,  ITept  concealed.    Some  drill  and  bore 

The  solid  earth,'an(l  -^rom  ifae- strata  there 

Elxtract  a  register,  by  which  vre  learn. 

That  he  who  made  it,  and  revealed  its  date 

To  Moses,  war  mistaken  in  its  age. 

Seme,  more  acute,  and  more  industrious  still. 

Contrive  crsatbn;  travel  nature  up 

To  the  sharp  jpeak  of  her  sublimest  height. 

And  tell  us  whence  the  stars;  why  some  are  fixed 

And  planelaiy  some;  what  gave  them  first 

Rotation,  fitom  what  fountain  flowed  their  light 

Gbeat  contest  fdlows,  and  much  learned  dust 

Involves  the  combatants ;  each  chiming  truth, 

And  truth  disclaiming  both.  AndJlma^hsMgand 

The  Uttle  vrick  o^  «fe'«  p^^  «h»iiai.r  u^n^  TT 

in  piaying  tricks  with  nature,  giving  Irito 


'r&  distant  worlds,  and  trifling  in  their  own. 

a  pity  now  that  tickling  rheums 
Should  ever  tease  the  hrngs,  and  bleai  the  sight 
Of  otacles  fike  these  1    Gteat  pity  too. 
That  having  vneld^  the  elements,  and  built 
A  thousand  systems,  each  in  his  own  way, 
They  should  go  out  in  fume,  and  be  forgot  1 
Ah!  what  is  life  thus  spent  1  and  what  are  they 
But  firantic,  who  thus  spend  it  1  all  for  smoke- 
Eternity  for  bubbles  proves  at  last 
A  senseless  bargain.    When  I  sec  such  games 
Played  by  the  creatures  of  a  Power,  who  sweais 
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That  he  will  judge  the  earth  and  o«U  the  ibol 
To  a  ahaip  reckoning,  that  has  lived  in  vain; 
And  when  I  weigh  this  teeming  wiidosn  well, 
And  prove  it  In  the  in&Uihle  result 
So  hollow  and  so  false— I  fodj^jUlgait 
Diaaolve  in  pity,  and  acco""«  thft  ^«*^"«*^^| 
ff'tHa'Ee  Icarrdngjost  ofall  deceived. 
Grh%rcrmies~alami  The  conscience,  but  it  tH^epB, 
While  thoughtful  man  is  plausibly  amnspdi 
Defend  me  therefore,  common  sense,  say  I, 
From  reveries  so  airy,  from  the  toil 
Of  dropping  buckets  into  dhpty  wells, 
And  growing  old  in  drawing  nothing  op  1 
M   'Twerc  well,  sa^'s  one  sage  cnidite,  profound, 
^erribly  arched,  and  'aq^line  his  nose, 
f  And  overbuilt  with  most  impending  brows, 
I  *Twere  well^could  you  permit  the  world  to  live 
I  As  tlie  world  pleaiKs ;  what's  the  world  to  you  1 
f  Much.  I  was  bom  of  woman,  and  drew  mUk 
f.  As  swe£t  as  charity  from  human  breasts. 
Itlvnk,  articulate,  I  laugh  and  weep, 
And  eternise  all  functions  of  a  man. 
How  thi;n  shoukl  I  and  any  man  that  lives 
Bo  strangers  to  each  other  1    Pierce  my  vein, 
Take  of  the  crimson  stream  meandering  then, 
And  catechise  it  well ;  apply  the  glass, 
Search  it,  and  prove  now  if  it  be  not  blood 
Congenial  with  thine  own,  and,  if  it  be, 
What  edge  of  subtlety  canst  thou  suppose 
Keen  enough,  wise  and  skilful  as  tliou  art^ 
To  cut  the  link  of  brotherhood,  by  which 
One  common  Maker  bound  me  to  th^  kind  1 
True ;  I  am  no  proficient,  I  confess, 
In  arts  like  yours.    I  can  not  call  the  swift 
And  perilous  lightnings  from  the  angry  clouds, 
And  bid  them  hide  themselves  in  earth  beneath, 
I  can  not  analyse  the  air,  nor  catch 
The  parallax  of  yonder  luminous  point, 
That  seems  half  quenched  in  the  immense  abyss: 
Such  powers  I  boost  notr-<oeither  can  I  rest 
A  silent  witness  of  the  headlong  rage, 
Or  heedless  folly,  by  which  thousands  die,  , 
Bone  of  my  bone,  and  kindred  souls  to  mine. 
God  never  meant  that  man  should  scale  the  hea- 
''xcni*— . 
By  stride  of  human  wisdom,  in  his  works, 
Thouffh  wondrous :  he  commands  us  in  his  word 
To  seek  him  rather  where  his  mercy  shines. 
The  mmd,  Indeed,  enlightened  from  above. 

Views  him  Li  all ;   imf-rihiHi  tn  the  gmml  ^j»naft 

The  grancj,  f  ffp^f ;  acknowledges  with  joy 
flifl  manner,  and  with  rapture  tastes  his  style ; 
But  never  yet  did  philosophic  tube, 
That  brings  the  planets  home  into  the  eye 
Of  observation,  and  discovers,  else 
Not  visible,  his  family  of  worlds, 
r>i«»vpr  fiim  that  rules  them ;  such  a  veil 
Hangs  over  moital  eyes,  blind  from  the  birth, 
And  dark  in  things  divine.     Full  often  too 


Our  wayward  intellect,  the  more  we  Isain 
Of  natuiej  overkioks  her  author  more  -, 
From  instnimtntal  causes  proud  to  di&w 
ConcluBons  retrograde,  and  mad  mist^tkft 
Bvt  if  his  wood  once  teach  us,  shoot  axu^ 
Through  all  the  heart's  dark  ohambas,  and  zereil 
Truths  undiscemed  but  by  that  holy  light, 
Then  all  is  plain.    PhikxK^j,  b^itized 
In  the  pure  fountain  of  eternal  love, 
Has  eyes  indeed ;  and  viewinf^aJl  ^h^aees 
As  meant  to  indicate  a  God  to  man, 
Gives  him  his  praise,  and  forfbits  not  her  own. 
Learning  has  home  ^Mh fruit inother  days 
On  all  her  branches ;  piety  has  found 
Friends  in  the  friends  of  sdenoe,  and  true  prayer 
Has  flowed  from  lips  wet  with  Castalian  dewau 
Such  was  thy  wisdom,  Newton, duld-ISke  sage  t 
Sagacious  reader  of  the  works  of  God, 
And  in  this  word  sagacioos.    Such  too  thine, 
Mikon,  whose  genius  had  angelic  wings, 
And  fed  on  manna !    And  such  thine,  in  whom 
Our  British  Themb  gloried  with  jiut  cause, 
Immortal  Hale!  for  deep  disceinmeQt praised, 
And  sound  intt^ty,  not  more  than  famed 
For  sanctity  of  manners  undefined. 

AlLflcsh  is  grass,  and  all  its  glory  fade 
Likethe  fcir  flowgf  diaUi5>cUed"iirtiMr  twndi 
Riches  have  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dream 
The  man  we  celebrate  most  find  a  tomb, 
And  we  that  worship  him  ignoble  graves. 
Nothing  is  proof  against  the  general  curse 
Of  vanity,  that  seizes  all  below. 
The  only  amaranthine  flower  on  earth.. 
Is  virtuej  th'  only  lasting  treasure,  trutj>. 
But  whatis  miin  i    Twaa  fiiaEeTqueation  put 
To  truth  itself,  that  deigned  hun  no  reply. 
And  whereforel  will  not  God  impart  his  light 
To  them  that  ask  it  7— Freely—'tis  his  joy, 
His  glory,  and  his  nature,  to  hs^ort 
But  to  the  proud,  uncandid,  insncere, 
Or  negligent  inquirer,  not  a  spark. 
What's  that,  which  brings  contempt  upon  a  book, 
And  him  who  writes  it,  though  the  style  be  neat, 
The  method  clear,  and  argument  exact  1 
That  makes  a  minister  in  holy  things 
The  joy  of  many,  and  the  dread  of  more, 
His  name  a  theme  for  praise  and  for  reproach?— 
That,  while  it  gives  us  worth  in  God's  aosount. 
Depreciates  and  undoes  us  in  our  own  1 
itVhat  pearl  is  it  that  rich  men  can  not  buy. 
That  learning  is  too  prond  to  gather  up ; 
But  which  the  poor,  and  the  despised  of  all. 
Seek  and  obtain,  and  often  find  unsought  1 
Tell  me— and  I  will  tell  thee  what  is  truth. 

O  friendly  to  the  best  pursuits  of  man, 
Fi^ndly  to'JHought^  to  virtue,  and  to  peace, 
{)uuiefill(!  nieln  rural  pleasure  gassed ! 
FcWknowThyrfilue,  and  few  take  thy  sweets; 
Though  many  boast  thy  favoun,  and  aflfect 
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To  imdeEBteiid  and  diooM  tliee  hr  thrir  owtt. 
But  IboGsh  mftn  for^foes  lui  proper  blfai^ 
E'en  as  his  fint  pngcnulori  and  ^uitis. 
TlioDgfa  plaoed  in  Paradke  (Ibr  eaith  hiul.fllflE 
Some  tzaoes  of  her  yoathftd  beauljr  kity) 
Snhetontial  happineoB  fi>r  trannent  joy. 
Scales  fofmed  for  eontemplatioii,  and  to  p,an» 
The  giowuig  seeds  of  wisdom;  that  suggwt, 
By  eveiy  i^easitig  image  they  present) 
Reflecticms  snch  as  meliorate  the  heart, 
Compose  the  paaskms,  and  eiait  the  mfaid ; 
Scenes  such  as  these  'tis  his  supreme  defight 
To  ffll  with  riot  and  defile  with  bbod. 
Should  some  oontagion,  kind  to  the  poor  brutes 
We  pgrsecute,  annihilate  tiie  tribes  ^ 
That  ^jwUtegkyrfgnianofCT^MMid  dale 
FeanesB,  and  wiam  away  ftmn  all  his  cares ;:  • 
Siiooid  never  g^axKO^^mi  hatch  her  eggs  again, 
Not  halted  ho^  deeeiro^the  fish's  eyej 
Uoold  pageantry  and  dance,  and  feast  and  song,  I 
Be  quelled  in  all  our  summer-months'  ntreats;  I 
Hofw  many  selMehided  nymphs  and  swains^  I 
Who  dream  they  have  a  taste  foar  fields  and  grovesl 
Would  find  them  hideous  nurseries  of  the  spleen. 
And  crowd  the  roads,  impatient  for  the  town! 
They  love  the  oonntrv.  and  none  else,  who  seek 


Esteeiv  that  busy  wtiiU  ao  ifler  toot 
Frlend%  books,  4  gvdeir,  and  perhaps  Iw  pm. 
DefigfatM  indnstiy  oijsyoGl  at  homft, 
And  Nature,  in  her  ouUiyAtedtrim, 
Dressed  to  his  taste,  invilmg  him  ahioad.— 
Can  he  want  oecnpaitma,  who  has  these  1 
Will  he  be  idle,  who  hsB  much  t^  enjoy  1 
Mb  therefiHo  studious  of  laborious  ease, 
Ndt  slothful,  happy  to  deceive  tiis  tmie, 
Not  waste  it,  and  aware  that  human  fife 
Is  but  a  loan  to  be  r^wid  with  use. 
When  He  shaB  call  hisdebtoTB  to  account. 
From  whom  are  all  our  Uesrings,  bufliness  finds 
E'en  here:  while  sedulous  I  seek  f  improve, 
At  least  n^ect  not^  or  leave  unemployed. 
The  mind  he  gave  me;  driving  it,  though  slack 
To<»  oft,  and  much  impeded  in  ite  work 
By  causes  not  to  be  divulged  in  vain, 
To  its  just  point— the  sarvioe  of  manUnd. 
fle,  that  attends  to  his  mterior  aelf^ 
T^hat  has  a  heart  and  keeps  it;  has  a  mind 


Par  their  own  sake  its  ailenoe,  and  its  shade. 

Delights  which  who  would  leave,  that-  has  a  heart 

SusceptiUe  of  pity,  or  a  mind 

Cultured  and  capable  of  sober  thought, 

Fot  all  the  savage  6m  at  the  swift  padc, 

And  dMnouTi  of  the  fieldJ—deteBted  sport.     ^  - 

That  owes  its  pleasures  to  another's  pain;        c 

That  feedi'upon  the  sofas  and  dying  shriekB 

Of  harmlesB  nature,  dumb,  but  yet  endued 

With  eloquence,  that  agonies  insj^ire, 

Of  sSent  team  and  heait^distending  eighsl 

Vain  tears,  alas,  and  sighs  that  never  find 

A  corresponding  tone  in  jovial  souls ! 

Well— one  St  least  is  saib.    One  sheltered  luura 

Hsfl  never  heard  the  sanguinary  yell 

Of  crael  man,  ezuhing  in  her  woes« 

Innocent  partner  of  my  peaceftd  home. 

Whom  ten  long  years'  experience  of  niy  care 

Has  made  at  last  familiar ;  she  has  lost 

Much  of  her  vigilant  instinctive  dread, 

Not  needful  here,  beneath  a  roof  like  mine. 

Yes — ^thou  mayest  eat  thy  biead,  and  lick  the  hand 

That  feeds  thee;  thou  mayest  frolic  on  the  fioor 

At  evening,  and  at  night  retire  secure 

To  thy  straw  condi,  and  slumber  unalarmed ; 

For  I  have  gained  thy  confidence,  have  pledged 

AH  that  is  human  in  me,  to  protect 

Thine  unsuspecting  gratitude  and  love. 

If  I  survive  thee,  I  will  dig  thy  grave ; 

And,  when  I  place  thee  in  it,  aghing  say, 

1  knew  at  least  one  hare  that  had  a  firiend.  \, ' 

How  vaoeos  his  employments,  whom  the  world 
Calk  idle ;  and  who  justlv  in  return 


"That  ftungers.  and  suppiiM  it:  anA  who  seeks 
A  sodal,  not  a  dissipated  life^  ~ 

iiss  Dusinces;  feels  himself  engaged  t'  achieve 


Mo  unimportant^  though  a 


A  lile  an  turbulence  and  noise  may  seem 
To  him  that  leads  it  wise,  and  to  be  {ffaised; 
But  wisdom  is  a  peari  with  most  success' 
Sought  in  still  water,  and  beneath  clear  skies. 
He  that  is  ever  occupied  in  storms. 
Or  dives  not  for  it,  or  brings  up  instead. 
Vainly  industrious,  a  disgraeeftd  prize. 

The  morning  finds  the  selfsequestered  man 
Fresh  for  his  task,  intend  what  task  be  may. 
Whether  inalement  seasons  recommend 
-^His  warm  but  ample  hmns,  where  he  enjoys, 
With  hert  who  shares  his  pleasures  and  his  hearty 
Svreet  converse^  "ppmg  calm  the  fr^gr^lymph, 
Which  neatly  she  prepares;  then  tohttDbo^,^ 
Well  chosen,  and  not  sullenly  perused 
In  selfish  sOsnoe,  but  impaorted' oft, 
As  aught  oocurs,  that  she  may  smile  to  hear, 
Or  turn  to  nourishment,  digested  weO, 
Or  if  die  garden  with  its  many  cares. 
All  well  repaid,  demand  him,  he  attends 
The  welecme  call,  conscious  how  much  the  hand 
Of  lubbard  labour  needs  his  watchful  eye, 
Oft  Imtering  lazily,  if  not  o'erseen, 
Or  misapplying  his  unskilful  strength. 
Nor  does  he  govern  only  or  direct, 
But  much  performs  himself.    No  works,  indeed 
That  ask  robust,  tough  sinews,  bred  to  toil, 
Servile  employ :  but  such  as  may  amuse. 
Not  tire,  demanding  rather  skill  than  fbroa 
Proud  of  his  we&^read  walls,  he  views  his  tree<i 
That  meet,  no  barren  interval  between, 
With  pleasure  more  than  e'en  their  fruits  affi>rdsi 
Which,  save  himself  who  trains  them,  none  can 
SoeL 
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These  therefore  aze  his  own  )pecii]iax  charge; 
No  meaner  hand  may  diedpline  the  thootis 
None  but  hie  flteel  approach  them.  What  u  weak, 
Distenmeied,  or  has  kat  prolific  powen," 
Impadim  by  age,  hie  muelenting  hand 
Dooms  to  <be  knife:  nor  doea  he  spare  the  soft 
And  succulent,  that  feeds  its  giant  growth, 
But  barren,  at  th*  expense  of  neighbouring  twigs 
Less  ostentatioiis,  and  yet  studded  thick 
With  hopeful  gems.    The  rest,  no  portion  left 
That  may  disgrace  his^tft,  or  disappoint 
Large  expettation,  he  di^NMes  neat 
At  measured  distaiices,  that  air  and  son, 
Admitted  fteely  may  affonl  their  aid. 
And  TenCilate  and  warm  the  swelling  buds. 
Henee  Summer  has  her  riches.  Autumn  hence^ 
And  hence  e'en  Winter  fills  his  withered  hand 
With  blushing  fruits,  and  plenty  not  his  own.* 
Fair  recompense  of  labour  well  bestowed. 
And  wise  preeaulion;  which  a  dime  so  rude 
Makes  needful  still,  whose  Spring  is  but  theduld 
Of  churlish  Winter,  in  her  froward  moods 
Discovering  much  the  temper  of  her  sire. 
For  oft,  as  if  in  her  the  stream  of  mild 
Maternal  nature  had  reversed  its  course, 
She  sings  her  infants  forthwith  many  smiles; 
But,  once  delivered,  kills  them  with  a  frown. 
He  therefore,  timely  Warned  himsd^  supplies 
Her  want  of  care,  screening  and  keepmg  warm 
The  plenteous  bloom,  that  no  rough  blast  may 

sweep 
His  garlands  tram  the  boughs.    Again,  as  oft 
As  the  sun  peqis  and  vernal  airs  breathe  mild. 
The  fence  whhdxawn,  he  gives  them  every  beam, 
And  spreads  his  hopes  befare  the  blaze  of  day. 
To  raise  the  prickly  and  green-coated  gourd 
So  grateful  to  the  palate,  and  when  rare 
So  coveted,  else  base  and  disesteemed — 
Food  fenthe  vulgar  merely— is  an  art 
That  toiling  ages  have  but  just  matured, 
And  at  this  moment  unessayed  in  song. 
Yet  gnats  have  had,  and  frogs  and  mice,  kxng 


Their  eulogy;  those  sang  the  Mantuan  blod. 
And  these  Uie  Grecian,  in  ennobling  strains; 
And  in  thy  immbers.  Philips,  shines  for  aye 
The  solitary  shilling.    Pardon  then, 
Ye  sage  dispensers  of  poetic  famie, 
Th'  ambition  of  one  meaner  fer,  whose  powers, 
Presuming  an  attempt  not  less  sublime, 
Pant  for  the  praise  of  dressing  to  the  taste 
Of  critic  appetite,  no  sordid  fere, 
A  cucumber,  whUe  costly  yet  and  scarce. 
The  stable  yiekb  a  stercoraceous  heap. 
Impregnated  with  quick  fermenting  salts, 
And  potent  to  resist  the  freezing  blast: 
For,  e'er  the  beech  and  ehn  have  cost  their  leaf 


*Mli«t]ixQv«  novoi  frucott  et  nou  sua  poma.*    Ftfy. 


Deciduous,  when  now  November  dark 
Checks  vegetation  m  the  torpid  plant 
Exposed  to  his  cold  breath,  the  tad:  begins. 
Warily,  therefore,  and  with  prudent  heed. 
He  sedu  a  fevoured  spot;  that  where  he  buikls 
Th'  aggldmerated  pile  his  frame  may  front 
The  sun's  meridian  disk,  and  at  the  back 
Enjoy  dose  shelter,  wall,  or  reeds,  or  hedge 
Impervious  to  the  wind.    First  he  b&ds  ^neacr 
Dry  fern  or  littered  hay,  that  may  imbibe 
Th'  ascending  damps ;  then  leisurely  impose, 
And  lightly,  shaking  it  with  agile  hand 
From  the  fiill  fork,  the  saturated  straw. 
What  longest  binds  the  closest  forms  seodre 
The  shapely  side,  that  as  it  rises  takes. 
By  just  degrees,  an  overhanging  breadth, 
Sheltering  the  base  with  its  projected  eaves; 
TV  uplified  frame,  compact  at  every  joint, 
And  overlaid  with  dear  translucent  glass. 
He  settles  next  upon  the  sloping  mount, 
Whose  sharp  declivity  shoots  off  secure 
From  the  dashed  pane  the  dehigeas  k  fidls. 
He  shuts  it  dose,  and  the  fint  labour  ends. 
Thrice  must  the  voluble  and  restless  earth 
Spin  round  upon  her  aode,  ere  the  warmth 
Sbw  gathering  in  tiie  midst,  through  the  squais 


Diffused,  attain  the  surfece ;  when,  behold ! 
A  pestilent  and  most  corrosive  steam, 
Like  a  gross  fog  BoBotian)s™ui^  fi^> 
And  feat  condensed  upon  uls^^dewy  sash. 
Asks  egress;  which  obtained,  the  overcharged 
And  drenched  conservatoiy  breathes  abroad. 
In  vdumes  wheeling  slow,  the  vapour  dank ; 
And,  purified,  rejoioes  to  have  lost 
Its  fi)ul  inhabitant    Butto  assuage 
Th'  impatient  fervour,  which  it  first  conceives 
Within  its  reeking  bosom,  threatning  death 
To  his  young  hopes,  requires  discreet  delay, 
Experience,  skyw  preceptress,  teaching  oft 
The  way  to  glory  by  miscarriage  foul. 
Must  prompt  him,  and  admnnish  how  to  catch 
Th'  auspicious  moment,  when  the  tempered  he^ 
Friendly  to  vital  motion,  may  afibrd 
Soft  fomentation,  and  invite  the  seed. 
The  seed,  selected  wisdy,  plump  and  smooth. 
And  glossy,  he  conmnts  to  pots  of  siae 
Diminutive,  well  filled  with  well-prepared 
And  fruitfiil  soil,  that  has  been  treasured  long, 
And  drank  no  moicrture  from  the  dripping  douds. 
These  on  the  warm  and  genial  earth,  that  hides 
The  smoking  manure,  and  o'erspreads  it  all, 
He  places  lightly,  and,  as  time  subdues 
The  rage  of  fermentation,  plunges  deep 
In  the  soft  medium,  till  they  stand  immersed 
Then  rise  the  tender  germs,  upstarting  quick, 
And  spreading  wide  their  spongy  lobes ;  at  first 
Pale,  wan,  and  Uvid;  but  assuming  soon, 
If  fanned  by  bahny  and  nutritious  «ib; 
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Two  leaTetprodoeed,  two  longh  indented  leavetl  I  Levantine  legiomi  these;  fhe  Aaocee  tend 
CenlieiiifaepuieheBfiromtiieqeoondrtalk  M  Their  jeaaanrine,  ber  jwiwmine  remote 


A  pimple,  that  portende  a  Axtme  spvout, 


CaJSiuia;  faoAgoen  fiom  many  lands, 


And  interdklB  ite  growth.  Thenoeetraigfat  sncceed^T^  ^Q'™  <^^  "^'C^"!  ahade,  as  if  ^onvene^ 

The  hnnehes,  sturdy  to  his  utmost  wish; 

Profific  aB,  and  harhingera  of  moie« 

The  ^owded  looCa  demand  enkrgement  now, 

And  tnnqdantation  in  an^  ampler  space. 

Indulged  in  what  they  wish,  they  soon  snpj^y 

Laigelbliage,  overshadowing  golden  flowers, 

Blown  on  the  summit  of  th'  ai^)aient  frdt 

These  have  thesr  sexes !  and,  when  summer  shines^ 

The  bee  txansports  the  ferdUadng  meal 

From  flower  to  flower,  and  e'en  the  breathing  air 

Waftsthe  rich  prize  to  its  appointed  use. 

Not  so  when  winter  scowls.    Assistant  art 

Then  acts  in  Nature's  office,  brings  to  pass 

The  gbd  eapoosala,  and  ensures  the  crop. 

Grudge  not,  ye  rich,  (since  Luxury  must  have 
Wb  dainties,  and  the  world's  more  numerous  half 
lives  by  contriving  delicates  for  you,) 
Grudge  not  the  cost.    Ye  little  know  the  cares. 
The  vigilance,  the  labour,  and  the  skiH, , 
That  day  and  night  ai^  exercised,  and  hang 
Upon  the  ticklish  balance  of  suspense, 
That  ye  may  garnish  your  profuse  regales 
With  summer  fruits  brought  fbrth  by  wfaitry  suns. 
Ten  thousand  dangc^  lie  in  wait  to  thwart 
The  process.  Heat  and  cold,  and  wind,  and  steam, 
Moisture  and  drought,  mice,  worms,  and  swarm- 

ingflies. 
Minute  as  dust,  and  numberless,  oft  VTork 
Dire  &appdintnient,  that  admits  no  cure. 
And  which  no  care  can  obviate.    It  were  long. 
Too  long,  to  teD  th'  expedients  and  the  shifts, 
Which  he  that  fights  a  season  so  severe 
Devises,  while  he  guards  his  tender  trust; 
And  oft  at  last  in  vain.    The  learned  and  wise 
Sarcastic  would  exclaim,  and  judge  the  song 
Cold  as  its  theme,  and  like  its  theme,  the  fruit 
Of  too  much  labour,  worthless  when  producedi 

Who  kyves  a  garden  loves  a  green-house  too. 
Unconscious  of  a  less  propitious  clime, 
There  blooms  exotic  beauty,  warm  and  smig. 
While  the  winds  whistle,  and  the  snows  descend. 
The  spiry  myrtle  with  unwithering  leaf 
Shines  there  and  flourishes.    The  golden  boast 
Of  Portugal  and  western  India  there, 
The  ruddier  orange,  and  the  paler  lime. 
Peep  through  the  polished  foliage  at  the  storm, 
And  seem  to  smile  at  what  they  need  not  fear. 
Th'  amomnm  there,  with  intermingling  flowers 
And  cherries  hangs  her  twigs.  Geranium  boasts 
Her  crimson  honours ;  and  the  spangled  beau,  . 
Ficoides,  glitters  bright  the  vidnter  long. 
An  plants,  of  every  leaf,  that  can  endure 
The  virinter's  frown,  if  screened  from  his  shrewd 
bite. 

U 


By  magie  summops  of  th'  Orphean  lyre. 
Yet  just  arrangement,  rarely  brought  to  pass 
But  by  a  mMte^tf  luod,  diqNMng  well 
The  gay  dtvenities  of  leaf  and  flower, 
Must  laid  its  a3d  f  Ulustrate  all  their  charms, 
And  dress  the  regular  yet  various  s6ene. 
Plant  behind  plant  aspfaing,  in  the  vaa 
The  dwarfiflii,  in  the  rear  retired,  but  still, 
SuUime  above  the  rest,  the  stateher  stand. 
So  once  vrere  ranged  the  sons  of  andeitt  Roms 
A  noUe  Acm  I  while  Rosdus  trod  the  etage, 
And  so,  while  Gkrrick,  as  renowned  as  he. 
The  sons  of  Albion;  fearing  each  to  lose 
Some  note  of  Nature's  music  from  lus  lips, ' 
And  covetous  of  Shakspeare's  beauty,  seen 
In  every  flash  of  his  iar-beamidg  eye. 
Nor  taste  akne  and  well  contrived  display 
Suflioe  to  give  the  manhalled' ranks  the  grace 
Of  their  complete,  eSkcL    Much  yet  remains 
Unsung,  and  many  cares  are  yet  behind. 
And  more  laborious;  cares  on  which  depends 
Their  vigour,  injured  soon,  not  soon  restored. 
The  soO  must  be  renewed,  which,  often  washed, 
Loses  its  treasure  of  salubrious  salts, 
And  disappoints  the  roots;  the  slender  roots 
Close  interwoven,  and  where  they  meet  the  vase 
Must  smooth  be  shorn  avray ;  the  sapless  branch 
Must  fly  before  the  knife ;  the  withered  leaf 
Must  be  detached,  where  it  strews  the  floor 
Svrept  vnth  a  woman's  neatness,  breeding  else 
Contagion,  and  disseminating^  death. 
Discharge  but  these  kind  offices,  (and  who 
Would  spare,  that  loves  them,  offices  like  these  ? ) 
Well  they  reward  the  toil.    The  sight  is  pleased, 
The  scent  regaled,  each  odoriferous  leaf, 
Each  opening  blosaom  freely  breathes  abroad 
Its  gratitude,  and  thanks  him  with  its  sweety 

So  manifiJd,  all  tJeaaing  m  their  kind. 
Alt  h^thtiil,  are  th'  employs  of  rural  tife^ 
Seel  of  tU 


icuns  round;  sdb  ending^  and  beginning  still. 

NoTare  these  all.    To  deck  the  shapely  knoll. 

That  softly  swelled- and  gayly  dressed  appeals 

A  flowery  island,  fiom  the  dark  green  lawn 

Emerging,  must  be  dieemeda  labour  due 

To  no  mean  hand,  and  asks  the  touch  of  taste. 

Here  also  grateful  mixture  of  welUnatched 

And  sorted  hues  (each  giving  each  relief, 

And  by  contrasted  beauty  shining  more) 

Is  needful    Strength  may  wield  the  pondefOBs 

spade^ 
May  turn  the  clod,  and  wheel  the  compost  home; 
But  elegance,  chief  grace  the  garden  shows, 
And  most  attractive,  is  the  fair  result 
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OrOwq^UiiCiMhireQfaiMli^M^wd    ^ 

10  wbich  tiw  ifiSpid  oitiwift  m«»ta  • 

Near  yonder  heatb ;  w^ers  lodnflby  av&^pciit, 

But  pipud  of  lu0  tneondi  iJUkbiOwnteBk, 

Hb8  mada  a  baaTan  on  earth;  w]t)i  anna  sad 


Of  dose  rammed  dknea  haa  fbaigedtii'  enci 

beredeoil, 
Aiid  fiuoply  laid  ti^  aodiac  iitlh^  diul.  - 
He,  ther^Qie,  who  wonld  990  im  flowendiipoMd 
Sightly  ax^  in  just  order,  ere  ha  givea 
The  beds  the  trusted  treaaoKa  of  their  aeedtk 
Forecasts  the  future  whols;  that  when  the  scene 
Shall  bieak  into  its.praeoneeived  display, 
Each  for  itself,  and  all  as  with  one  Voice 
Conspiring,  may  attest  his  bright  deagi|. 
Nor  even  then,  ^^wnriayng  as  performed 
His  pleasant  work  may  he  auf^ioae  it  done. 
Few  self-suppwrted  flowen  endure  the  wind 
Uninjured,  hut  expect  th'  upbalding  aid 
Of  the  smooth-shaven  pto^,  and,  neatly  tied, 
Are  Wedded  thus,  like  beauty  to  old  age, . 
For  interest  sake,  the  living  to  the  dead. 
Some  clothe  the  soil  that  feeds  them,  far  difiuaed 
And  lowly  creeping,  modest  and  yet  fidr, 
Like  virtue,  thriving  most  where  little  seen : 
Some  more  aspiring  catch  the  neighbour  shrub 
With  clasping  tendrils,  and  invest  his  branch, 
Else  unadorned,  with  many  a  gay  festoon 
And  fragrant  ch^^  recompensing  well 
The  strength  they  ^rsow  with  the  grace  they 

lend. 
All  hate  the  rank  society  of  weeds, 
Noisome,  and  ever  greedy  to  exhaust 
Th*  impoverished  eaith ;  an  overbearing  race. 
That,  like  the  multitude  made  faction-mad, 
Disturb  good  order,  and  degrade  true  worth. 

O  blest  seclusjon  ficom  a  .jarriny  world. 
^^cFKen&s  oocupied.  enjoys !  Retreat 
Can  not  indeed  to  guilty  man  restore 
Lost  innocence,  or^^^^^  fiJijpa  pM| ; 
Put^t  has  peace,  and  much  securwAe  nrind 


Proai  all  aMSufte  of  evil;  proving  still 
A  fikithfol  barrier,  not  o'erleaped  with  ease 
By  vicious  Custom,  raging  uncontroUed 
Abroad,  and  desolating  public  life. 
When  fierce  Temptstion,  seconded  withia 
By  traitor  Appetite,  and  armed  with  darts 
Tempered  in  hall,  invades  the  throbbing  breast, 
To  combat  may  be  glorious,  and  success 
Perhaps  may  crown  us;  but  to  fly  is  sa&« 
Had  I  the  choice  of  sublunary  good. 
What  could  I  wiah,  that  I  possess  not  here  1 
Health,  leisure,  means  t'  improve  it,  friendship, 

peace, 
No  loose  or  wanton,  though  a  wandering  muse. 
And  constant  occupation  without  care. 
Tb«0  Uestl  drawa  pKture  of  that  blias; 


Hopdess,  indeedy'that  dissipatad  niods^ 
And  profligate  abuaan  of  a  worid 
Created.&ir  so  much  in  vAin  fiff  them, 
Should  seek  the  gmltlssa  jo^  that  I  describe, 
Allured  by  my  rqpoit:  but  auie  no  less. 
That  self-eondemned  they  most  n^^^ect  the  prison 
And  what  they  will  not  taste  must  yet  appRvie. 
What  we  admire  we  praiae;  and,whenwepisiss 
Advance  it  into  notice,  that,  is  wqrth 
Acknowledged,  others  may  admire  it  toa 
I  thersfore  recommend,  though  at  the  riak 
Of  popular  disgust,  yet  boldly  still. 
The  cause  of  piety,  and  sacred  truUi, 
And  virtue,  and  those  scenes^  which  God  oidained 
Should  best  secure  them,  and  promote  them  mos^ 
Scenes  that  I  love,  and  with  regret  pesoeive 
Forsaken,  or  through  My  not  enjoyed. 
Pure  is  the  nymph,  though  liberal  of  her  smiles, 
And  chaste,  though  unoonfined,  whom  I  extol. 
Not  88  the  prince  in  Shushan,  when  he  called, 
Vtinglorioiui  of  her  charms,  his  Yashti  forth. 
To  grace  the  full  paviikm.    Hisdesign 
Wss  but  to  boast  his  own  peculiar  good, 
Which  all  might  view  with  envy,  none  partake. 
My  charmmjs  not  minealone;  my  sweets, 
And  she  tEat  sweetens  all:  my  bitten  too, 
NatyxB,  enchanting  Nature,  in  whose  fiinn 
A.nd  lineaments- divine  I  tzace  a  hand 
That  errs  not,  and  find  nptures  still  renewed, 
[s  fineto  all  men^-universal  pri^e. 
Strange  that  so  fiur  a  creature  ahould  yet  want 
Admirers  and  be  destined  to  divide 
With  meaner  objects  e'en  the  few  she  finds  j 
Stripped  of  her  ornaments,  her  leaves  and  flowen^ 
She  loses  all  her  influence.    Cities  then 
Attract  us,  and  neglected  Nature  pinea 
Abandoned,  as  unworthy  of  our  love. 
But  are  not  wholesome  airs,  though  unperfiuned 
By  roses;  and  dear  suns,  though  scarcely  felt; 
And  groves,  if  unharmonious,  yet  secure 
From  clamour,  and  whose  veiy  silence  channs; 
Ti^M  preferred  to  smoke,  to  the  eclipae 
That  metropolitan  volcanoes  make, 
Whose  Stygian  throats  breathe  darkness  all  day 

k>ng1 
And  to  the  stir  of  Commerce,  driving  slow, 
And  thundering  loud,  with  his  ten  thonsand 

wheels; 

They  would  be,  were  not  madness  in  the  head. 
And  folly  in  the  heart;  were  England  now 
What  Enghuid  was, — ^phdn,  hospitable,  kind, 
And  undebauched.    But  we  have  bid  f^ceweU 
To  all  the  virtues  of  those  bettor  days, 
And  all  their  honest  pleasures,  ^^fiiapm^once 
Knew  their  otm  masters;  and  ?aW»i/^]^  hin^*| 


^ho  had  survived  the  father,  served  the  son, 
^w  the  legitimate  and  rightful  lord 


ITbat  a  transient  guest,  newiy  amved, 
Xs  soon  to  be  supplanted,    tic,  tnat  ssi 
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His  ptttrimonial  timber  caat  its  leaf, 
"TJdls  the'^mgt  Bcadit^ing,  and  trangfersthe  price 


mitfWfl  dJhalper,  ere  it  rmas  agaAiC 
slandacapes,  gaxed  upon  awhile 


Ty 

^Efitatesaze 

Then  adrectised,  and  auctioneered  awaj. 
The  ccmntry  gtarves,  and  they,  that  feed  th*  o^ey- 
• — Aaijued 

And  amfeited  lewd  town  with  her  fair  duce, 
By~a  just  judgment  atrip  uid  starve  themselves. 
The  wings,  that  waft  our  riches  out  of  sight, 
Cxiow  on  the  gamester's  elbows;  and  th'  aleit 
And  nimble  motion  of  those  restless  jdnts, 
Th«t  nevvr  tire,  soon  fans  them  all  away. 
In^jiovement  too,  the  idol  of  the  age, 
k  fed  with  many  a  victim.    Le,  hen^es! 
The  omnipotent  magician.  Brown,  appears! 
Down  laBs  the  venerable  pie,  th*  abode 
Ul  oar  fc>efatheT»~a  ^ve  whisJcered^race, 
Butfagaew.    Springs  a  palace  in  its  stead. 
But  to  a  disbnt  spot;  whwe  more  exposed 
R  may  enjoy  tb'  advantage  of  the  north. 
And  aguish  east,  till  time  shall  have  tr^insfbrmed 
Those  naked  aeres  to  a  sheltering  gtM.*''-^  -  ^'^ 
Hg  meaks.     The  lake  in  front  beeomes  HlkC 


V^ 


oods  vanish,  hills  subside,  and  valleys  i^ 
AntfTReama,  as  if  created  tor  his  tmeft  J/.; 
PttwOB  the  tract  of  his  djrertmfcwand,     ''*^^  - 
Sm^Wto  or  sbaight»  now  rapid  and  now  slow, 
"^^im  murmuring  soft,  now  roaring  in  cascades — 
E^UjaJinJiidil  T&' aiWt)ptiited  owner  amilesT 
'Tib  fimshed,  and  yet,  finished  as  it  seems, 
StiD  wants  a  grace,  the  loveliest  it  could  show, 
A  mine  to  satisfy  th'  enormoiM  cost 
Drained  to  the  last  poor  item  of  its  vrealth. 
He   sighs,  departs,  and  leaves  th'  accomplished 

pbn 
That  he  has  touched,  retouched,  many  a  bng  day 
Laboured,  and  many  a  night  pursued  in  dreams, 
Just  whai  it  meets  his  hopes,  and  proves  the 

heaven 
He  wanted,  for  a  wealthier  to  enjoy! 
And  now  perhaps  the  glorious  hour  is  come,  • 
When,  having  no  stake  left,  no  pledge  t'  endear 
Her  interests,  or  that  gives  her  sacred  cause 
A  moment's  operation  on  his  love, 
He  bums  with  most  intense  and  flagrant  zeal 
To  serve  his  country.    Ministerial  grace 
Deals  him  out  money  ficom  the  public  chest; 
Or,  if  that  mine  be  shut,  some  private  purse 
Snp{>hes  his  need  with  a  usurious  loan. 
To  be  refunded  duly,  when  his  vote, 


Well-maikaged,  shaU  have  earned  its  worthy  price. 
6  innocent,  compared  with  aits  like  these, 
Crape,  and  cocked  pistol,  and  the  whistlipg  ball 
Sent  through  the  traveller*B  temples !  He  that  finds 
One  drop  of  heayenVsweet  merfty  in  his  cup. 
Can  dig,  beg,  rot,  and  perish,  well  content, 
60  he  may  wrap  himsdf  in  honest  rags 
At  his  hst  gasp;  but  could  hot  for  a  world 
F^rii  up  his  dirty  and  dependent  bread 
From  pools  and  ditches  of  the  commonwealth, 
Sordid  and  sickening  at  his  own  success 

Ambition,  avarice,  penury  incurred 
By  endless  riot,  vanity,  the  hist 
Of  {deasun  and  variety,  despatch. 
An  duly  as  the  swallows  disappear, 
The  worid  of  wandering  krights  and  sqmres  to 

town. 

London  ingulfs  them  all !  The  shark  is  there, 
And  the  sbark^s  prey;  the  spendthrift,  and  tho 


leech 


That  sucks  hun;  there  the  sycophant,  and  he 
Who  i^th  bareheaded  and  rV(|pfpnfn|p  J'mrn 
Begs  a  wann  office,  doomed  to  a  cold  jail 

J  LAnd  groat  per  diem^  if  his  patron  frown. 
,The  levee  swarms,  as  if  in  jgolden  pomp 
Were  charactered  on  every  statesnian*^  door, 

•  '^Battered  and  bankrupt  fortuncM  mended  here? 
These  are  the  charms,  that  sully  and  eclipse 
The  charms  of  nature.    'Tis  the  cruel  gripe, 
That  lean,  hard->handed  Poverty  inflicts. 
The  hope  of  better  things,  the  chance  to  win. 
The  wish  to  shine,  the  thirst  to  be  amused, 
That  at  the  sound  of  Winter's  hoary  vring 
Unpeople  all  our  counties  of  such  herds 
Of  fluttering,  loitering,  cringing,  begging,  loose, 
And  wanton  vagrants,^  as  make  London,  vast 
And  boundless  as  it  is,  a  crowded  coop. 

O  thou,  resort  and  mart  of  all  the  earth. 
Checkered  with  all  complexions  of  mankind, 
And  spotted  with  all  crimes;  in  whom  I  see 
Much  that  I  love,  and  more  that  I  admire, 
And  all  that  I  abhor;  thou  freckled  fair. 
That  pleasest  and  yet  shock'st  me,  I  can  laugh, 
And  I  can  weep,  can  hope,  and  can  despond, 
Fed  vrrath  and  pity,  when  I  thi|dL  on  thee! 
Ten  righteous  would  have  saved  a  city  once. 
And  thotrhast  mafay  rtghttous.—  Well  for  thce- 
Tbat  salt pRsui  Its  Ihuti;  more  corrupt  dsej 


And  tUHrelbro  muw  obuuIByBii,  ai  iliii  hour. 


ThAft  g)od6mni  he^  d&yTilui  power  to  bcT 
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BOOK  IV. 


THE  WINTER  EVENING. 


ARGUMENT. 

The  poacftomes  la— The  newspaper  to  read— Tlie  worid  oonieaiplated  at  ^  di8Ume&— Addna  to  Winter.— Tlie  rail 
amuaementi  of  a  wlncar  eTening  compared  with  the  ftaUonabboaea.— Addieea  to  Evenii^.— A  brown  aUidy.— FUl  ofaww 
in  the  evening.- The  waconer.— A  poor  fiunilj-pleoe.— The  mxal  thief.— Public  faouaea.— The  n»witinij«>  of  them  cen* 
aured.— The  farmer's  daughter ;  what  ahe  waa— what  aha  la— The  atrnfrficity  of  country  manners  almost  loaL— Caim  (d 
the  change.— DeBBrtion  of  the  country  by  the  rich.— Neglect  of  magiatntea— The  militia  principally  in  lanlL— Tie  new 
recnik  and  hia  tianaformatioQ.— Beflection  oo  bodies  oocpQcat«.—T1ia  love  of  nucal  objects  natacal  to  all,  and  never  to  bi 
totally  extinguished.  ^ 


Hark  !  His  the  twanging  hom  o'er  yonder  bndge, 
That  with  its  wearisome  but  needful  length 
Bestrides  the  wintiy  flood,  in  which.the  moon 
Sees  her  unwrinkled  face  reflected  bright ; — 
He  comes,  the  herald  of  a  noisy  world, 
With  spattered  boots,  strapped  waist,  and  frosen 

News  firom  all  nations  lumbering  at  his  back. 
True  to  his  charge,  the  close  packed  load  behind, 
Yet  careless  what  he  brings,  his  one  concern 
Is  to  conduct  it  to  the  destined  inn ; 
And,  having  dropped  th'  expected  bag, 
He  whistles  as  he  goes,  light-hearted 
Cold  and  yet  cheerful :  messenger  of  grief 
Perhaps  to  thousands,  and  of  joy  to  soipe ; 
To  him  indifiei^nt  whether  grief  or  joy. 
Houses  in  ashes,  and  the  fitll  of  stocks, 
Births,  deaths,  and  marriages,  epistles  wet 
With  tears,  that  trickled  down  the  writer's  cheeks, 
Fast  as  the  periods  from  his  fluent  quill,  ^ 

Or  charged  witli  amorous  sighs  of  absent  swains, 
Or  nymphs  responavc,  equally  affect 
His  horse  and  him,  unconscious  of  them  aU. 
But  O,  th'  important  budget !  ushered  in 
With  such  heartrshaking  music,  who  can  say, 
What  are  its  tidings  1  have  our  troops  awaked  ? 
Or  do  they  still,  as  if  with  opium  drugged, 
Snore  to  the  murmurs  of  the  Atlantic  wave  'i 
Is  India  free  1  and  does  she  wear  her  plumed 
And  jewelled  turbui  vrith  a  smile  of  peace. 
Or  do  we  grind  her  still  1    The  grand  debate, 
7'h^  popular  harangue,  the  tait  reply. 
The  logic,  and  the  wisdom,  and  the  wit, 
And  the  loud  laugh — I  long  to  know  them  all ; 
1  bum  to  set  th'  imprisoned  wranglers  firee, 
And  give  them  voice  and  utterance  once  again. 
Now  stir  the  fire,  and  close  the  shutters  &st, 
Let  fall  the  curtains,  wheel  the  sofa  round, 
And,  while  the  bubbling  and  loud  hissing  urn 
Throws  up  a  steamy  column,  and  the  cups, 
That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on  each, 
So  let  us  welcome  peaceful  evening  in ; 
Not  such  his  evening,  who  with  shining  face 


Sweaty  in  the  crowded  theatre,  and,  aqoeend 
And  bored  with  elbow-pomts  through  both  his  sido^ 
Outsoolds  the  ranting  actor  on  the  stage: 
Nor  his,  who  patient  stands  till  his  feet  thiob, 
And  his  head  thumps,  to  feed  upon  the  breath 
Of  patriots,  bursting  with  heroic  rage. 
Or  placemen,  all  tranquillity  and  smiles. 
This  Mo  of  (bur  pages,  happy  work, 
Which  not  e'en  critics  criticise }  that  holds 
Inquisitive  attentbn,  while  I  read, 
Fast  bound  in  chains  of  silence,  which  the  fair, 
Though  ebquent  themselves,  yet  fisar  to  break; 
What  is  it,  but  a  map  of  busy  life, 
Its  fluctuations,  and  its  vast  concerns  'i 
Here  runs  the  mountainous  and  cnggy  ridge, 
That  tempts  ambition.    On  the  summit  see 
^he  seals  of  office  glitter  in  his  eyes : 
He  climbs,  he  pants,  he  grasps  them  I  AthishfieU, 
Ck)se  at  his  heels,  a  demagogue  ascends, 
And  vrith  a  dexterous  jeik  soon  twists  him  down. 
And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  them  in  his  turn. 
Here  rills  of  oily  ekx^uence  in  soft 
Meanders  lubricate  the  course  they  take ; 
The  modest  speaker  is  ashamed  and  grieved, 
T'  engross  a  moment's  notice;  and  yet  begs, 
Begs  a  propitious  ear  for  his  poor  thoughts^ 
However  trivial  all  that  he  concaves. 
Sweet  bashfulness  I  it  claims  at  least  this  praise; 
The  dearth  of  information  and  good  sense, 
That  it  foretells  us,  always  comes  to  pass. 
Cataracts  of  declamation  thunder  here ; 
There  forests  of  no  meaning  spread  the  page,' 
In  which  all  comprehension  wanders  lost; 
While  fields  of  pleasantry  amuse  us  there 
With  meny  deecants  on  a  nation's  woes. 
The  rest  appears  a  wilderness  of  strange 
But  gay  coldfusion ;  roses  for  the  cheeks. 
And  lilies  for  the  brows  of  faded  age. 
Teeth  for  the  toothless,  ringlets  for  the  bald, 
Heaven,  earth,  and  ocean,  plundered  of  their  swc^ 
Nectareous  essences,  Olympian  dews, 
Sermons,  and  city  feasts,  and  favourite  airs, 
.£thereal  journeys,  submarine  exploits, 
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And  Katterfelto,  with  his  hAUp  on  end     '  i» 
At  his  own  wonden,  wondering  Sot  his  bieiuL 

'Tis  i^Gasant,  through  the  loopholes  of  retreat, 
To  peep  at  such-a  world ;  to  seo  the  stir 
Of  the  great  Babel,  and  pot  fed  the  crowd ; 
To  hear  the  roar  she  sends  through  all  her^gates 
At  a  «le  distance,  where  the  dying  sound 
Falls  a  soft  murmur  on  th'  uninjured  ear. 
Thus  sitting,  and  surveying  thus  at  ease 
The  gbbe  and  its  concerns,  I  seem  advanced 
To  aome  secure  and  more  than  mortal  height. 
That  liberates  and  exempts  pie  from  them  all. 
It  turns  submitted  to  my  view,  turns  round 
With  all  its  generations ;  I  behold 
The  tumult,  and  am  still.    The  sound  of  war 
Has  lost  its  terrors  ere  it  reaches  me; 
Grieves,  hut  alarms  me  not.    I  mourn  the  pride 
And  avarice  -that  makes  man'  a  wolf  to  man ; 
Hear  the  faint  echo  of  those  brazen  throats. 
By  which  he  speaks  the  langjoage  of  his  heart, 
And  sigh,  but  never  tremble  at  the  souqd- 1  ^ 
He  travels  and  expatiates,  as  the  bee 
From  flower  to  flower,  so  he  from  land  to  land : 
The  manners,  customs,  policy  of  all 
Pay  contribution  to  the  store  he  gleans; 
He  sucks  intelligence  in.every  clime, 
And  qpieads  the  honey  of  his  deep  research 
At  bis  return — a  rich  repast  for  me. 
He  travels,  and  I  too.    I  tread  his  deck, 
Ascend  his  topmast,  through  his  peering  eyes 
Discover  countries,  with  a  kindred  heart 
Suflers  his  woes,  and  share  in  his  escapes; 
While  £uu;y,  like  the  finger  of  a  clock. 
Runs  the  great  circuit,  and  is  still  at  home. 

0  Winter,  ruler  of  th'  inverted  year, 
Thy  scattered  hair  with  sleet  like  ashes  filled. 
Thy  breath  congealed  upon  thy  lips,  thy  chedu 
Fringed  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other 


Than  those  of  age,  thy  forehead  wrapped  in 

clouds, 
A  leafless  branch  thy  sceptre,  and  thy  throne 
A  sliding  car,  indchled  to  no  wheels. 
But  uiged  by  storms  along  its  slippe^  way,r /* 
I  love  thee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  seem'st. 
And  dreaded  as  thou  art  I    Thou  hold'st  the  sun 
A  prisoner  in  the  yet  undawning  east. 
Shortening  his  journey  between  mon^  and  noon, 
And  hurrying  him,  impatient  of  his  stay, 
Down  to  the  rosy  west;  but  kindly  still 
Compensating  his  loss  with  added  hours 
Of  social  converse  and  instructive  ease, 
And  gathering,  at  short  notice,  in  one  group 
The  family  dispersed,  and  fixing  thought. 
Not  leas  dispersed  by  dayUght  and  its  cares. 
I  crown  tbce  king  of  ultimate  delights, 
Fimidf  enjoyments,  hitmebom  happiness. 
And  all  the  comforts,  that  the  lowlv  roof 
Of  undisturbed  Retirement,  and  the  hours 


Of  long  uninterrupted  evening,  know. 

No  rattling  wheels  stop  short  before  these  gates; 

No  powdered  pert  proficient  in  the  art 

Of  sounding  an  alarm  assaults  these  doors 

Tjnthe  street  rings;  no  stationary  steeds 

Cougli  theur  own  knell,  while  heedless  of  the  sound, 

Th&Bilenrcirde  fan  themselves,  and  quake: 

But'We  the  needle  plies  its  biisy  task. 

The  pattern  grows,  the  well  depicted  flower, 

Wrought  patiently  into  the- snowy  lawn. 

Unfolds  its  bosom;  buds,  and  leaves,  axid  sprigs. 

And  curling  tendrils,  gracefhlly  disposed, 

f  uiow  the  nimble  &iger  of  the  fiur ; 

A  wreath  that  can  not  fitde,  of  flovtrers,  that  blow 

With  most  success  when  all  besides  decay. 

The  poet's  or  historian's  page  by  one 

Made  vocal  for  th'  amusement  of  the  rest ; 

The  sprightly  lyre,  whose  treasure  of  sweet  sounds 

The  toiich  from  many  a  trembling  chord  shakes 

on|; 
And  the  clear  voice  symphonious,  yet  distinct, 
And  hi  the  charming  strife  triumphant  still, 
Beguile  the  night,  and  set  a  keener  edge 
On  female  indiistiy:  the  threaded  steel 
Flies  swiftly,  and  unfeit  the  task  proceeds.' 
The  vdume  closed,  the  cnstbmary  rites 
Of  the  last  meal  commence.    A  Roman  meal; 
Such  as  the  mistress  of  the  worid  once  found 
Delidous,  when  her  patriots  of  high  note. 
Perhaps  by  moonlight,  at  the^r  humble  doors, 
And  under  an  old  oak's  domestic  shade,    ^ 
Enjoyed,  spare  feast  I  a  radish  and  an  egg. 
Discourse  ensues,  not  trivial,  yet  not  dull. 
Nor  such  as  with  a  finown  forbids  the  play 
Of  fancy,  or  prescribes  the  sound  of  mirth. 
Nor  do  we  madly,  like  an  impious  worid,    , 
Who  deem  religbn  firenzy,  and  the  Grod 
That  made  them,  an  intruder  on  their  joys, 
Start  at  his  awful  name,  or  deem  his  praise 
A  jarring  note.    Themes  of  a  graver  tone. 
Exciting  oft  our  gratitude  and  love. 
While  we  retrace  with  Memory's  pointing  wand, 
That  calls  the  past  to  our  exact  review, 
The  dangers  we  have  'scaped,  the  broken  snare, 
The  disappointed  foe,  deliverance  found 
Unlocked  for,  life  preserve^  and  peace  restored. 
Fruits  of  onmipotent  eternal  low. 
O  evenings  worthy  of  the  gods  I  exclaimed 
The  Sabine  bard.    O  evenings,  1  reply, 
More  to  be  prized  and  coveted  than  yours. 
As  mora  illumined,  and  with  nobler  truthii,  f 

That  I,  and  mine,  and  those  we  love,  enjo>  ,    '/, 

Is  Winter  hideous  in  a  garb  like  this  ?  -/ 

Needs  he  the  tragic  fur,  the  smoke  of  lamps, 
The  pent-up  breath  of  an  unsavoury  throng, 
To  thaw  him  mto  feeling;  or  the  smart 
And  snappish  dialogue,  that  flippant  wiu 
Call  comedy,  to  prompt  him  with  a  smile'l 
The  self-complac«nt  actor,  when  he  view* 
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(Stealing  a  ndebng  glance  at  &  filH  hooae) 
The  dli^  of  facet  from  the  floor  to  th'  toof 
( Arf  if  one  maeter-^pring  contnUed  tbem  all) 
Relaxed  faito  a  univenal  grin, 

grfl  ^*^  *  A^»^r*^  ♦'^^  *^''^  «|n^k«  nf  ^'yir 

Half  eo  refined  or  so  ancere  aa  ooni.  ' 


Tbatldleneaa  haa  ever  yet  oOntriYyd 
iTo  fill  the  Toid  of  annnftinuslied  tain, 
To  paDiate  dttllnen,  a:pd  give  time  a  shove. 
TuM,  as  he  pasees  us,  has  a  done's  wing, 
Unsoiled  and  swift,  and  of  a  olken  soimd; 
But  the  worid's  Time  is  Time  in  masquendel 
ThetiB,  should  I  paont  him,  has  his  pinions  fledged 
With  motley  plumes;   and,  where  the  peacock 

shows 
Uis  azure  eyes,  is  tinctured  hiack  and  xed 
With  spots  quadrangular  of  diamond  ibrm, 
EiManguined  hearts,  dubs  typical  of  strife. 
And  spades,  the  emblem  of  untimely  grave% 
What  should  be,  <ind  wliat  was  an  hour-glaaB 

once, 
2r^^^  >  ^u^ly^^  «t%^  .ii  hilliaid  maoe 
Well  does  the  wurk  3F\a9  destructive  scythe. 
Thus  decked,  1i«  t^hyrt^  a  worid  whom  fashion 

blinds     ^ 
To  his  true  worth,  most  pleased  when  idle  most ; 
Whose  only  happy  are  their  wasted  hours. 
E'en  misses,  at  whose  age  their  mothers  wore 
The  backstring  and  the  bib,  assume  the  dress 
Of  womanhood,  fit  pupils  in  the  school 
Of  card-devoted  Time,  and  night  by  night 
Placed  ^t  some  .vacant  comer  of  the  board, 
Xieam  every  trick,  and  soon  play  all  the  game. 
But  truce  with  censure.    Roving  as  I  rove. 
Where  shall  I  find  an  end,  or  how  proceed  1 
As  he  who  travels  &r  oft  turns  aside, 
To  view  some  rugged  rock  or  mouldering  tower, 
Which  seen  delights  him  not ;  then  coming  home, 
Describes  and  prints  it,  that  the  world  may  know 
How  far  he  went  fiir  what  was  nothing  worthy 
So  I,  with  brush  in  hand,  and  palette  spread, 
With  colours  mixed  for  a  far  diiSfeient  use, 
Paint  cards,  and  dolls,  and  every  idle  thing; 
That  Fancy  finds  in  her  excursive  flights. 

Come,  Evening,  ono0  again,  season  of  peace; 
Return,  sweet  Evening,  and  continue  long! 
Methinks  I  see  thee  in  the  streaky  west. 
With  matron  step  slow  moving,  while  the  Night 
Treads  on  thy  sweeping  train !  one  hand  empbyed 
In  letting  fall  the  curtain  of  repose 
On  bird  and  beast^  the  other  charged  fbr  man 
With  sweet  oblivion  of  the  cares  of  day: 
Not  sumptuously  adorned,  not  needing  aid. 
Like  homely-featured  Night,  of  clustering  gems; 
A  star  01  two  just  twinkling  on  thy  brow, 
Sufiices  thee ;  save  thai  the  moon  is  thine 
No  less  than  hers,  not  worn  indeed  on  high 
With  initcntatious  pageantry,  but  set 


With  modest  grandeur  in  thy  purple  zone, 
Resplendent  less,  hut  of  an  Ampler  round. 
CoAie  then,  and  thou  dialt  find  thy  votary  ctlm. 
Or  make  me  so.    Composure  is  thy  gift: 
And,  whether  I  devote  thy  gentle  hous 
To  books,  to  music,  or  the  poet's  toil; 
To  weayfaig  nets  fat  biid-alhiring  fruit; 
Or  twining  ailk6n  threads  round  ivory  reels. 
When  they  omnnmnd  whom  man  was  bqm  tc 

please 
I  slight  thee  not,  but  make  thee  wekxmie  stfll. 

Just  when  our  drawing-rooms  hegin  to  hlaae 
With  lights,  by  clear  reflection  multiplied 
From  mi^iy  a  mirror,  in  which  he  of  Ghith, 
Gtoliah,  might  have  seen  his  giant  bulk 
Whole  without  stooping,  towering  crest  and  all, 
My  pleasures  too  begin.    But  me  perhaps 
The  glowing  hearth  may  satisfy  awhile 
With  feint  illumination,  that  uplifts 
The  shadows  te  the  ceiling,  there  by  fits 
Dancing  uncouthly  to  the  quivering  flame. 
Not  undelighted  is  an  hour  to  me 
So  spent  in  pariour  twilight:  such  a  gloom 
Suits  well  the  thoughtful  or  unthinking  mind, 
The  mind  contemplative,  with  sotne  new  theme 
Pregnant,  or  indisposed  alike  to  all. 
Laugh  ye,  who  boast  your  more  mercurial  powen, 
That  never  felt  a  stupor,  kndW  no  pause. 
Nor  need  one;  I  am  conscious,  and  confess 
Fearless,  a  soul  that  does  not  always  think. 
Me  oft  has  Vkdcj  ludicrous  and  wild 
Soothed  me  with  a  waking  dream  of  houses,  tovreiBi 
Trees,  churches,  and  strange  visages,  expressed 
In  the  red  dnden,  while  with  poring  eye 
I  gazed,  myself  creating  what  I  saw. 
Nor  less  amused  have  I  quiescent  watched 
The  sooty  films,  that  play  upon  the  baifs 
Pendulous,  and  foreboding  in  the  view 
Of  superstitbn,  prophesying  still. 
Though  still  deceived,  some  stranger's  near  ap> 

proach, 
'Tib  thus  the  understanding  takes  repose 
In  indolent  vaicuity  of  thought, 
And  sleeps,  and  is  refireshed.  Meanwhile  the  fiu» 
Conceals  the  mood  lethargic  vrith  a  maA 
Of  deep  ddiberation,  as  the  man 
Were  tasked  to  his  full  strength,  absorbed  and  lost 
Thus  oft,  reclined  at  ease,  I  lose  an  hour 
At  evening,  till  at  length  the  freeong  blast. 
That  sweeps  the  bolted  shutter,  summons  home 
The  recollected  powers ;  and  snapping  short 
The  glassy  threads.  With  which  the  fancy  weaves 
Her  brittle  toils,  restores  me  to  myself. 
How  calm  is  my  recess;  and  how  the  frost, 
Raging  abroad,  and  the  rough  vrind  endear 
The  silence  and  the  warmth  enjoyed  within  1 
I  saw  the  woods  and  fields  at  close  of  day 
A  variegated  show ;  the  meadows  green, 
Though  feded;  and  the  lands,  where  lately  waved 
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The  fQUbn.b«n«flk,  of  a  mellow  faiovnx, 
Uptoined  bo  lately  hy  the  fineeftd  ftham. 
I  saw  $u  off  the  weedy  hJkmB  a^iito 
"Wilfa  Tenhuee  not  impmfitaUe,  grued 
By  flodEfl,,fiuit  &ediog;  aniwleotipgeMh 
^s  faTOcmte  heib;'  wliile  tfH  Ibe  ke^en  gsofcs 
That  ikirt  thift  hoiizon,  vijoie asahlo  hoe, 
SeaBDenotiQed  mUii9  kiodted  duak  ofeve. "" 
T^inomyv  bpi]ig|i&  change,  a  total  change! 
"Which  even  now,  though  Mlently  pedhmied, 
And  slowly,  and  by  inoet  lamSdtj  the-fiioe 
Of  iBn^teflnliiatiife  ondeifoee. 
Fast  fiJJs  afleeey  ahower:  the  downy  flakae 
Deioendiiig,  and,  with  nevef -oewtng  lapee,    - 
SdUy  afigfaling  npon  aH  below, 
AfiBUiiilate  all  objects.    Earth  leedves 
Gkdly  the  thickening  mantle;  and  the  gieen 
And  tender  bUule,  that  fearad  the  chilling  bUurt, 
Escapes  unhurt  beneath  so  wann  a  vetL 

In  such  a  worid,  so  thorny,  and  where  none 
I^nda  happinesB  unhlighted,  or,  if  found, 
Without  sove  thistly  sorrow  at  its  side, 
It  seems  the  paxi  of  wisdom,  and  ho  sin       ? 
Ap>twt  the  law  of  kive,  to  measure  lots 
With  less  distingmshed  than  ouxaelyes;  that  thus 
We  may  with  patience  bear  our  ];noderfLte  ills, 
And  sympathize  with  othensufoing  more. 
HI  fiires^  tn^Uer  now,  tod  he  that  stalks 
In  ponderous  boots  beside  Us  reeking  teasL 
This  wain  goesheaviiy,  impeded  sore 
By  congie^ited  loads  adhering  close 
To  the  dogged  wheels;  and  in  its  sluggish  pace 
Koisdess  appears  a  moving  hill  of  snow. 
The  tofling  steeds  expatad  the  nostril  wide, 
While  every  bfieath,  by  respiration  strong 
Forced  downward,  is  consolidated  soon 
Upon  their  jutting  chesCfe.    He,  fonned  to  bear 
The  pelting  l^unt  of  the  tempestuous  night, 
With  hal^flhut  eyes,  and  puckered  cheeks  aind 

tedh 
Presented  ban  against  the  storm,  plods  on. 
One  hand  secures  his  hat,  save  when  with  both 
He  brandisbes  his  pliant  length  of  whip, 
Resounding  oft,  and  never  heard  in  vain. 
O  happy;  and  in  my  account  denied 
That  sensihility  of  pain,  with  which 
Refinement  is  endued,  thrice  happy  thoui 
Thy  firame,  robust  and  hardy,  feels  indeed 
The  pievdng  cold,  but  feels  it  unimpaired. 
The  learned  finger  never  need  explore 
The  vigorous  pulse;  and  the  unihealthful  east, 
That  breathea  the  spleen,  and  searches  every  bone 
Of  the  infirm,  is  whokssome  air  to  thee. 
Thy  days  roll  an  exempt  from  household  caie; 
Thy  wagon  is  thy  wife;  and  the  poor  beast^ 
That  drag  the  dull  compankm  to  and  £r>, 
Thine  helpless  charge,  d^ndent  on  thy  care. 
Ah  treat  them  kindly !  rude  as  thou  appear'st. 
Yet  di0w  that  thou  hast  mercy  I  which  the  great, 


With  needleM  hiDTy  Whirled  from  pkoe  to  place, 
Humane  as  tfasy  woqld  seem,  not  always  show. 
Poor,  y«t  hidustijoas,  modest,  ^uiet,  neat, 
Sucjh  claim  eompassbn  Sna  night  IUlo  thisj 
And  have  a  friend  in  every  feding  heart. 
Warmed,  .whils  it  lasts,  by  h^bour,  aH  day  kxng 
They  brvv^^  season,  and  yetfind  at  e^, 
III  dad  and  fed  hut  spaidy,  tone  too  cool. 
The  frugal  housewife  tremblea  when  she  lights 
Her  scanty  wtoek  of  brushwood,  biasing  dear, 
But  dying^soon,  Ike  alltenestrial  joys. 
The  few  smalt embere  left  she  xmrses  well; 
And,  while  her  infent  race,  vrith  outspmad  hanos, 
And  crowded  knees  sit  cowering'  o'er  the  sparks. 
Retires,  content  to  quake,  so  they  be  warmed. 
The  man  feels  least,  as  xnove  inured  than  she 
To  wmter  and  the  current  in  his  veins 
More  briskly  moved  by  his  severer  toil ; 
Yet  he  too  finds  his  own  distress  in  theirs. 
The  taper  soon  extingiushed,  which  I  saw 
Dangled  along  at  the  coM  finger's  end : 
Just  when  the  ^yiAecUned;  and  the  broWn  loaf 
Lodged  en  the  shelf,  half  eaten  without  sauce 
Of  savoury  cheeds,  or  butter,  coedier  still ; 
Sleepseems  their  only  rejfuge;  fer  alas  I 
Where  penury  is  felt  the  thought  is  chained, 
And  sweet  colk)quial  pleasures  are  but  few. 
With  all  this  thrift  they  thrive  not.    AH  the  care 
Ingeniotts  pandmony  takes,  but  just 
Saves  the  small  inveptory^  bed,  and  stool, 
Skillet,  and  old  carved  chest)  from  pubfic  sale. 
They  live,  and  live  t^thout  extorfed  alms 
From  grudging  hands ;  biit  other  boast  have  none 
To  soothe  their  honest  pride,>that  scorns  to  beg, 
Nor  comfert  dse,  but  in  their  mutual  love. 
I  praise  you  mndi,  ye  weak  and  patient  jpair, 
For  ye  are  worthy ;  choosing  rather  far 
A  dry  but  independent  crust,  ,hard  earned. 
And  eaten  with  a  sigh,  than  to  endure 
The  rugged  frowns  and  insolent  rebufis 
Of  knaves  m  office,  partial  in  the  work 
Of  distribution;  liberal  of  their  aid 
To  clamorocw  Importunity  in  rags, 
But  ofttimes  deaf  to  suppliants,  who  would  bhiah 
To  vrear  i^^tattered  garb,  bowe^r  coarse, 
Whom  fehiine  can  not  reconcile  to  filth : 
These  ask  with  painful  shyness,  and,  refus^ 
Because  deserving,  silently  retire ! 
But  be  ye  of  good  coursge '    Time  itself 
Shall  much  befriend  you.    Time  shall  give  in- 

.crease, 

And  all  your  numeroiis  prqgeny,  well  trained 
But  helpless,  in  few  years  shall  &id  thdr  hands, 
And  labour  too.    Mean-while  ye  shall  not  want 
YHiat,  consefeus  of  your  virtues,  we  can  spare, 
Nor  what  a  wealthier  than  ourselves  may  send. 
I  mean  the  man,  who,  when  the  distant  poor 
Need  help,  denies  them  nothing  but  his  name. 
But  poverty  with  most,  who  whimper  ferth 
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Their  long  oomplamtS)  is  self-inflictod.wo; 
The  effect  of  lazine^  or  aottiah  wfurte. 
Now  goes  the  nigh^  thief  prowliiig  abvood 
For  plunder:  much  Bolidtoos  how beit 
He  may  compenBate  for  a  daj  of  aloth 
By  woiiu  of  darlmess  and  nocturnal  wrong.  - 
Wo  to  the  gardener's  pale,  Ihe  fanner's  hedge, 
Plashed  neatly,  and  secured  with  drivea  ftakes 
Deep  in  the  loamy  bank.    UpCom  by  sCvength, 
Resistless  in  so  bad  a  cause,  but  lame* 
Tp  better  deeds,  he  bundkjs  up  the  spoil, 
An  ass's  burthen,  and,  when  laden  most 
Ajid  heaviest,  tight  of  foot  steals  &st  away. 
Not  does  the  boarded  hovel  better  guard 
The  well-stacked  pile  of  riven  logs  and  rods, 
From  ius  pernicious* force.    Nor  ytVX  he  leava 
Unwrenched  the  door,  however  well  secured. 
Where  chanticleer  amidst  Jiis  haram  sleeps  ^ 
In  unsuspecting.pomp. .  Twitched  firamthe  perch, 
He  gives  the  princely  bird,  with  all  his  vrives, 
To  his  voracious  bag,  struggling  in  vaifi. 
And  loudly  wondering  at  thettidden  change.' 
Nor  this  to  feed  his  own.    'Twere  some  excuse, 
Did  pity  of  thdr  sufierings  warp  aside 
His  principle;  and  tempt  him  into  sixi 
For  their  support,  so  destitute.    But  th^ 
Neglected  puie  at  home ;  ^themselves,  as  more 
Exposed  than  others,  with  less  scruple  made 
Hu  victims,  robbed  of  their  defenceless  all. 
Cruel  is  afl  he  does.    'Tia  quenchless  thirst 
Of  ruinous  ebriety,  thait  prompts         ' 
His  every  action^  and  imbrutes  the  man. 
D  for  alaw  to  noose  the  villain's  nedq 
Who  starves  his  (nm;  who  persecutes  the  blood 
He  gave  them  in  his  children's  veins,  and  hates 
And  wrongs  die  woman  he  has  sworn-  to  love  I 
Pass  where  we  may,  through  cit^  or  through 
tcwn, 
Village,  or  hamlet,  of  this  merry  land, 
Though  lean  and  beggared,  every  twentieth  pace 
Conducts  the  unguarded  nose  to  such  a  whiff 
Of  stale  debauch,  forth  issuing  from  the  styes 
That  law  has  licensed,  as  makes  temperance  reel. 
There  sit,  involved  and  lost  in  curling  clouds 
Of  Indian  fume,  and  guzzling  deep,  the  boor. 
The  lackey,  and  the  groom:  The  craitsman  there 
Take?  Lethean  leave  of  all  his  toil; 
Smitli,  cobler,  joiner,  he  that  plies  the  shears. 
And  he  that  kneads  the  dough;  all  loud  alike, 
All  learned,  and  all  drunk !  the  fiddle  screams 
Plaintive  and  piteous,  as  it  wept  and  wailed 
Its  wasted  tones  and  harmony  unheard: 
Fierce  the  dispute whate'er the  theme;  while  she, 
Fell  Discord,  arbitre^  of  such  debate, 
Perclied  on  the  signpost,  holds  with  even  hand 
Her  undecisive  scales.    In  this  she  lays 
A  weight  of  ignorance;  in  that,  of  pride: 
And  smiles  delighted  with  th'  eternal  poise 
Din^  IS  the  frequent  curse,  and  its  twin  sound, 


The  cheek  distending  oath,  not  to  be  pruaed 
As  omaniental,  musical,  .polite, 
Like  those,  which  modem  senaton  employ,- 
Whoae  oath^is  rhetoric,  and  wbo  swear  for  fuoA 
Behold  the  achools  ih  which  plebeiaa  minds, 
Once  rimple,  afe  initiated  in  arts 
Which  Bome  may  practise  with  politer  grace, 
But  none  withieadier  akilll— *tis  here  they  kara 
The  roa4,  that  leads  from  competence  and  peace 
To  indigence  and  rapine;  till  at  bust 
Society,  grown  weary  of  the  load, 
Shakes  her  eneumbored  lap,  and  casta  them  oat 
But  censure  profits  little:  vain  th'  attempt, 
To  advertise  in  verse  a  public  pest. 
That,  tike  the  filth  with  which  the  peasant  feedi 
His  h^ungry  acres,  stinks,  and  is  of  use. 
Th'  excise  is  fidtened  vrith  the  rick  result 
Of  ail  this  riot;  and  ten  thousand  casks, 
For  ever  dribbting  out  their  basecontents, 
Touched  by  the  Midas  finger  of  the  state, 
Bleed  gold  for  ministers  to  sport  away. 
Drink,  and  be  mad  then;  'tis  your  oountiy  bi^! 
Gloriously  drunk  obey  th'  important  caU! 
Her^»iuae  demands  Ui'  assistance  of  your  thioitg 
Ye  all  can  swalbw,  and  she  asks  no  more. 

Would  I  had  follen  upon  those  happier  days, 
That  poeta  celebrate;  those  golden  times. 
And  those  Arcadian  scenes  that  Maro  rings, 
And  Sidney,  warbler  of  poetic  prose. 
Nymphs  were  Dianas  then,and  swains  had  heaiti 
That  felt  their  virtues:  Innocence,  it  seems, 
From  courts  dismiaaed,  found  shelter  in  the  grores , 
The  footsteps  of  Simplicity,  impressed 
Upon  the  yielding  herbage,  (ao  they  sing) 
Then  were  not  aU  efiaoed:  then  speech  profene^ 
And  mannera  profligate,  were  rarely  found, 
Observed  as  piodigies,  and  soon  reclaimed. 
Vain  vnah. !  those  days  were  never:  airy  dreana 
Sat  for  the  picture:  and  the  poet'a  hand. 
Imparting  substance  to  an  empty  shade. 
Imposed  a  gay  ddirium  for  a  truth. 
Grant  it:  I  still  must  envy  them  an  age, 
That  fiivouied  such  a  dream;  in  days  like  thess 
Imposrible,  when  virtue  is  so  scarce. 
That  to  suppose  a  scene  where  Ae  presides, 
Is  tramontane,  and  stumbles  all  belief 
No:  we  are  poJished  now.    The  rural  lass 
Whom  once  her  virgin  modeaty  and  grace, 
Her  artless  mannera,  and  her  neat  attire. 
So  dignified,  that  ahe  was  hardly  less 
Than  the  foir  shepherdees  of  old  romance, 
Is  seen  no  more.    The  character  is  Lost ! 
Her  head,  adomed  with  lappets  piimed  aloft, 
And  ribands  streami|ig  gay,  superbly  raised, 
And  magnified  beyond  all  human  size, 
Indebted  to  some  smart  wig-weaver's  hand 
For  more  than  half  the  tresses  it  sustains; 
Her  elbows  rufiled  and  her  tottering  frame 
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Ul-pnipped  upon  Fienrlr  hodai  dke-  migUt  be 

deemed- 
(But-tbat  the  basket  dangling  on  her  azm 
Interprets  her  more  tnilj)  of  a  rank 
ToopiDod  fixr  daiiy-wDrk,  or  sale  of  eggs. 
Expect  her  soon  vdth  Ibotboy  at  her  heek, 
No  longer  blushing  ibr  her  awkward  load, 
Her  train  and  her  umbrella  all  her  caiel 

The  town  has  tinged  the  country;  and  the  stSUe 
Appears  a  spot  upon  a  vestal's  robe,         •  ** 
The  worse  for  what  it  soHs.    The  feshion  runs 
Down  into  scenes  still  rural;  but,  alas, 
Scenes  rarefy  gnoed  with  rural  mannem  now! 
Time  was  ¥^ien  in  the  pastoral  retreat 
Th'  unguarded  door  was  safe;  mei)  did  not  watch 
T'  invade  another's  right,  .or  guard  their  own. 
TYkea  sleep  was  undisturbed  by  fear,  unscared 
By  drunken  hov(4ings;  and  the  chilling  tale 
Of  midnight  muider  wa»a  wonder  heard 
With  doubtful  credit,  tdd  to  fiighten  babes. 
Bat  faiewell  now  to  unsuspicious  nights, 
And  slumbers  unalaxmedl    Now,  ere  you  sleep, 
See  that  your  polished  arms  be  primed  with  care. 
And  drop  the  nightbdt;  ruffians  ape  abroad,' 
And  the  fint  lamm  of  the  cock's  shrill  throat 
May  prove  fi  trumpet,-  summoning  your  ear 
To  honid  sounds  of  hostile  feet  within.  t 

£*en  daylight  has  its  dangers;  and  the  walk 
Throu^  pathless  wastes  and  woods,  unconscious 


Of  other  tenants  than  melodious  birds, 

Or  harmless  flocks,  is  hazardous  and  bold. 

Lamented  change  I  to  whidi  full  many  a  cause 

Inveteiate,  hopeless  of  a  cure,  conspires. 

The  course  of  human  things  firom  good  to  ill 

From  ill  to  worse,  is  fetal,  never  feils. 

Increase  of  power  begets  increase  of  wealth-^ 

Wealth  luxury,  andluxmy  excess; 

Excess  the  scrofuloas  and  itchy  plague, 

That  seizes  first  the  opulent,  descends 

To  tlie  next  rank  contagious,  and  in  time 

Taints  downward  all  the  graduated  scale 

Of  order,  from  the  chariot  to  the  plough. 

The  rich,  and  they  that  have  an  arm  to  check 

The  hoenae  of  the  lowest  in  degree, 

I>esert  their  office;  and  themselves,  intent 

On  pleasure,  haunt  the  eaiutal,  and  thus 

To  all  th(e  violence  of  lawless  hands 

Resign  the  scenes  their  presence  might  protect 

Authority  herself  not  seldom  sleeps. 

Though  resident,  and  witness  of  the  wrong. 

The  phimp  convivial  parson  often  bears 

The  magisterial  sword  in  vain,  and  lays 

His  reverence  aild  his  worship  both  to  rest 

On  the  same  cushion  of  habitual  sloth. 

Prriiaps  timidity  restrains  his  arm; 

When  he  should  strike  he  trembles,  and  sets  fine, 

Himself  enslave^  by  terror  of  the  band, 

Th'  audacious  convict  whom  he  dares  not  bind. 


Perhaps,  though  by  professbA  ghostly  pure, 
He  too  may  have  his  vice,  and  sometimes  prove  - 
Less  dainty  than  becomes  lus  giave  outside 
In  lucrative  concerns.    Examine  well 
His  milkwhite  hand;  the  pahn  is  hardly-deaiw 
But  here  and  there  an  ugly  smutch  appears. 
Fob!  'twas  a  bribe  that  left  it:  he  has  touched 
Corruption.    Whoso  seeks  an  audit  here 
Propitious,  pays  his  tribute,  game  or  fish, 
"Vt^fewl  or  venison;  and  his  errand  speeds. 

Btit  fiister  far,  and  more  than  all  the  rest, 
A  noble  cause,  which  none,  who  bears  a  spark 
Of  public  virtue,  ever  wished  removed. 
Works  thd  deplored  and  mischievous  effect 
'Tis  universal  soldiership  has  stabbed 
The  heart  of  merit  in  the' meaner  class. 
Arms,  through  the  vanity  and  brainless  rage 
Of  those  that  bear  them,  in  whatever  cause, 
i  most  at  variance  with  all  moral  good. 
And  incompatible  with  serious  thought. 
The  clown,  the  chUd  of  nature,  without  guile, 
BIfiSt  with  an  infant's  ignorance,  of  all 
But  his  own  simple  pleasures;  now  and  then 
A  wrestling  match,  a  foot-race,' or  a  feir; 
Is  balloted,  and  trembles  at  the  news: 
Sheepish  he  doffii  his  hat,  and  mumbling  swears 
A  BiUe  oath  to  be  whate'er  they  please. 
To  do  he  knows  not  what    The  task  performed. 
That  instant  he  becomes  the  sergeant's  care, 
His  pupil,  and  his  torment,  and  his  jest    ' 
His  awkward  gait,  his  introveited  toes, 
Bent  knees,  round  shoulders,  and  dejected  looks. 
Procure  him  many  a  curse.    By  slow  degrees, 
Unapt  to  learn,  and  .fermed  of  stubbOTU  stufiT, 
He  yet  by  slow  degrees  puts  off  himself, 
Grows  conscious  of  a  change,  and  likes  it  well ; 
He  stands  eiect;  his  slouch  beoones  awalk; 
He  steps  right  onward,  martial  in  his  air. 
His  form,  and  movement;  is  as  smart  above 
As  meal  and  larded  locks  can  make  him;  virean 
His  hat,  or  his  plumed  helmet,  with  a  grace; 
And,  his  three  years  of  heroship  expired,    . 
Returns  indignant  to  the  siigfated  plough. 
He  hates  the  field,  in  whicji  no  fife  or  drum 
Attends  him;  drives  hiscattle  to  a  inarch; 
And  sighis  fer  the  smart  comrades  he  has  left 
'Twere  well  if  his  exterior  change  were^all — 
But  with  his  clumsy  port  the  wretch  has  lost 
His  ignorance  and  harmless  manners  too. 
To  swear,  to  game,  to  drink;  t6  show  at  home 
By  lewdness,  idleness,  and  sabbath-breach,  * 
The  great  pro^deocy  he  made  abroad; 
T'  astonish  and  to  grieve  his  gating  fnendsy 
To  break  some  maiden's  and  his  mother's  heart: 
To  be  a  p^  where-he  was  useful  once; 
Are  his  sole  um,  and  all  his  gk>ry,  now. 

Man  in  Society  is  like  a  flower 
Blown  in  its  native  bed:  'tb  there  alone 
His  faculties,  expanded  in  full  bloom. 
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Shine  oat;  then  only  leadi  thdv  propetf  1MB. 
But  Duuii  BModated  aod  leagoed  with  aMOi 
By  regal  wanaiit,  or  Btif-joined  by  bond 
For  mteiest  take-,  or  swaiming  mto  ekiM 
Beneath  one  head,  for  puzpOMftof  WHE, 
Like  flowen  aelficted  from  the  raft)  and  bound 
And  bundled  ckMO  to  fill  «Mne  dowded  vaee,  ' 
Fadea  rapidly,  ytnd,  by  oompraarioa  majsad, 
ContnLcta  defilement  not  to  be  eaduved. 
Hence  ohaitered  boroqgha  are  such  ^btioplagiiea; 
And  buighers,  men  tmmamiliit4»  perhapa 
In  all  their  private  ftmotioni,  onoe  comhiiMid, 
Becpme  a  loathsome  body,  only  fit 
For  dieeolution,  hurtful  to  the  main. 
Hence  merchants,  unimpeachable  of  ■& 
Against  the  charitiea  of  domestic  life, 
IncorpoiQftted,  seem  at  onoe  to  kMe 
Their  nature;  and, disclaiming  all  regard 
For  mercy  and  the  common  rights  of  man. 
Build  factories  witii  bkx)d,  conducting -tra^ 
At  the  sword's  point,  and  dying  the  white  lobe 
Of  innocent  commerdal  Justice  red.    ' 
Hence  too  the  field  of  glory,  as  the  worid 
Misdeems  it,  daziled  by  its  bright  anay, 
With  all  its  majesty  of  thundering  pomp, 
Enchanting  mune  and  immoital  wreaths, 
|s  bnt'a  school,  where  thoughtlessneaa  is  tanght 
On  principle,  where  foppery  atones 
For  folly,  gallantry  for  every  vice. 

But  slighted  as  it  is,  and  by  the  great 
Abandoned,  and,  which  sdll  I  more  regret, 
Infected  widi  the  mannen  jusd  the  Inodes 
It  knew  not  once,  tho  country  wms  mertiU. 
I  never  framed  a  wish,  or  fiirmed  a  plan, 
That  flattered  me  with  hopee  of  earthly  bHss, 
But  there  I  laid  the  scene.    There  earlystrayed 
My  fancy,  ere  yet  liberty,  of  choice 
Had  found  me,  or  the  hope  of  being  ttee. 
My  very  dreams  were  runl;  rural  too 
The  first-bom  effints  of  my  youthful  muse, 
Sportive  and  jingfing  her  poetic  bells, 
Ere  yet  her  ear  was  mistress  of  their  powers. 
No  bard  could  pliease  me  but  whose  lyre  wa^ 

tuned 
To  Nature's  praises.    Heroes  and  their  feats 
Fatigued  me,  never  weaiy  of  th»pipe 
Of  Tityms,  assembling,  as  he  sang, 
The  rustic  thnmg  beneath  his  fovourite  beech.  * 
Then  Milton  had  indeed  a  poet'schanns: 
New  to  my  taste  bis  Paradise  suipassed 
I'he  struggling  efforts  of  my  boyish  tongue 
To  speak  its  excellence.    I  danced  for  joy. 
I  loarvelled  much,  that,  at  so  ripe  an  age 
As  twice  srven  years,  his  beauties  had  then  first 
Engaged  uiv  wonder ;  and  admiring  still,  * 
And  still  adminng,  with  regret  supposed 
The  joy  half  lost,  because  not  sooner  found. 
There  too  enamoured  of  the  life  I  loved, 
Pathetic  in  its  praise,  in  its  pursuit 


Determnied,  and  potsesnog  it  at  last 
With  transports,  suck  as  fiivoured  lovers  fed, 
I  studied,  priwd,  and  wished  that  I  had  knoivB 
Inglenious  Cowley  1  and,  though  now  redainied 
By  modem  lights  fhm  an-emmeous  taste, 
I  can  not  but  lament  thy  splendid  wit 
Entangled  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  schools. 
I  still  revere  thee^  courtly  though  retired  I 
Though  stretched  at  ease  m  CfaartMy's  aknt 

bowen, 
Not  unemployed;  and  finding  rich  amends 
For  a  lost  world  in  solitude  and  vene. 
'Tisbem  with  all:  the  kive  of  Nature's  woiks 
Is  an  ingredient  in  the  compound  man 
Infbsedat  the  creation  of  the  kind. 
And,  though  tli^  Ahnighty  Miaker  haethrou^liool 
Diacriminaled^each  from  each,  by  strokes 
And  touches  of  his  hand,  with  so  much  ait 
Divenofied,  that  two  were  never  fbund    ' 
Tvrins  at  all  points^-yet  thii  obtains  in  all. 
That  all  discern  a  beauty  in  his  woriu, 
And  all  can  taste  them :  minds  that  have  beec 

fanned  . 
And  tutored  with  a  relish  more  exact. 
But  none  vrithout  some  relish,  none  unmoved. 
It  is  a  flame,  that  dies  not  even  there, 
Where  netUng  feeds  it:  neither busfaieaB,crowd% 
Nor  habits  of  luxurious  city  life. 
Whatever  else  they  smother  of  tmewotth 
In  human  bosoms,  quench  it  or  abate. 
The  villas  with  which  London  stands  begirt, 
Like  a  sv^arth  Indian,  with  hk  belt  of  bndi^ 
Prove  it    A  breath  of  unadulterate  air. 
The  glimpse  of  a  green  pasture,  how  tfaeydMT 
The  citizen,  and  brace  bn  languid  frame  1 
E'en  in  the  stiffing  bosom  of  the  town, 
A  garden,  in  which  nothing  thrives^  has  chanos 
That  soothe  the  rich  possessor;  much  consoled, 
That  here  and  there  somesprigs  of  moumfiilminl^ 
Of  nightshade,  or  valerian,  grace  the  well 
He  cultivates.    These  serve  him  with  a  faint, 
That  nature  lives;  that  sight-refresbiiig  green 
Is  still  the  lively  she  delij^ts  to  wear. 
Though  sickly  samples  of  th'  exubeiant  vrhde 
What  are  the  casements  lined  with  creeping  hobs 
The  prouder  sashes  fironted  with  a  range 
Of  orange,  mjrrtle,  or  the  fragrant  weed, 
The  Frenchman's  darling  1*  are  they  not  aO  proofr 
That  man,  immured  in  cities,  stall  retains 
His  inborn  inextinguishable  thirst 
Of  rural  scenes,  compensating  his  loss 
By  supplemental  shifts,  the  best  he  may  1  - 
The  most  unfurnished  with  the  means  of  lifb, 
And  they,  that  never  pass  theb  bAek>waIl  bounds, 
To  range  the  fields,  and  treat  their  lungs  with  air, 
Yet  foel  the  burning  instinct :  over  head 
Suspend  their  crazy  boxes,  planted  thick 
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And  watered  duly.     Tbeie  the  pitcher  stands 
A  fragment,  and  the  spoutleas  teapot  then; 
Sad  witneeees  how  cloaa-pent  man  iD^giets 
The  ooontiy,  with  what  axdoor  he  oontrivea 
A  peep  at  Natuxe,  when  he  cul  no  moop. 

Han,  theiefofe,  piitioneflB  of  health  and- ease, 
And  contemplation,  heart  consoling  jojs,. 
And  haimlesB  pleasures,  in  the  thronged  abode 
Of  multitudes  unknown^  h^,  rural  life ! 
Address  himself  who  will  to  the  purrait 
Of  honours,  or  emolument,  ot  fame; 
I  shall  not  add  myself  to  such  a  chase, 
Thwart  his  attempts,  or  envy,  his  success. 


Some  must  be  great    Great  offices  will  Have 

Great  talents.    And  Grod  gives  to  every  man 

The  virtue,  temper,  underatanding,  taste. 

That  lifts  him  into  £&,  and  lets  him  M 

Jost  in  the  niche  he  was  ordained  to  fill.  " 

To  the  deliverer  of  an  injured  land^ 

He  gives  a  tongue  ^  enhurge  upon,  a  heart 

To  feel,  and  courage  to  redress  her  wrongs; 

To  moparchs  dignity ;  to  judges  sense ; 

To  artists  ingenuity  and  skill ; 

To  me,  an  unambiiious  mind,  content 

In  the  low  vale  of  life,  that  eariy  felt 

A  wish  far  ease  and  leisure,  and  ere  long 

Found  here  that  leisure,  and  that  ease  I  vrished. 
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TEE  WINTElt  MORNING  WALK. 


ARGUMENT. 


A  frwiy  morning.— The  fodf«^ri"g  "*  "'"te.-^The  woodmaa  and  hte  dog.— The  poultry.— whimsical  efl%t0  of  frost  at  a 
mattrtUL^TBTimmMI  of  Russia's  palace  of  i<g;r-Aimwiii«aiUI  Uf  IBanarch8.~^Wflf.  ftps  Of  UigUL^Waia  WllBiieg.— 
An^^tfaeof  ■— iMal^■■  TlietfVlbul  it.~Kii8ii«aiu«l  French  knralty  comxasifld.— The  Baflai&  and  a  tntener  there^U- 
betty  the  chief  recommendation  of  this  country.— Modern  patriotism  questionable,  and  why.— llie  perishable  nature  of  the 
beet  bunian  iostkuiiona.— Spiritual  liberty  not  perishable.— The  slavish  state  of  man  by  nature.~DeliT«r  hion,  Dalst.  If  yoQ 
can^— 4Scaos  miai  do  it«— The  raspecUve  merits  of  nurioia  and  maityn  atated.->Their  difleremtieatmenL— ^ppy  ireedom 
«r  dw  man  frtiom  grace  makes  free.— Hla  relisb  of  the  worla  of  Godr-Addross  to  the  Creator. 

'TIS  morning ;  and  the  sun,  with  ruddy  orh 
Ascending,  fires  th'  horizon;  while  the  clouds, 
That  crowd  away  before  the  driving  wind, 
More  ardent  as  the  disk  emeigw  more, 
Resemble  most  some  city  in  a  bla^, 
Seen  through  the  leafless  wood.    Qisslanting  ray 
Slides  inefiectual  down  the  snowy  vale, 
And,  tinging  all  with  hip  own  rosy  hue, 
Fram  erery  heib  and  every  spiry  blade 
Stretches  a  length  of  ahadow  o'er  the  field. 
Mine,  spindling  into  longitude  immense. 
In  wpte  of  gravity,  and  sage  remark 
That  I  myself  am  but  a  fleeting  shade. 
Provokes  me  to  a  smile.    With  eye  askance 
I  view  the  muscular  proportioned  limb 
Transformed  to  a  lean  shank.    The  shapelesB  pair, 
As  they  designed  to  mock  me,  at  npiy  side 
Take  step  for  step ;  and,  as  I  near  approach 
The  cottage,  walk  along  the  plastered  wall,     ,  / 
Preposterous  sight !  the  legs  without  the  man. 
The  verdtire  of  the  plain  lies  buried  deep 
Beneath  the  dazzling  deluge ;  and  the  bents. 
And  ooaner  grass,  iqwpeanng  o'er  the  rest, 
Of  late  imsightjy  and  unseen,  now  shine 
Conspicuous,  and  in  bright  apparel  clad, 
And,  fledged  with  icy  feathers,  not  superb. 
The  cattle  mourn  in  comers,  whore  the  fence 
Screens  them,  and  seem  half  petrified  to  sleep 
In  uniecumhent  sadness.    There  the;  wait 


Their  wonted  fodder;  not  like  hungering  man, 
Fretful  if  unsupplied;  but  silent,  meek, 
And  patient  of  the  slow  paced  swain's  delay. 
Ue  fiiom  the  stack  carves  out  th'  w^Mtqmi»d  kMtd, 
Deep-plunging,  and  again  deep-plunghig  oft, 
His  broad  keen  Imife  into  the  solid  mass; 
Smooth  as  a  wall  the  upright  remnant  stands, 
With  such  undeviating  and  even  finoe 
He  seven  it  away  ^  no  needtess  care, 
Lest  storms  should  ovemt  the  leaning  pile 
Deciduous,  or  its  ovm  unbaUOnoed  weight  ^. 
Forth  goes  the  woodman,  leaving  unconcerned 
Th^  cheerful  haunts  of  man;  to  wield  the  axe, 
And  drive  the  wedge,  in  yonder  forest  drear, 
From  mom  to  eve  his  solitaiy  task. 
Shaggy,  and  lean,  Aid  shrewd,  with  pointed  ears, 
And  tail  cropped  short,  half  lurcher  and  half  cur 
His  dog  attends  him.    Close  behmd  his  heel 
Now  creeps  he  slow ;  and  now,  with  many  a  frisk 
Wide-scampering,  snatches  up  the  drifted  snow 
With  ivoxy  teeth,  or  ploughs  it  with  his  snout ; 
Then  shakes  his  powdered  coat,  and  barks  for  Joj. 
Heedless  of  all  his  pranks,  the  sturdy  chur] 
Moves  right  toward  the  mark ;  nor  stpps  for  aughi 
But  now  and  then  with  pressure  of  his  thumb 
T'  adjust  the  firagrant  charge  of  a  short  tube, 
That  fumes  beneath  his  nose ;  the  trailing  cloud 
Streams  fiir  behind  him,  scenting  all  the  air. 
Now  from  the  roots,  or  from  the  neighbouring  pala 
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Where,  diligent  to  catch  the  fint  fidnt  gietm 
01  smiUiig  day,  they  gonp'd  side  by  sade, 
Come  trooping  at  the  hooflewife's  weH-knowQ  call 
The  feathered  tribes  domestic.    Half  on  wing, 
And  half  on  foot,  they  brush  the  fleecy  flood. 
Conscious  and  fearful  of  too  dioep  a  plunge. 
The  spanows  peep,  and  quit  the  sheltering  eaTes, , 
To  seize  the  fidr  occasion;  veil  they  eye 
The  scattered  grain,  and  thievishly  resolved' 
T'  escape  th'  impending  famine,  often  scared 
As  oft  return,  a  pert  voracious  kind. 
Clean  riddance  quickly  made,  one  only  care 
Remains  to  each,  the  search  oif  sunny  nook, 
Or  shed  impervious  to  the  blast.    Resigned 
To  sad  necessity,  the  cock  foregoes     . 
His  wonted  stmt;  and  wading  at  their  head 
With  wdl-conadered  steps,  seems  to  resent 
His  altered  gait  and  stateliness  retrenched. 
How  find  the  myriads,  that  in  summer  cheer        i 
The  hills  and  valleys  with  their  ceaseless  songs,  ' 
Due  sustenance,'  or  where  subsiA  they  now  1 
£Uath  yields  them  nought :  th'  imprisoned  worm  is 

sAfo       ' 
Beneath  the  flroKen  clod;  all  seeds  of  herbs 
Lie  covered  close;  and  berry-bearing  thorns. 
That  feed  the  thrush,  (whatever  some  suppose) 
Afibrd  the  smaller  minstrels  no  supply.  ^ 
The  long  protracted  rigour  of  the  year 
Thins  aU  their  numerous  flocks.    In  chinks  and 

holes 
Ten  thousand  seek  on  unmolested  end. 
As  instinct  prompts;  self-buried  ere  they  die. 
The  veiy  rooks  and  daws  forsake  the  fields. 
Where  ndther  grub,  nor  root,  nor  eaith-nut,  now 
Repays  their  labour  mbre ;  and  perched  aloft 
By  the  wayode,  or  stalking  in  the  path. 
Lican  pensioneis  upon  the  traveller's  track, 
Pick  up  their  nauseous  dole,  though  sweet  to  them, 
Of  vended  pulse  or  half-digested  grain. 
The  streams  are-kMt  amid  the  splendid  blank, 
O'erwhelming  all  distinction.    On  the  flood, 
Indurated,  and  fixed,  the  snowy  weight 
lies  imdissolved ;  while  silently  beneath, 
And  unperceived,  the  current  steals  away. 
Not  so  where,  scornful  of  a  check,  it  leaps 

l^e 

And  wantons  in  thie  pebbl 
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^  its  utmost  force 

Can  but  arrest  me  iignt  and  smoky  mist. 


That Ih  ga  fallttiB UquKfsEgtE 

Xnd  see  wbere  it  has  hung  the  embroidered  banks 

With  forms  so  various,  that  no  powers  of  art, 

The  pencil  or  the  pen,  may  trace  the  scene ! 

Here  glittering  turrets  rise,  upbearing  high 

(Fantastic  misarrangement !)  on  ^  roof 

Large  growth  of  what  may  seem  the  sparkling 

trees 
And  shrubs  of  fiury  land.    The  crystal  drops. 
That  trickle  down  the  branches,  fitft  congealed, 
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Shoot  into  pillan  of  j^ucid  length, 
And  prop  the  pile  they  bat  adomed  befbie. 
Here  grotto  witlpn  grotto  safe  defies 
The  sunbeam;  there,  emboved  aJtd  fiwtted  wild, 
The  growing  wonder  takes  a  thousand  shapes 
Capricious,  in  which  fioicy  seeks  in  vain 
The  likeness  of  some  object  seen  before. 
Thus  Nature  worits  as  if  to  mock  at  Art, 
A&d  in  defiance  < 


►srforming  such  mimitabjejgaiar  "^ 
ig  she  vrith  all  h&f  rules  caJa  ilever  reach. 
Less  worthy  oi  applause,  tnough  more  admired, 
gecause  a  novelty,  tke  worlr  n>  mftii, 
Imperial  mistress  of  the  fur-dad  Russ, 
Iny  mow  maynilioent  and  mighty  fteak. 


xne  wonder  of  tJie  IN  orth.    No  fiMcet  fell, 
when  tnou  wouldst  build;  no  quany  sent  his 

stores  ^ 

T'  enrich  thy  walls:  but  thou  didst  hew  the  floods^ 
And  make  thy  maride  of  the  glaasy  wave. 
In  such  a  palace  Ari^aus  found 
Cyrene,  when  he  bore  the  plaintifirtale 
Of  his  k)st  bees  to  her  maternal  ear ; 
In  such  a  palace  Poetry  might  place 
The  armory  of  Winter ;  where  his  troops, 
The  gloomy  clouds,  find  weapons,  arrowy  aleet^ 
Skin-piercing  volley,  bkMsom-bnusing  hiril. 
And  snow,  that  ofbai  blinds  the  .traveller's  conns, 
And  wraps  him  in  an  unexpected  tomb. 
Silently  as  a  dream  the  fabric  rose ;  . 
No  sound  of  hammer  or  of  saw  was  there : 
Ice  upon  ice,  the  well-adjusted  parts 
Were  soon  conjoined,  nor  other  cement  asked 
Than  water  interfused  to  make  them  one. 
Lamps  gracefully  disposed,  and  of  all  hues, 
illumineci  eViiy  Bide :  a  watery  light 
Gleamed  through  the  clear   transparency,  that 

seemed 
Another  moon  new  risen,  or  meteor  fallen 
From  Heaven  to  Earth,  of  lambent  flame  serene^ 
So  stood  the  brittle  prodigy;  though  smooth 
And  slippery  the  materials,  yet  fiost-bound 
Firm  as  a  rock.    Nor  wanted  aught  vrithin, 
That  royal  residence  might  well  befit. 
For  grandeur  or  for  use.    Long  wavy  wreaths 
Of  flowers  that  feared  no  enemy  but  warmth, 
Blushed  on  the  pannels.  Mirror  needed  none 
Where  all  was  vitreous;  but  in  order  due 
Convivial  table  and  commodious  seat 
(What  seemed  at  least  commodious  seat)  wen 

there; 
Sofa,  and  couch,  and  high-built  throne  august 
The  same,  lubricity  was  found  in  afl. 
And  all  was  moist  to  the  warm  touch ; 
Of  evanescent  glory^  once  a  stream, 
AiUf  s66n  to  slide  into  a  stream  again. 
Alas!  'twas  but  a  mortifeing  stroke 
seventy  that  glanced 
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(Made  ty  a  moriaiph)  on  her  own  cataAe.  ^ 
On  hfwnm  gnaidenr  and  the  ooorte  ot'  kmga. 
"A'wag  tnumnent  in  ita  nature,  m  m  bdow 

Intrinacany  ptedoqa;,  to  the  teot  ' 

Tieacherooa  an^  -fiJae ;  it  SDultid,  and  it  was 

cold.   -^  ^_ 
f^^reat  piinees  have  great  playihingB.    ^ome 

have  playtod 
At  hemng  mountains  into  men,  and  some 
At  building  hnman  ^onden  mountain  high. 
Some  have  amiued  the  dull,  sad  yean  of  life^ 
(life  spent  in  iiidolenoe,  fund  therefore  sad) 
With  schemes  of  numumetita]  fame ;  and  sought 
By  pyramids  and  mausolean  pomp, 
ShoiEt4ived'themselYeB',  t'  immortaliae.  their  bones. 
Some  seek  diven|on  in  the  tented  field, 
And  make  the  sorrows  of  mankind  thdr-sport. 
"^  But  war's  a  game,  which,  were  their  subjects 


Kings  would  not  play  at    Nations  woolddo  well 
T'  extort  their  tnxbcheons  from  the  puny  hands 
Ofheroes, -Whose  infirm  and  baby  minds  . 
Are  gratified  with  auschief;  and  who  spoil^ 
Because  men  suffer  it,  their  toy  the  world. 

When  Babel  was  con&unded,  and  the  great 
CWiBderacy  of  projecfbrs  wild  and  Vain  ^ 

Was  split  into  diversity  of  tongueB, 
Then,  as  a  shepherd  separates  his  flpck, 
These  to  the  upland,  to  thd  valley  those,' 
God  diftve- asunder,  and  assigned  their  lot 
To  aU  the  nations.    Ample  was  the  boon  * 
He  gave  them,  in  his  distribution  fiur 
And  equal;  and  he  bade. them  dwell  in  peace. 
Peace  was  awhile  their  care:  they  ploughed  and 

sowed, 
And  reaped  their  plenty  without  grudge  or  strife. 
But  violence  can  never  bnger  sleep, 
Thap  human  passbns  please.    In  eveiy  heart 
Are  sown  the  sparks,  that  kindle  fieiy  war: 
OocasioR  needs  but  &n  them,  and  they  blaze. 
Cain  had  already  shed  a  brother's  bk)od: 
The  deluge  washed  it  out;  but  left  unquenched 
The  seeds  of  murder  in  the  breast  of  man. 
Soon  by  a  ri^teous  judgment  in  the  line 
Of  his  descending  progeny  was  fbnnd 
The  first  artificer  of  death;  the  shrewd    . 
Contriver,  who  first  sweated  at  the  forge. 
And  forced  the  blunt  and  yet  unbk)odUed  steel 
To  a  keen  edge,  and  made  it  bright  in  war. 
Him  Tubal  named,  the  Vukan  of  old  times, 
The  sword  and  fitlchion  their  inventor  claim; 
And  the  first  smidi  was  the  first  murderer's  son. 
His  art  survived  the  watera;  and  ere  long. 
When  man  was  multiplied  and  spread  abroad 
In  tribes  and  dans,  and  had  begun  to  call 
These  meadows,  and  that  range  of  hills  his  own, 
Thetasted  sweets  of  pioperfy  liegat 
x>eBre  of  more,  and  industry  in  some, 
7  I 


T'  improve  and  cultivate  their  just  demesne, 
Made  others  covet  what  they  sftw  sd  fair. 
Thus  vrar  began  on  earth:  thes6  fought  lor  spoil, 
And  those  in  self-defencec    Savage  at  first 
The  onset,  and  irregular.    At  length 
l^ne  emm^t  above  the  restfor  strength, 
For  stratagem,  for  cotuage;  or  for  all, 
Was  chosen  leader;  him  they  served  in  war. 
And  him  iii  peace,  for  sake^of  warKke  deeds 
Reverenced  no  less.    Who  could  with  him  com- 

parel  ' 

Or  who  so  worthy  to  control  Jthemsclves, 
As  he,  whose  prowess  had  siibd^ed  their  foesi 
Thus  war,  afiTordtng  field  for  the  display 
Ofvirtue,  made  .one  chief,  whom  times  of  peaoe^ 
Which  have' their  exigencies  too,  and  call 
For  skill  in  government,  at  length  made  king. 
King  was  a  name  too  proud  for  man  to  wear 
With  modesty  and  meekQess;  and  the  crovm. 
So  damling  in'their  eyes,  who  set  it  on, 
Was  sure  €  intoxicate  the  brows  it  bound. 
•It  is  t6e  abject  property  of  most. 
That,  being  pareel  of  the  common  mass, 
And  decditute  of  meanA  to  raise  themselves, 
They  sink,  and  settle  lower  than  they  need. 
Th^  know  not^hat  it  is  to  foel  within 
A  comprehensive  faculty,  that  grasps 
Great  purposes  with  ease,  tha£  turns  and  wields, 
Almost  without  an  effort,  plans  too  vast 
For  their  conception,  which  they  can  not  move. 
Conscious  of  impotence  they  soon  grow  dmnk 
With  gazing,  when  they  see  an  able  man 
Step  forth  to  notice:  and,  besotted  thus. 
Build  hjm  d  pedestal,  and  say,  "Stand  there, 
And  hb  our  admirati6n  and  our  praise." 
They  roll  themselves  before  him  in  the  dust. 
Then  most  deserving,  in  their  own  account, 
When  most  extravagant  in  his  applause, 
As  if  exalting  him  they  raiaefi-themselves. 
Thus  by  degrees,  toelf-cheated  of  thebr  sound 
And  sQber  judgment,  ^that  he  is  but  man. 
They  dami-deify  and  fume  him  so. 
That  in  due  season  he  foigets  it  too. 
Inflated  and  astrut  with  self-  conceit. 
He  gulps  the  windy  diet;  and  ere  long, 
Adopting  their  mistake,  profoundly  thinks 
The  world  Ivas  made  in  vain,  if  not  for  him. 
Thenceforth  they  are  hi^  cattle;  dnidges,  bom 
To  bear  his  burthens,  drawing  in  his  gears, 
And  sweatitig  in  his  service,  his  caprice 
Becomes  the  soul  that  animates  them  lUl. 
He  deems  a  thousand,  or  ten  thousand,  lives,. 
Spent  in  the  puhshase  of  renown  for  him, 
An  easy  reckoning;  and  they  think. the  same. 
Thiis  kings  were  first  invented,  and  thus  kings 
Were  burnished' into  heroes,  and  became 
The  arbiters  of  this  terraqueous  swamp ; 
Storks  among  frogs,  that  have  but  croaked  amf 

died. 
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Stmnge^that  such  fiaily,  u  lifts  bloated  man 
To  emioeaoe  fit  only  Sat  a  god. 
Should  ever  diivel  out  of  human  lipa, 
E'en  in  the  cradled  weakneaa  of  the  world! 
Still  strangeir  much,  that  when  at  lei^th 

kind 

Had  reached  the  onewy  firran^as  of  theii  youth, 
And  Qould  diaciiminate  andargjue  well 
On  subjects  more  mysterious,  ^y  were  yet 
Babesin  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  should  liBar 
And  quake  before  ^e  gods  thomselyes  had  made ; 
But  above  measure  strange,  that  jieither  proof 
Of  sad  experience,  nor  example  set 
By  some,  whose  patriot  virtue  has  prevailed, 
Can  even  now,  when  they  are  grown  mature 
In  wisdom,  and  with  philosophic  deeds 
Familiar,  serve  t'  emancipate  the  rest! 
Such  dupes  are  men  to  custom,  and  so  prone 
To  reverence  what  is  ancient,  and  can  plead 
A  course  of  long  observance  for  its  use. 
That  even  fervitude,  thid  worst  of  ills, 
Because  delivered  down  from  'sire  to  son, 
1«  kept  and  guarded  as  a  saigred  thing. 
But  is  it  fit,  or  can  it  bear  the  shock 
Of  ratioiud  diacuadop,  that  a  man, 
Comjpouiided  and  made  up  like  other  men 
Of  elements  tumultuous,  in  whom  lust    . 
And  IbUy  in  as  ample  meatfurb  niect^ 
As  in  the  bosoms  of  the  slaves  he  rules, 
Should  be  a  despot  absolute,  and  boast 
Himself  the  ^nly  freeman  of  his  landl 
Should,  when  he  pleases,  andon  whom  he  .will, 
Wage  war,  with  any  or  with  no  pretence 
Of  provocation  given,  or  wrong  sustained,, 
And  force  the  beggarly  laii  doit  by  means  - 
Tliat  hia  own  humour  dictates,  from  the  clutch 
Of  Poverty,  that  thus  he  may  procure 
His  thousands,  Veary  of  penurious  liib,     . 
A  splendid  opportuni^  to  diel 
Say  ye,  v^ho  (with  len  prudence  than  of  old 
Jotham  ascribed  to  his  asnrmhling  trees 
In  politic  convention)  put  your  trust 
r  th'  shadow  of  a  bramble,  and  reclined 
In  fancied  peace  beneath  his  dangerous  branch,, 
llejoice  in  him  \  and  celebrate  his  sway. 
Where  find  ye  passive  fortitude?  Whence  springs 
Your  self-denying  seal,  that  holds  it  good, 
To  stroke  the  prickly  goevance,-  and  to  hang 
His  thorns  with  streamers  of  continual  praisel 
We  too  are  fhendfl  to  loyalty.    We  love 
The  king,  who  loves  the  law,  respects  his  bounds 
And  rdgns  content  within  them:  him  we  serve 
Freely  and  with  delight,  who  leaves  us  free: 
But  recollecting  stiU,  that  he  is  man, 
We  trun  him'  not  too  iar.    King  though  he  be. 
And  king  in  England  too,  he  may  bo  weak, 
And  va^  enough  to  be'  ambitious  ttill; 
May  exercise  amiss  his  proper  powers, 
Or  en  vet  more  than  freemen  choose  to  grant: 


Beyond  that  mark  is  treason.    He  is  ou]% 
T'  admiriister,  to  guard,  t'  adorn  thQ  stale. 
Bat  not  to  waip  or  change  it.    We  are  bis, 
To- serve  him  nobly  in  the  common  cause, 
True  to  the  death,  but  not  to  be  Us  slawsr 
Mark  now  the  di^^noe,  ye  that  boast  your  kfm 
Of  kings,  between  your  loyalty  and  ours. 
W&fove  the  man,  the  paltry  pageant  you:    . 
We  the  chief  patron  of  the  commonwealth, 
You  the  regardless  author  of  its  woes: 
Wefor  the  sake  of  liberty  a  king. 
You  chains  and  bondage  for  a  tyzafit'a  sak& 
Our  love  is  principle,  and  has  its  root 
In  reason,  is  judidous,  manly,  fioee; 
Yours,  a  blind  insrinrt.,  crouches  to  the  rod. 
And  lipks  the  loot  that  trpads  it  in  the  dust 
Were  kingship  as  true  treasure  as  it  seems. 
Sterling  and  worthy  of  a  wise  man's  wiah. 
I  would  not  be  a  king  to  be  befoved 
Causeless,  and  daubed  with  undisceming  praise, 
Where  love  is  mere  attachment,  to  the  throne. 
Not  to  the  man,  who  fills  it  as  he  oughL 

Whose  fiieedom  is  by  sufferance,  and  at  will 
Of  a  superior,  he  is  never  free. 
Who  lives,  and  u  not  weary  of  a  lifo 
Exposed  to  manacles,  deserves  them  weU. 
The  state,  that  strives  for  liberty,  though  feikd, 
And  foiped  t*  abandon  what  she  bravely  sought 
Deserves  at  least  applause  for  her  attempt 
And  pity  for  her  loss.    But  that's  a  cause 
Npt  often  unsuccessM :  power  usurped 
Is  Weakness  when  opposed;  conscious  of  wrong, 
'Tu  pusillanimous  and  prone  to  flight 
But  sUves,  that  once  conceive  the  glowing  thoo^ 
Of  fieedLom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 
All  that  the  contest  calls  for;  spirit,  strength, 
The  scorn  of  danger,  and  united  hearts; 
The  surest  presage  of  the  good  they  seek.* 

Then  shame  to  manhood,  and  opprobrious  m<^re 
France  than  aU  her  losses  and  defeats, 
Old  or  of  later  date,  by  sea  or  land. 
Her  house  of  bondage,  worse  th^ii  that  of  old 
Which  God  avepged  on  Pharaoh— the  Bastille, 
Ye  horrid  towers,  ^e  abode  of  broken  hearts; 
Ye  du];igeons  and  ye  cages  of  despair, 
That  monarchs  have  supplied  from  age  to  age 
With  .music,  such  as  suits  their  sovereign  ears. 
The  8igb^  and  groans  of  miserable  men! 
There's  not  an  English  heart  that  would  not  leaf 
To  hear  that  ye  were  fallen  at  last;  to  know. 
That  e'en  our  enemies,  so  ofl  employed 
In  forging  chains  for  us,  themselves  were  fiee. 
For  he,  who  values  Liberty,  confines 
His  zeal  for  her  predominance  within 


*  ThB  author  hopo^  that  he  riiall  not  be  eensund  ftr  ooo*' 
oesKfffwiiniiihapaniointecwting  afliibJ€cL    HebcFU^ 


menta  aa  na  ketier  than  empty  daclamatlon;  but  k  la  ao  tf 
qrxnpcoin,  and  peculiar  ia  modiem  timea. 
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Ko  nanow  bomndB;  ker.oa|iM  «BigagM  hia 
Whoever  fleeded    'Tiathe  catibe  of  dmil 
There  dweU  the  most  ftriom  of  huBua  Uody 
Immimd  though  unaoauiQd,  eondemned  unbied, 
Crodly  sysfed,  and  hopelen  of  escape. 
There,  like  the  Tisoii^xy  emUem  seen 
By  him  of  Balrfkm,  life  fltanda  a  iton^ 
And,  filleted  about  trithheops  of  brass, 


Still  Irres,  though  all  his  pleasant  boag^are-goile  Among  the  nalieDB,eenigthoa  ait  fiee; 


To  eomit  the  hoarMl  and  expect  no  change; 

And  eirer  ae  the  soflen  sound  is  heaid, 

Still  to  reflect,  that,  though  a  joyless  note 

To  him,  whose  moments  all  haye  one  doll' pace. 

Ten  thousand  loven  in  the  world  st  large 

Account  it  music;  thtfk  it  sunuoons  bobib 

To  theatre,  or  jocund  feast  or  ball; 

The  wearied  hireling  finds  i^  a  releitse 

Fiom  labour;  apd  tho'lover,  who  has  chid 

Its  long  d^y,  feels  ereiy  welcome  stroke 

Upon  his  heart-strings,  tremUing  with  delight— 

To  fly  for  refiige  fin>m  distracting  tiioQg)it 

To  such  amiMttwiMmfai  as  ingenious  wo 

Contriree,  haidehifting,  and  without  her  tool*— > 

To  reid  engraTtti  on  the  mouldy  walls, 

In  staggering  ^rpes,  his  predeoessor'e  tak, 

A  sad  memorial,  and  subjoin  his  own — 

To  turn  purveyor  to  an  oveigorged 

And  bloated  spider,  till  the  pampered  pest 

Is  made  femfliar,  watches  his  approach. 

Cornea  at  ins  caU,  and  serves  him  for  a  firiend— 

To  w^a-  out  time  in  numbering  to  and  fh>   "* 

The  studs,  that  thick  emboss  his  iron  door; 

Then  downward  and  then  upward,  then  aslant 

And  then  alternate;  witha  ockly.hope 

By  (fint  of  change  to  give  hie  tasteless  task 

Some  rdish;  till  the  sum,  exactly  found 

In  an  dneetions,  he  begins  again — 

Oh  oomfertfess  existeme !  hemmed  around 

With  woes,  which  who  that  suffer*  would  not 

kneel 
And  beg  fer  exile,  m  the  pangv  of  death 'I 
That  man  should  thus  encroadroa  feUow*man, 
Abridge  him  of  his  just  and  native  rights, 
Eradicate  him,  t^ar  him  fifam  his  hold 
Upon  the^endearments  of  domestic  life 
And  flocial,  nip  his  finiitfelness  and  use, 
And  doom  him  fer  perhaps  a  heedle«  wovd 
To  barrenness,  and  sditude,  and  tears, 
Moves  indignatiDn,  m^ws  the  name  of  king 
(Of  king  whom  such  pranigative  can  please) 
Aa  dreadAil  as  the  Manichean  god : 
Adored  through  fear,  strong  only  to  destroy.  > 

'Tis  libeity  alone  that  gives  the  flower 
Of  fleeting  tife  its  lustre  and  perfume; 
And  we  are  weeds  without  it    AUconstiaint, 
Except  what  wisdom  lays,  on  evil  inen, 
Is  evU :  hurts  the  faculties,  impedes  , 
Their  prugicss  in  the  road  of  science,  Uinds 
'I*he  e^csiiirht of  Discovery;  and  begets, 


In  those  that  suflerit,  a  sordid  difaid, 

Bestia^  a  meagre  jntelleet,  unflt 

To  be  the  tenant  of  ^nsn^  ncMe  fenn. 

Thee  fherefere  still,^  blame-worthy  ae-tfatfu  art, 

With  a^  thy  hMi  of  empire,  and  thou^  ^^tKud 

By  puUio  exigenbe,  till  anxmal  feod^ 

Falls  fer  tiie  crai^  hungerof  the  state. 

Thee  I  aoDonnt  still  happy,  and  the  chie( 


Hy  native  nook  of  eaitii )  Thy  ehme  is  rude^ 

Rqilete  with  ^apowe,  and  disposes  much' 

All  hearts  to  saifaieai,  and  none  more  flian  mine^ 

Thine  uni^terate  mannen  are  less  soft 

And  plausible  than  social  life  rB^taiveB. 

And  thonhast  need  of  discipline  and  art. 

To  give  t^  whotpofiter  Franoe  receives 

Firom  nature's  bounty-— that  humane  address 

And  sweetness,  without  which  no  pleasure  is 

In  converse,  either  starved  by  oold  reserve. 

Or  flushed  with  fieioe  dispute,  a  wmsdess  bntwL 

Yet  being  ftee  I  kive  ike:  ferthe  ufke 

Of  that  one  feature  can  be  wdl  ooolent, 

Diif^raoed  as  thou  hast  been,  poor  as  then  art. 

To  seek  no  suUimary  rest  beside; 

But,  onoeendaved,  farewell  1  I  oould  endure 

Cludns  no  where  patiantly;  and  chains  at  home^ 

Where  I  am  fiee  -by  birtlnight,  not  at  all. 

Then  what  were  left  of  roughness  in  the  grain 

Of  British  natures,  wanting  its  excuse 

That  it  bekxl^  to  Aeemen,  would  disgust 

And  shock  me.    I  should  then  with  double  pain 

Feel  aH  the  rigour  of  thy  fickle  dime; 

And  if  I  must  bewail  th6blesdngk)rt,  . 

For  Which  our  Hampdens  and  our  Sidneys  Ued, 

I  w«ttld.at  least  bewaU  it  under  skies 

Milder,  among  apeople  less  austere; 

In  scenes,  whieh,  haviug  never  known  me  firee, 

Would  not  reprsaoh  me  with  the  kisa  I  felt 

Do  I  forebode  impoaabie  events, 

AndtremUeatvain dreams?  Heaven  grant  Imayl 

But  th'  a|^  of  virtuous  poEtics  is  past, 

And  we  are  deep  in  that  of  cold  pretence. 

Patriots.are  grovrn  too  shrewd  to>be  sincere. 

And  we.too  wise  to  trust  theuL    He  that  takes 

Deep  in  his  soft  credufity  the  stamp 

Designed  by  loud  decJairneison  the  part 

Of  liberty ,  themselves  the  slaves  of  hMt, 

Incurs  dexiakm  for  his  easy  feath. 

And  lack  of  Jcnowledge,  and  with  eause  enough: 

For  when  was  public  virtue  to  be  found 

Where  private  >f as  notl    Can  he  k>ve  the  whole. 

Who  loves  no  part  %    He  be  a  nation's  fiiend. 

Who  is  in  truth  the  fiiend  of  no  man  tber6l 

Can  he  be  strenuous  in  his.oountiy's  cause. 

Who  sh^ts  the  charities,  for  whose  dear  sake 

That  country,  if  Stan,  must  be  bebvedl 

'Tis  therefore  sober  and  good  men  are  sad 
For  England's  ^ory,  sedng  it  wax  pale 
And  sickly,  while  her  champions  wear  thflirheavr 
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So  loose  to  priTate  diitj,  that  no  brain, 
Healthful  and  nndiirtiubed  by  &etioufl  fomet, 
Can  dream  thenar  triutj  to  the  general  weaL 
Such  were  iy)t  they  of  old,  whose  tempered  Uadei 
Dmptsntd,  the  ihacUes  of  unirped  central, 
And  hewed  them  hnkfipom  link;  tiien  Albion's  sons 
Were  sans  indeed:  they  felt  a  fihal  heart 
Beat  high  within  them  at  a  mother's  wrongs; 
And,  shining  each  in  his  domestic  sphers^ 
Shone  brighter  still,  once  called  t6  public -visw. 
'Tis  therefore  many,  whose  sequestered  lot 
Forbida  their  interfeivnce,  looking  on,    ' 
Anticipate  perforce  some  diie  erent^ 
And,  seemg  the  old  pastleof  th^  state, 
That  proraLiBd  once  more  firmness,  so  asssiled, 
That  all  its  tempest-beaten  turrets  shake, 
Stand  motionlesB  expectants  of  its  fall 
All  has  its  date  bdow;  the  fetal  hour  • 
Was  registered  in  heaven  ere  time  began. 
We  tumto  dust,  and  all  our  migfatiest  woihs 
Die  too:  the  deep  Ibnndations  diat  we  lay. 
Time  ploughs  than  up,  aiid  not  a  trace  remains. 
We  build  with  what  we  deem  eternal  rock: 
A  distant  age  asks  where  the  febnc  stood; 
And  in  the  dust,  liited  and  searwd  in  Tain, 
The  undisooveraUe  secret  sleep! 

But  there  is  yet  a  liberty,  unsung 
By  poets,  and  by  senators  unpraised, 
Which  nxmakchs  can  not  grant,  nor  all  the  ptiwers 
Of  earth  and  hell  confederate  take  away : 
A  Uberty,  which  perMcution,  fiaud. 
Oppression,  prisons,  ha^  no  power  to  bind; 
Whkh  whoso  tastes  pan  be  enslaved  no  mois. 
"Tis  liberty  of  heart  derived  from  Heaven, 
Bought  vdth  hit  blood,  who  gave  it  to  mankind, 
And  seakxl  with  the  same  token.    It  is  held 
By  charter,  and  that  charter  sanctioned  sure 
By  th'  unimpeaohable  and  awftd  oath 
And  promise  of  a.God.    Hii  other  gifts 
All  bear  the  royal  rtamp,  that  speaks  them  his, 
And  are  august;  but  this  transcends  them  alL 
His  other  works,  the  visil^  display 
Of  all  creating  energy  and  might. 
Are  grand,  no  doubt,  and  worthy  of  the  word, 
That  findhig  an  interminable  space 
Unoccupied,  has  filled  the  void  so  well, 
And  made  so  spariLling  what  was  dark  befero. 
But  these  are  not  his  gkny.    Man,  'tis  true, 
Smit  vrith  the  beauty  of  so  feir  a  scene. 
Might  well  suppose  th'  artificer  divine 
Meant  it  eternal,  had  he  not  himself 
Pronounced  it  transient,  glorious  as  it  is. 
And  still  desigxiing  a  more  glorious  far, 
Doomed  it  as  insufficient  for  his  praise. 
These  therefore  an  oocaaonal,  and  pass ; 
Formed  ibr  the  oonfiitation  of  the  fool, 
Whose  lying  heart  disputes  against  a  Qod ; 
That  office  served,  they  must  be  swept  away. 
Notso  the  labours  of  his  love;  they  shine 


In  qther  beaten*  than  these  that  vre  behok!, 
And  fade  not    There  is  Paradise  that  feaito 
No  fdkfeiture,  a^  of  its  firuits  he  sends 
Ijaige  prelibation  oft  to  saints  below'. 
Of  these  the  first  in  order,  and  the  pledge. 
And  confident  assurance  of  the  rest, 
Is  liberty;  a  flight  into  his  aims. 
Ere  yet  tuondity's  fine  threads  givevray, 
A  diear  escape  firam  tyrannizing  lust, 
-And  full  immunity  fiom  penal  Wo.  * 

Chains  are  the  portion  of  revolted  man. 
Stripes  and  i,  dungeon;  and  his  body  serves 
The  triple  purpose.    In  that  oekly,  feul. 
Opprobrious  residence  he  finds  them  all. 
Propense  his  heart  to  idols,  Ifff  is  held 
In  ally  dotage  on  cheated  things, 
Careless  of  their  Creator.    And  that  bw 
And  sordid  gravitation  of  his  powers 
To  a  vile  clod  so  draws  him,  with  such  fonte 
Resistless  firom  the  centre  he  should  seek. 
That  he  at  last  forgets  it    All  bis  hqies 
Tend  dovmward;  his  ambition  is  to  sink, 
To  reach  a  depth  profounder  still,  and  still 
Profounder,  in  the  fethonJees  abyss 
Of  iblfy,  plunging  in  parsuit  of  death. 
But  ere  ho  gaih  the  comfertless  repose 
He  seeks,  and  acquiescence  of  his  soul 
In  H^ven-renoundng  exile,  he  endures — 
What  does  he  not,  firom  Iqst^  opposed  in  vain^ 
Andself-iieproachingoonsdencnl  He  foresees 
The  fetal  issue  to  his  health,  fiune,  peace, 
Fortune  and  dignity;  the  Ums  of  all 
That  can  ennoble  man,  and  make  tnil  life, 
Short  as  it  is,  supportable.    Still  worse. 
Far  worse  than  all  the  plagues,  with  whidi  I 

sins 
Infect  his  happiest  moments,  he  forebodes 
Ages  of  hopeless  misery.    Future  death, 
And  death  still  future.    Not  a  hasty  stroke, 
like  that  which  sends  him  to  the  dusty  graw; 
But  uniepealable  endurii^  death. 
Scripture  is  still  a  trumpet  to  his  fears ; 
What  none  can  prove  a  forgery  may  be  true; 
What  none  but  bad  men  wish  exploded  must 
That  scruple  checks  bun.    Riot  is  not  loud 
Nor  drunk  enough  to  drown  it.    In  tiie  midst 
Of  laughter  his  compunctions  are  sincere; 
And  he  abhora  the  jest  by  which  he  shines* 
Remo|se  begets  reform.    His  master  lust 
Falls  first  bdbre  his  resolute  rebuke. 
And  seems  dethroned  and  vanquished. 

ensues. 
But  spurious' and  short-lived;  the  puny  child 
Of  self-congratulating  Pride,  bcigot 
On  fended  Innocence.    A^ain  he  fells. 
And  fights  again;  but  fiitds  his  best  essay 
A  presage  ominknis,  portending  still 
Its  own  dishonour  by  a  Worse  relapse, 
Tin  Nature,  nnaval&ig  Nature,  foiled 
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So  oft,  and  weaned  in  the  vain  attempt, 
Scofii  at  her  owu  perfontianoe.   Reftaon  now 
Takea  part  wi^  appetite,-«Dd  pTeada  th^  cauae 
Penrevadj,  whkh  of  Ute  she  ao  condemned; 
With  ahallow  ahifb  and  old  deviceafwom 
And  tattered  in  tlie  aernce  of  debanch, 
Covering  hia  ahame  from  his  offended  light 
Hath  God  mdeed  ^ven  appetitea  to  mah, 
And  Btored  the  earth  ao  plenteoualy  with  meana, 
To  gratify  the  hunger  of  hia  wish ; 
"  And  doth  he  repxnbat^  and  will  he  dasin 
The  uae  of  hia  own  hoontjl  making  fint 
So  frail  a  kind,  and  then  enacthig  laws 
So  itrict,that  leqi  than  petfbct  must  despatrl 
Palaehood!  which  whoao  but  Buapects  of  truth 
DiahoDoaia  Grod,  and  makes  a  slave  of  man. 
Do  they  themaelyes,  who  undertake  for  hire 
The  teacher's  office,  and  dispense  at  large 
Their  wa^y  dole  of  edifyuig  strains, 
Attend  tp  their  own  music  1  have  they  fidth 
In  what  withauch  solemnity  of  tone' 
And  gesture  they  propound  to  our  beliefl 
Nay— conduct  hath  the  loudest  tongue.     The 


Is  but  an  instrument,  on  which  the  priest 
May  play  what  tune  he  pleases.    In  the  deed, 
The  uneqmvocal,  authentic  deed, 
We  find  Bound  aigument,  we  read  the  heart." 
Such  reasonings  (if  that  name  must  needs  be- 
long 
T*  excuses  in  which  reason  has  no  part) 
Serve  to  compose  a  spirit  well  inclined 
To  five  on  tenns  of  amity  with  vice, 
And  sin  without'disturbance.     Often- urged 
(Aa  often  as  libidinous  discourse 
Exhausted,  he  resorts  to  solemn  themes 
Of  theokigical  and  grave  import) 
They  gun  at  last  his  unreserved  assent; 
Tin,  hardened  16»  heart's  temper  in  the  forge 
Of  but,  and  the  aitril  of  despair,     ' 
He  sights  the  strokes  of  conscience.    Nothing 

moves. 
Or  nothing  much,  his  constancy  in  i]] ; 
Vain  tampering  has  but  fostered  his  disease ; 
rris  desperate,  and  he  sleeps  the  sleep  of  death. 
Haste,  now,  philosopher,  and  set  him  free. 
Charm  the  deaf  serpent  wisely.    Make  him  hear 
Of  rectitude  and  fitness,  moral  truth 
How  lovely,  and  the  moral  sense  bow  sure, 
Consulted  and  obeyed,  to  guide  his  steps 
Directly  to  the  Jiret  and  only  fair. 
Spare  not  in  such  a  cause.    Spend  all  the  powers 
Of  rant  and  rhapsody  in  virtue's  praise : 
Be  most  sublimely  good,  verbosely  gra|id, 
And  wiih  poetic  trappings  grace  thy  prose. 
Till  It  unmantle  all  the  pride  of  verse. — 
Ah,  tinkling  cymbal,  and  high-sounding  brass, 
Bmttten  in  vain !  such  music  can  not  charm  ' 
The  edipee,  that  intercepts  ti^oth's  h<*avenly  beam, 
I  2 


And  diiOa  and  dariEens'a  wide-wandering  souL 
Tin  ttm  9maU  voiee  i»  wanted.    He  most  speak, 
Whose  wotd  leaps  forth  at  once  toits  efi^; 
Who  calls  Sat  tldngs  that  ate  not^  and  they  come 

C^raoe  makes  the  slave  a  freeman.  'Tisachange, 
That  turns  to  ridifeole4he  turgid  speech 
And  statsly  tone  of  moralists,  who  boast, 
As  if,  like  him  of  fiibulons  renown, 
They,  had  indeed  alnlity  to  smooth  ' 

The  shag  6f  savage  nature,  and  were  each 
An  Orpheus,  and  omnipotimt  in  song:  ' 
But  transformation  of  apostate  man 
From  fool  to  wise,  from  earthly  to  c|ivine. 
Is  work  for  him  that  made  him.    He  alone, 
And  he  by  means  in  philosophic  eyea 
Triviiil  and  wortdy  of  disdain,  achieves 
Thewapder]  humanizing  what  is  brute 
In  the  k)st  khid,  extracting  from  the  Ups 
Oi  asps  their  venom,  overpowering  strength 
By  weakness,  and  Hostility  by  kive. 

Patriots  have  toiled,  and  in  their  cbuntry^  cause 
Bled  nobly ;  >  and  their  deeds,  as  Aey  deserve. 
Receive  pipud  recompense.    We  give  in  charge 
Their  nam^  to  the  sweet  lyre.    Th'  historic  muse, 
Proud  of  the  tt^easute,  marches  with  it  down 
To  latest  times ;  and  Sculpture,  in  her  ttim. 
Gives  bond  in  stone  and  ever^duiing  brass 
To  guard  them,  and  t'  immortalize  her  trust ; 
But  fidrer  wreaths  are  ^ue,  though  nevdr  paid. 
To  those,  who,  posted  at  the  shrine  of  Triith, 
Have  fallen  in  her  defence.    A  patriot's  blood, 
Well  spent  in  su&h  a  strife,  may  earn  indeed. 
And  for  a  time  ensure,  to  his  loved  land 
"The  sweets  of  Uberty  and  equal  laws ; 
But  martyrs  struggle  for  a  brighter  priase', 
And  win  it  with  more  pain.    Their  blood  Is  shed 
In  confirmation  of  the  noblest  claim. 
Our  claim  to  feed  upon  immortal  truth, 
To  vnSk  with  God,  to  be  divinely  free. 
To  soar;  and  to  anticipate  the  akiea.  ' 
Yet  few  remember  them.    They  lived  unknown, 
Till  persecution  dragged  fhem  into  feme. 
And  chased  them  up  to  Heaven.    Their  ashes  flew 
— No  marble  tells  us  whither.    With  their  name 
No  bard  embalms  and  sanctifies  his  song : 
And  histoiy,  so' warm  on  meaner  themes, 
Is  cold  on  this.    She  execrates  indeed 
The  tyranny  that  doomed  them  to  the  fire, 
But  gives  the  glorious  sufibreis  little  praise.* 

He  is  the  freeman  vfbom  the  truth  makes  firee, 
And  all  are  slaves  besides.    There's  not  a  chain, 
That  hellish  foes,  oonfederale  for  his  harm,  > 
Can  wind  around  him,  but  he  casts  it  off 
With  as  much  ease  as  Samson  his  green  withs 
He  looks  abroad  into  the  varied  field 
Of  nature,  and  though  poor  perhaps,  compared 
With  those  whose  mansions  glitter^in  his  sight, 
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CaUs  UuB  delighUul  ffceneiy  all  bu. own. 
His  me  the  mpuntainf  ,  azid  the  YaUeyi  hie, 
And  the  lesplendeiit  meiiPi  hie  t'  enjoy 
With  a  propnetjr  that  none  can  fed, 
But  who,  wiiih  filial  con^denoe  inepijred, 
Can  lift  to  heayen  an  unpresumptuoue  eye, 
And  emiling  eay— :"  My  fetber  nutde  them  all  T 
Are  they  not  hie  by  a  pecuhax  light, 
.  And  by  an  emphaeie  of  inteieet  hie, 
Whoee  eye  they  fill  wid^  tears  of  holy  jpy, 
Whoee  heait  with  piaiee,  and  whoee  exalted  mind 
With  worthy  thoUghta  of  that  unwearied  bve, 
That  planned,  and  built,  and  etill  upholds,  a  world 
So  clothed  with  beauty  for  rebellioue  man  1  . 
Yea — ye  may  fill  your  gamen^  ye  that  reap 
The  loaded  soil,  and  ye  may  waste  much  good 
In  aenaeletf  riot ;  but  ye  will  not  find 
In  feaet,  or  in  the  chaee,  in  eojig  or  dance, 
A  Jibeity  like  hie,  who  unimpeached 
Of  usurpation,  and  to  no  man's  wrong, 
Appjopriatee  natui:B  as  his  Father's  work. 
And  has  a  richer  use'of  yours  than  ypu. 
Ele  ii  indeed  a  freeman.    Free  by  birth ; 
Of  no  mean  city;  planned  or  eve  the  hills 
Were  built,  the  fountains  opened,  or  the  sea 
With  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  wayesl 
His  fiteedom  is  the  same  in  every  state ', 
And  no  condition  of  this  changeful  lifo, 
So  manifold  in  caiee,  whoee  eveiy  day 
Bringe  its  own  evil  with  it,  makes  it  less :  • 

For  he  baa  wrings,  that  neither  sickness,  pejn, 
Nor  penury,  can  cripple  or  confine. 
No  nook  80  narrovf  but  he  epreads  them  there 
With  ease,  and  is  at  large.    Th'  oppressor  holds 
His  body  bound,  but  knows  not  what  a  range 
Hie  spirit  takes  unconsdoue  of  a  chain ; 
And  that  to  bind  him  is  a  vain  attempt, 
Whom  God  delights  in,  abd  in  whom  he  dwells. 
Acquaint  thyself  with  God,  if  thou  wouldst  taste 
His  works.    Admitted  once  to  his  endirace. 
Thou  shalt  perceive  that  thou  wast  blind  before ; 
Thine  eye  shall  be  instructed;  and  thine  heart 
Made  puie  shall  relish,  with  divine  delight, 
Till  then  unfelt,  what  hands  divine  have  wrought 
Brutes  gnase  the  mountain  top,  with  faces  prone, 
And  eyes  intent  upon  the  qcanty  herb 
It  yields  them ;  or,  recumbent  on  its  brow. 
Ruminate  heedless  of  the  scene  outspread 
Beneath,  beyond,  and  stretching  far  away 
Fr()m  inland  regions  to  the  distant  main. 
Man  views  it  and  admires ;  ■  but  rests  content 
With  what  he  views^    The  iamdscape  hae  his 

praise,        ^ 
But  not  its  Author.    Unconcemedwho  formed 
The  paradise  he  sees,  he^finds  it  such. 
And  such  well-pleased  to  find  it,  asks  no  mere. 
Not  so  the  mind,  that  has  been  touched  fkom 

Heaven. 
Add  in  the  school  of  sacred  wisdom  taughf 


To  read  his  woQders,in  whoie  tlwai^the  worid, 
Fab  as  it  IS,  existed  ere  it  was. 
Not  for  his  oijm  sake  merely,  but  for  his 
Much  more,  who  fashioned  it,  he  gives  it  pnise; 
Praise  that  finom  Earth  resulting,  as  it  oogh^ 
To  earth's  acknowledged  Sovereign,  finds  at  omee 
Its  only  just  proprietor  in  Him. 
The  soul  that  aeee  him,  or  reoeives  subfined 
New  fjumltiffl,  or letums  at  leastf  employ 
More  worthily  the  powers  she  owned  befom, 
Diaoems  in  all  things  what,  with  stupid  fue 
Of  ignorance,  till  theii  she  overlooked 
A  ray  of  heavenly  light,  gilding  all  fbnns 
Terrestrial  in  the  vast  uid  the  minute: 
Tfi^  unambiguous  footsteps  of  the  God. 
Who  gives  its  lustre  to  an  insect's  wing,. 
And  wheels  his.  throne  up^n  the  rolling  worlds. 
Much  conversant  with  Heaven,  she  ofkn  holds 
With  those  foir  ministers.of  light  to  man, 
That  fill  the  skies  nightly  with  silent  pomp, 
Sweet  con&renoe.     Inquires  what  strains  were 

they ' 
With  which  Heaven  rang,  when  every  star  in 

haste 
TogratuUite  the  new-created  earth, 
Sent  forth  a  voice,  and  all  the  sons  of  Gtod 
Shouted  for  joy. — "Tell  me,  ye  shining  hosts, 
That  navjgate  a  sea  that  knows  no  storms. 
Beneath  a  vault  nnsnllied  with  a  cbud. 
If  from  your  elevation,  whence  ye  view 
Distinctly  scenes  invisible  to  man. 
And  systems  of  whose  birth  no  tidings  yet 
Have  reached  this  nether  worid,  ye  ^y  a  race 
Favoured  as  ours ;  transgressors  from  the  womb^ 
And  hasting  to  a  grave,  yet  doomed  to  rise. 
And  to  possess  a  brighter  heaven  than  yours  1 
As  one,  who,  long  detained  on  foreign  shores, 
Pants  to  return,  and  when  he  sees  afor 
EQs  counties  weather-bleached  and  battered  vodp 
From  the  green  wave  emerging,  darts  an  eye 
Radiant  with  joy  towards  the  happy  land; 
So  I  with  animated  hopes  behold, 
And  many  an  aching  wish,  your  beamy  fires, 
That  show  like  beacons  in  the  blue  abyss. 
Ordained  to  guide  th'  embodied  spirit  home 
From  toilsome  life  to  never-ending  rest. 
Love  kindles  as  I  gaze.    I  feel  desires 
That  give  assurance  of  thdr  own  success, 
And  that,  infus^  firom  Heaven,  must  thither 

tend." 
So  reads  he  nature,  whom  the  lamp  of  truth 
Illuminates.    Thy  lamp,  mysterious  Word! 
Which  whoso  sees  no  longer  wanders  lost, 
With  intellects  bemazed  in  endless  doubt. 
But  runs  the  road  of  wisdom.    Thou  hast  built, 
With  means  that  were  not  till  by  thee  employed, 
Worlds  that  had  never  been,  hadk  thouin  strength 
Been  less,  or  less  benevolent  than  strong. 
They  are  thy  witnesses,  who  apeak  thy  power 
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And  goodifefls  infbiite,  but  speak  te  eara 
That  hear  not,  or  receive  not  thdr  repoit 
In  vain  &7  creatures  testify  of  thee, 
Tin  thou  proclaim  thyfeelf.    Theirs  is  indeed 
A  teaching  voice ;  but  'tis  the  praisfe  of  thine, 
That  whom  it  teaches  it  niakes  prompt  to  ieum, 
And  with  the  boon  gives  talents  for  its  use. 
Till  thou  art  heard,  imaginations  vain 
Possess  the  heart,  and  fables  falsd  as  hell ; 
Yet,  deemed  oracular,  lure  down  to  death 
The  i&ninfi>rmed  dnd  heedless' souls  of  men. 
We  give  to  chance,  bfind  chance,  ourselves  as 

blind, 
The  glory  of  thy  work  which  yet  appears 
Perfect  and  unimpea6hable  of  blame,< 
Challenging  human  scrutiny,  and  proved . 
Then  skililil  most  when  most^severely  judged* 
But  chance  is  not;  or  is  not  where  then  reign'st: 
Thy  pnxvideQce  forbids  that  fickle  power 
(If  power  Qhc  be,  that  werkis  but  to  confound) 
To  mix  her  wild  vagaries  with'  thy  laws. 
Yet  thus  we  dote,  refusing  while  we  can 
Instruction,  and  uirenting  to  ourselves 
Gods  such  as  gt^lt  makes  welcome:  gods  that 

sleep, 
Or  disregaAi  our  fbUies,  or  that  sit 
Amused  spectators  of  this  bustling  stage.     ^ 
Thee  vre  reject,  unable  to  al»de 


Thy  parity,  till  pure  avthou  art  pure, 

Made  such  by  diee,  we  love  thee  for  thy  cause, 

For  which  we  shunn6d  and  hated  thee  before. 

Then  we  are  finee.    Then  liberty,  like  day, 

Breaks  oh  the  soul,. and  by  a  flash  from  Heaven 

Fires  all  die  fiurulti^'with  gloripus  joy. 

A  voice  is  heard,  thatmdrta)  ears  hear  not, 

Till  thou  hast  toudied  them;  'tis  the  voice  of 

song, 
A  l<iiud  hosannasent  from  all  thy  vrorks, 
Which  ^e  that  hears  it  wHh  a  shout  repeats, 
And  adds  his  taptureto  the  general  praise. 
In  that  blest  moment  Mature,  throwing  wide 
Her  vol  opaque,  discloses  with  a  smile 
The  ahthor  of  her  beauties,  who,  retired  ^ 

Behind  his  own  creation,  works  unseen 
By  the  impure,  and  hears  his  power  denied. 
Thou  art  the  scfurce  and  centre  of  all  minds, 
Their  only  point  of  rest,  eternal  Word  I 
From  thee  departing  they  ai:B  k>Bt,  and  rove 
At  random  without  honour,  hope,  or  peace. 
From  thee  is  all  that  soothes  the  life,  of  man, 
His  high  endeavour,  and  his  glad  success, 
His  strength  to  suffer;  and  his  will  toserve. 
But  O  thou  bounteous  Giver  of  all  good, 
Thou  art  of  all  thy  gifts  thyeeif  the  crown ! 
Give  what  thou  canst,  vnthout  thee  we  aro.poor, 
And  with  thee  rich,  take  what  thdu  wilt  away. 
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IMH  ai  a  iBiMice^Thelr  effect— A  line  noon  in  wlnter.-^A  aheltesBd  walfc.--Medltttlon  better  tfiff"  hn^f"^— ^^  to«n>- 
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— .— « «  Ja  great  crime  proved  from  Scripture.  *  That  proof  Ulaatmed  by  a  tala— A  line  drawn  I 
unhwlal  de«rocdon  of  them,— Tlieir  good  and  uaeful  prapertiee  inna^  oa— Apology  for  the  encombuna  beatowed  by  tha 
anfh-.  OQ  onimala.— Jmlancea  of  man'a  extrsYagant  prane  of  roan.— liie  graane  of  the  creation  ehall  hare  an  end.— A  rtew 
takK  of  the  ie«oration  of  all  things.- An  invt)catlon  aiid  an  Inritatkn  of  him,  who  ahall  bring  it  to  pen— Tbeietired  maa 
rindkaled  from  the  cbaige  of  «aeIeaBiML— Oonelnaion. 


Tberk  is  in  souls  a  sympathy  with  sounds; 
And  as  the  mindv  pitched  tiie  ear  is  pleased 
With  melting  uis  of  martial,  brisk  or  grave ; 
Some  chord  in  nnison  with  what  we  hear 
Is  touched  withita  ns,  and  the  heart  replies. 
How  soft  the  music  of  those  rillag^lls, 
Falling  at  intervals' upon  the  ear 
In  cadence  sweet,  now  dying  aU  away, 
Now  pealinjg  loud  again,  and  buder  still 
Clear  and  sonorous,  as  the  gale  comes  on! 
With  easy  force  it  opens  all  the  cells 
Where  Memory  dept    Wherever  I  have  heaid 
A  kindred  inebdy,  the  scene  recurs, 


And  widi  it  all  its  pleasofes  and  its  pains. 
Such  oomprehenaiYe  views  the  spirit  tak.es, 
That  in  a  few  short  motaients  I  retrace 
'(As  in  a  map  the  voyager  his  course) 
The  windings  of  my  way  through  many  yeara 
Short  as  m  retrospect  the  journey  seems,. 
It  seevied  not  always  short;  the  rygged  path, 
And  prospect  oft  so  dreary  and  ibrlom. 
Moved  many  a  sigh  at  its  disheartening  length. 
Yet  feeluig  present  evils,  while  the  past 
Faintly  impress  the  mind,  or  not  at  all, 
How  readity  we  vrish  time  spent  revoked, 
That  WB  might  try  the  ground  again  wheie  onof* 
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(Through  idezperienoe,  as  we  now  percetve) 
We  mitted  thdt  happmen  we  qiight  have  found 
^     Some  firiend  is  gone,  pei'hape  his  ton's  best  friend, 
A  father,  whose  authority,  in  show 
When  most  severe  and  mustering  oU  its  fi>ioe, 
Wu  but  the  graver  countepanoe  of  love; 
Whose  favour,  like  the  clouds  of  spring,  might 

lower. 
And  utter  now  and  then  an  awliil  'voice, 
But  had  a  blessing  in  its  darkest  frown, 
Threatening  at  once  and  nourishing  the  >planft. 
We  bved,  but  not  enough,  the  gentle  luuid 
That  reared  us.    At  a  thoughtltiss  age,  allured 
By  every  gilded  folly^  we  renounced 
His  sheltering  side,  and  wilfully  forewent 
Thatioonvene,  whiph  we  now  in  vain  regret. 
How  gladly  would  the  man  recall  to  life 
The  lioy's  neglected' sire!  a  mother  too, 
That  softer  friend,  perhaps  more  gladly  stiQ, 
Might  he  demand  them  at  the  gates  of  death. 
Sorrow  has,  since  they  went,  subdued  and  tamed 
The  playful  humour;  he  could  now  endure, 
(Himself  grown  sober  in  the  vi^e  of  tears) 
And  feel  a  parent's  presence  no  restraint.    , 
But  not  to  undersland  a  treasure's  worth,  * 
Till  time  has  stolen  away  the  slighted  good, 
Is  cause  of  half  the  poverty  we  feel, 
And  makes  the  world  the  wilderness  it  is. 
The  few  that  pray  at  all  piray  oft  amiss, 
And  seeking  grace  t'  improve  the  prize  they  hobk 
Would  urge  a  wiser  suit  than  asking  more. 

'  The  night  was  winter  in  its  roughest  mood; 
The  n^orning  sharp  and  clear.    But  now  at  noon 
Upon  the  southern  side  of  the  slant  hills. 
And  where  the  woods  fence  off  the  northern  blast. 
The  season  smiles,  resigning  all  its  rage. 
And  has  the  warmth  of  May.    The  vault  is  blue 
Without  a  cloud,  and  white  without  a  speck 
The  dazzling  splendour  of  the  scene  belowl 
Again  the  harmony  comes  o'er  the  vale ; 
And  through  the  trees  I  view  th'  embattled  tower. 
Whence  all  the  music.    I  again  perceive 
The  soothing  influence  of  the  wafted  strains, 
And  settle  in  soft  musings  as  I  tread 
The  walk,  still  verdant,  under  oaks  and  ehns, 
\Vhose  outspread  branches  overarch  the  glade. 
The  roof,  though  moveable  through  all  its  length 
As  the  wind  sways  it,  has  yet  well  sufficed, 
Ana,  intercepting  in  their  silent  fall 
The  frequent  flakes,  has  kept  a  path  for  me. 
No  noise  is  here,  or  none  that  hinders  thought 
The  redbreast  warbles  still,  but  is  content 
With  slender  notes^   and  more  than  half  sup- 
pressed; 
Pleased  with  his  solitude,  and  flitting  light 
From  spray  to  spay,  where'er  he  rosts  he  shakes 
b'^rom  many  a  twig  the  pendant  drops  of  ice, 
That  tinkle  in  the  withered  leaves  below. 
Stillness,  accompanied  with  sounds  so  soft,  ' 


Channs  mote  than  silence. .  Meditation  here 
May  think  down  houn  to  moments.    Here  thf 

heart_  • 

May  give  a  useful  lesson  to  the  head, 
And  teaming  wiser  gww  without  his  boAa. 
Knowledge  and  Wisdom,  f$ir  firom  being  one, 
Have  oftnmes  no  connexion.    Ji.nowledgedwdb 
IiTB^UU  replete  witn  tnougbts  of  other  men; 
Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  t)ieir  own. 
Knowledge,  a  rude  unprofita'ble  mass. 
The  mere  materials  with  whi^h  Wisdom  boilda. 
Till  sm^hed,  and  squared,  and  fitted  t6  its  plaoe, 
Does  but  encumber  whom  it  seems  t'  eniich. 
Knowledge  is  proud 'that  he  has  learned  so  orach ; 
Wisdom  is  l^umble  that  he  knows  no  mesre. 
Books  are  not  seldom  talismans  and  spells, 
By  which  the  magic  Art  of  shrewder  wits 
Holds  an  unthinking  multitude  enthralled. 
Some  to  the  fascination  of  a  name 
Surrender  judgment,  hoodwinked.  Some  the  styfe 
Infatuates,  and  through  labyrinths  and  wilds 
Of  error  leads  them,  by  a  ti;me  entranced. 
While  skith  eeducesmore,  too  weak  to  bear 
The  ihsupportable  ^ttigue  of  thought, 
And  swallowing  therefore  without  pause  or  choioe^ 
The  total  grist  unsifted,  husks  and  aU. 
But  trees  and  rivulets,  whose  rapid  course 
Defies  the  check  of  winter,  haunts  of  deer,. 
And  sheep-walks  populous  with  bleating  lambs, 
And  lanes  in  which  the  primrose  ere  her  time 
Peeps  through  the  moss,  that  clothes  the  hawthoR 

root. 
Deceive  n^  student    Wisdom  there,  and  troth,. 
Ifot  shy,  as  in  the  worldj'anci  to  be  won 
By  slow  soCdtatbn,  sdze  at  once 
The  roving  thought,  and  fix  it  on  diemselves. 
What  prodigies  can  power  divine  perferm 
More  grand  than  it  produces  year  by  year. 
And  all  in  eight  of  inattentive  man? 
Familiar  with  the  eSeCL  we  slight  the  cause. 
And  in  the  constancy  of  nature's  coum, 
The  regular  return  of  genial  months, 
And  renovation  of  a  iiuJed  world, 
See  nought  to  wonaer  at.  Should  Qod  again, 
As  once  inOibeon,  interrupt  the  race 
Of  the  undeviating  and  punctual  sun, 
How  would  the  world  admire !  but  speaks  it  fc« 
An  agency  diyine,  to  make  him  knoW" 
His  moment  when  to  sink  and  when  to  rise, 
Age  after  age,  than  to  arrest  his  course? 
All  we  behold  is  miracle;  but  seen 
So  duly,  all  is  miracle  in  vain. 
Where  now  \he  Vital  eneigy  that  moved. 
While  smnmei  was,  the  pure  and  subtle  lymph 
Through  the  imperceptible  meandering  veins 
Of  leaf  and  flower  1  It  sleeps;  and  th' icy  touch 
Of  unprolific  winter  has  impressed 
A  cold  stagnation  on  th'  intestine  tide. 
Bat  let  the  months  go  round,  a  few  short  monthly 
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And  an  shall  be  restored.    These  naked  slyiots, 
Banen  as  lances^  aoiong  which  the  wind 
Makes  wintry  music,  9ghing  as  it  goeS| 
Shan  put  tlieir  graceful  foliage  on  again, 
And  more  aspiring,  apd  with  ampler  spread, 
Shall  boost  new  charms,  and  mote  theCntliey  have 

KMt. 

Then  each  in  its^peculiar  honours  clad,  . 

Shall  publish  even  to  th^  distant  eye 
Its  family  and  tribe.  /  Laburnum,  rich 
In  streaming'gold ;  syringa,  ivory  pure ; 
The  scentless  and  the  scented  rose ;  this  red 
And  of  an  humbler  growth,  the  other*  tall, 
And  throwing  up  into  the  .darkest  gloom 
Of  neighbouring  cypress,  or  more  sable  yew,      . , 
Her  nlver  globes,  light  as  the  foamy  surf 
That  the  vdnd  severs  from  the  Ijroken  wave 
The  lilac,  various  hi  array,-  now  white, 
Now  sanguine,fand  her  beauteous  head  now  set 
With  purple  spikes  pyramidal,  as  if 
StodioQS  of  ornament,  yet  unresolved 
Which  hue  she  most  approved,  she  chose  them  all ; 
Copious  of  ibwers  th^  woodbine,  pale  and  wan 
Bat  well  compensating  her  nckly  looks 
With  never-cloying  odoufs,  earPf  and  late; 
Hypericum  all  bloom,  so  thick  a  swarm 
Of  flowen  like  flies  Nothing  her  slender  rods, 
That  scarce  a,  leaf  appears ;  mezereon  too, 
Though  leafless,  w^-attired,  and  thick  beset 
With  blushing  wreaths,  investing  every  spray; 
Althieawith  £e  purple  eye;  the  broom, 
Yellow  and  bright,  as  bullion  unalloyed,. 
Her  blossoms;  and  luxuriant  above  all 
The  jasmine,  throwing  wide  her  elegant  sweets, 
The  deep  dark  green  of  whose  unvanushed  leaf 
Makes  more  conspicuous,  and  illumines  more, 
The  bright  profusions  of  her  scattered  stars.—: 
These  hkv«  been,  and  these  shall  be,  in  their  day; 
And  all  this  uniform  uhcoloured  scene    . 
ShaH  be  dismantled  of  its  fleecy  load, 
And  flush  into  variety  again. 
From  dearth  to  plenty,  and  from  death  to  life. 
Is  Nataie*s  progress,  when  she  lectures  man 
In  heavenly  truth;  evincing,  as  she  makes    , 
The  grand  transition,  that  thero  lives  and  works 
\  A  sonl  in  all  things,  and  that  soul  is  Gk)d. 
The  beauties  of  the  wilderness  are  his. 
That  makes  so  gay  (he  solitary  place, 
Where  no  eye  sees  them.    And  the  fairer  forms, 
That  cultivation  glories  in,  are  his. 
He  sets  the  bright  pr^pessibn  on  its  way, 
A.nd  ma*«biJ«  all  the  order  of  the  year; 
He  marks  the  boundls,  which  winter  may  not 

ia«i 
And  blunts  his  pointed  fiiry;  in  its  case, 
Rosset  and  rude,  folds  up  the  tender  germ. 
Uninjured  vrith  inimitable  art; 
And,  ere  one  flowery  season  fades  and  dies, 


*  llie  Guelder^xMb^ 


Dengns  the  blooming  wonden  of  the  next 

Some  say  that  in  the  origin  of  things, 
When  all  creation  started  info  birth, 
The  infant  elements  received  n  law, 
From  which  they  swerved  not  since .    That  un  Jcr 

force. 
Of  that  controlling  ordiniemce  they  move, 
And  need  Qot  his  immediate  hand,  who  first 
Prescribed  their  course/ to  regulfite  it  now. 
Thus  dream  they,  and  contrive  to  s^ve  a  God 
Th'  encumbrance  of  his  own  concerns,  and  spare 
The  great  artificer  of  ail  that  moves 
The  stress  of  a  continual  act,  the  pain 
Of  unremitted  vigilance  and  care, 
As  too  laborious  and  severe  a  task. 
So  man,  the  moth,  is  not  afraid,  it  seems. 
To  span  .omnipotence,  and  measure  might, 
That  knowi  no.measure,  by  the  scanty  nde 
And  standard  of  hb  own,  Uiat  is  to-day, 
And  is  not  ere  to-morrow'p  sun  go  down. 
But  how  should, matter  occupy  a  chaigOj 
Dull  as  it  is,  and  satisfy  a  law 
So  vast  in  its  demands,  .unless  impelled 
To  ceaseless  service  by  a  ceaseless  force, 
And  under  pressure  of  some  conscious  caus^ 
The  Lord  of  gJl,  Hmi^Aif  tht^ifi^h  ,lr:^^ffilyAr^^ 
{s^ustains.  arid  is  the  lif^^  nf  nil  thnt  IJTmi 


Nattire  is  but  a  name  for  an  eflecL 

(iod.    He  fee^  the  sabred  fire 


wHssr; 

^  which  the  mighty  process  is  maintained; 
Who  sleeps  not,  is  not  weary;  in  whose  sight 
Slow  dueling  ages  ar&as  transient  days; 
Whose  work  is  ^thout  labour;  whose  designs 
Ko  flaw  deforms,  no  diflicnlty  thwarts ; 
And  whose  beneficence  no  diange  exhausts. 
Hun  blind  antiquity  profaned,  not  served. 
With  self-taught  rites,  and  under  various  names, 
Female  and  male,  Pomona,  Pales,  Pkn, 
And  Flon^  and  V^rtumnus^  peopling  earth 
With  tutelary  goddesses  and  gods, 
That  were  not;  and  commending  as  they  wpuld 
To  each  some  province,  garden,  field,  or  grove. 
But  all  are  under  one.    One  splriW~His, 
Who  wore   the   platted  thorns  with  bleeding 

browd,— 
Rules  universal  iiature.    Not  a  flower 
But  shows  some  touch,  in  freckle,  streak,  or  stain, 
Qf  his  unrivalled-pencil.    He  inspires  . 
Their  bahny  odoum^  and  imparts  their  hues,- 
And  b&thes  their  eyes'with  nectar,  and  includes, 
tn  grains  as  countless  as  the  seaside  sands,. 
The  forms  with  which  he  sprinkles  all  the  earth. 
Happy  who  walks  vrith  him!  whom  what  he  find^ 
Of  flavour  or  of  scent  in  fruit  or  flower. 
Or  what  he  views  of  beautiful  or  grand 
In  nature,  from  the  broad  majestic  oak 
To  the  green  blade  that  tvvinkles  in  the  sun, 
Prompts  with  remembrance  Of  a  present  God. 
His  presence,  who  made  nil  so  fidr,  perceived, 
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Of  sympathy,  and  therefore  dead  alike 

To  loTO^^nd  <7i^n^^<ihip  both,"th«t  ii"5g  fjeaaed 


Makea  all  stia  faksr.    As  with  htm  no  eoene 
Is  dzeaiy,  so  with  him  all  seaMiis  please. 
Thpngh  winter  had  heen  Bone,  had  man  been  tnie, 
And  earth  be  punished  for  its  tenant's,  sake, 
Yet  not  in  vengeance;  as  this  smiling  iaky, 
So  soon  moceeding  such  an  angxy  nighty  i 
And  these  dissolving  snows,  and  thisdear  stream 
Recovering  fast  its  liquid  music,  prove. 
Whio  then,  that  has  a  mind  weU  Strang  and 
tuned 
To  contemplation,  and  ^thln  his  reach 
A  scene  so  firiendy  to  his  &vounte  task, 
Would  waste  attention  at  the  checkered  board. 
His  host  of  wooden  warriors  to  and  fro 
Marching  and  counter-marching",  with  an  eye 
As  fixed  as  marble/with  k  forehead  ridged 
And  furrowed  into  storms,  4md  with  a  hand 
Trembling, « if  eternity  were  hung 
[n  balance  oii  his  conduct  of  a  pini 
Nor  envies  he  aught  m^ure  their  idle  sport, 
Who  yfLDt  with  application  misapplied 
To  trivial  toys,  and  puslung  ivory  balk         ^ 
Across  a  velvet  level,  foel  a  joy 
Akin  to  rapture,  when  the  bauble  finds 
Its  destked  goal,  of  difficult  access. 
Nor  deenft  ho  wiser  him,  who  gives  his  noon  ' 
To  Miss,  the  mercer's  plague,  finom  shop  to  shop 
Wandering^  and,  littering  with  unfolded  siUw 
The  polished  counter,  and  approving  none. 
Or  promising  with  smiles  to  call  again. 
Nor  him,  who  by  his  vanity  seduced, 
And  soothed  into  a  dream  that  he  disoems 
The  difiference  of  a  Guido  fr^om  a  daub, 
Frequents  the  crowded  auction :  stationed  there 
As  duly  as  the  ijangiora  oi  ine  «how, 
With  glass  at  eye,  and  catalogue  in  hand, 
And  tongue  accomplished  in  the  fhlsome  cant, 
And  pedantry,  that  eoxcombe  learn  with  ease;  \jThe  comfort  of  a 
Oft  as  the  price  deciding  hammer  fidls,  j  y}  T'lkfaxrscarce  W  risen. 

He  notes  it  in  his  book,  then  raps  his  box,  ' 

Swears  'tis  a  bargain,  rails  at  his  hard  fat^ 
That  he  has  let  it  pass — ^but  neter  bids. 

Hete  unmolested,  tltfough  whatever  rign 
The  sun  proceeds,  I  waifkder.    Nether  mist, 
Nor  freezing  sky  nor  sultry,  checking  me, 
Nor  stranger,  intermeddling  with  my  jdy. 
E'en  in  the  spring  and  playtime  of  the  year, 
That  calls  th'  unwonted  villager  abroad 
With  all  her  little  ones,  a  sportive  train, ' 
To  gather  kinecups  in  the  yellow  mead. 
And  prink  thmr  hair  with  daisies,  or  to  pick 
A  cheap  but  wholesome  salad  from  the  brook, 
These  shades  are  all  my  own.  '  The  timoroua  hare, 
G^wn  so  familiar  with  her  frequent  guest. 
Scarce  shuns  me;  and  the  stockdove  unalarmed 
Sits  cooing  in  the  pine-tree,  nor  suspends 
His  long  love-cUtty  for  my  near  approach 
Drawn  from  his  refuge  in  some  lonely  elm, 
'  That  age  or  injury  has  hollowed  deep 


Where,  pn  his  bed'  of  wool  and  matted  leavesi 
He  has  outalepi  the  winter,  ventures  fiirtfa 
To  fiisk  awhile^  and  beak  in  the  vraim  sun, 
The  aquirrd,  fiippast,  pert^  and  fiifl  of  play; 
He  sees  me,  and  at  once,  swift  as  abird, 
Ascends  the  neighbouxing^beech;  there  whisks  his 

brush, 
And  perks  his  ears,  and  stamps,  and  cries  akmd, 
W^  all  the  prettineas  of  fieigned  alarm. 
And  anger  insignificantly  fierce. 

The  heart  is  hard  in  natulw  and  unfit 
For  human  fellowBhip«  as  being  void 


With  sight  ojf  animals  enjoying  life. 
Nor  feels  itteai  happiness  augment  lus~dWn. 
The  bounding  fawn,  that  darts  across  the  giade, 
When  none  pursues,  through  mere  delight  of  heart, 
And  sforits  -buoyant  with  excess  of  glee ; 
The  horse  as  wanton,  and  alm5st  as  fleet,.  - 
That  skims  the  spociaus  meadow  at  fiill  speed, 
Then  stopb,  and  8nocts,^and,  throwing  high  hb 

heels. 
Starts  to  the  voluntary  race  again ; 
The  very  kine,  that  gambol  at  hi^  noon, 
The  total  herd  receiving  first  foom  one,' 
That  leads  the  dance,  a  summons  to  be  gay. 
Though  wild  their  strange  vagaries,  and  uiuxnith 
Their  efibrts,  yet  resolved  with  one  consent' 
To  give  Bttch  act  and  utterance  as  they  may 
To  ecstacy  too  big  to  be  suppressed — 
These,  and  a  thousand  images  of  blias, 
With  which  kind  Nature  graces  every  sceoe^ 
Where  cruel  msui  defeats  not  her  design. 
Impart  to  the  benevolent,  who  Wish 
All  that  are  capable  of  pleasure  pleaaed,- 
A  &r  superior  happiness^to  theirs. 


ittohiscall 
Who  formed  him  from  the  dust,  his  future  grafe^ 
When  he  was  crowned  as  never  king  was  sinee. 
Grod  set  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 
And  angel  chcnrs  attended.    Wondering  stood 
The  new-made  monarch,  while  before  him  passed, 
All  happy,  and  all  perfect  in  theb  kind, 
Thecreatuies^  summonedfiromtheirvariooshainiti^ 
To  see  their  sovereign,  and  confess  his  sway. 
Vast  vrAs  hia  empire,  absolute  his  power. 
Or  bounded  only  "by  a  law,  whose  force 
'Twas  his  sublimest  privilege  to  feel 
And  own,  the  law  of  nn\j[ij||al  love. 
He  ruled  with  meekness,  they  obeyed  wfth  joy; 
No  cruel  purpose  lurked  within  his  heart, 
And  no  distrust  of  his  intent  in  theirs. 
So  Eden  was  a  scene  of  haimless  sport, 
Where  kindness  on  Ids  part  who  ruled  the  whole 
Begat  a  tranquil  confidence  in  all. 
And  fear  as  yet  was  not,  nor  cause  fiw  fear. 
But  sin  marred  all;  and  the  vevdt  of  man, 
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That  BOfone  tif  0vik  iiot  esdiaOBle^  :^, 
Wm  pOBiriMd  wlHi  iBTditADf  Ilk  fiom  I^b. 
Gbidm  of  (Sod,  hoiw  tafiiMe  die  ckaing* 
Thy  grovM  and  kinM.  theii  wjitiiMMdl    Evny 

heait. 
Badi  aniiaal,  «f  •verrnaJMy-ooineeivvd 
A  jealouay,  and  an  inatiiictive  fear, 
Aiid,  coiucious  of  aonia  dapget^  Mther  fled 
Pncipitate  Um  IbalUL  abode  of  man^ 
Or  growled  deflaniDe  in^-aach  aiigry  aai^, 
As  taoght  him  too  to  tremble  fin  Ida  torn. 
"Anis  hanMmy  and  iapiily  aecoid 
Were  driven  from  Paxadiae;  and  in'diat  hour 
The  aebda  of  cmekj,  thataince  hai«  av^dled 
To  Boeh  gigantic  and'enpnnpiia  growtii, 
Were  flown  in  hnman  natofe'a  froLt^  aoiL 
Henoe  date  the  penecntion  and  the  pain, 
That  man  infficta  on  aJi  ^ripr  kinds, 
RegaidleM  of  theif  plainU.    To  m^e  him  aport, 
To  gratify  |he  fi^izy  of  faia  wrath, 
Or  hie  hoe  ^uttony  ^  are  caoaea  good 
And  just  in  hia  aocoont,  why  bird  and  beaat 
Should  sofler  toitnre,  and  the  atneams  be  dyed 
With  blood  of  their  inhabitanto  impaled. 
Earth  graana  beneath  the  buiden  of  a  war 
Waged  with  defiBqceleaa  iniiooence,  while  he,    ' 
Not  aatiafied  to  prey  on  all  anmnd, 
Adda  ten&Id  bitiefnear  to  death  by  panga 
Needleaa,  and  first  ^tormenta  ere  he  devoore.  * 
Now  happieat  they;  that  oeoapy  the  aoenea 
The  most  remote  firam  hia  abhorred  reaoit. 
Whom  once,  as  delegate  .of  Gbd  <m  earth, 
Tbfi^  feared,  and  aa  hia  .perfect  image  loved.  ^ 
The  wilderneae  ia  theirsi  with  all  its  cavea, 
Its  hoOow  glena,  ita  thicketa,  and  ita  plaina, 
Uniisited  by  man.    There  they  are  free,   . 
And  howl  and  rear  aa  likea  them,  nnoontreUed: 
Nor  aak  hia  leavii  to  alnmber  or  to  play. 
Wo  to,  the  tyrant^  if  he  dare  intrude 
Within  tlie  confines  of  their  wild  domain: 
The  licm  tells  him — ^I  am  monareh  her»-^ 
And,  if  he  spare  him,  sparer  him  on  the  terma 
Of  royal  merey,  and  throngh  generous  soom 
To  rend  a  victim  trembling  at  his  foot 
In  iQ^aaure,  aa  by  feree  of  instinct  drawn. 
Or  by  necessity  oonatiained,  they  live  • 
Dq)endant  upon  man;  those  in  his  fields. 
These  at  hia  crib,  and  aone  beneath  hia  roofi 
They  prove  too  often  at  how  dear  a  rate 
He  aeUa  protectioa>*Witiie88  at  his  feat 
The  spaniel  dying  fex^Mune  Tenial  fault. 
Under  direection  of  the  kq^fled  scomge; 
Witness  the  patient  ox,  with  stripes  and  yeOa 
Driven  to  the  slaughter,  goaded,  as  he  runs. 
To  madneoi;  while  the  aavage  at  his  hedf 
Laughs  at  the  fraivtic  sufiSsrer's  fury,  spent 
Upon  the  guiltless  passenger  o'eithrowa 
^  too  is  -^tneai,  noUest  of  the  train 
That  watt  on  man,  the  fligHt-peribrming  horae; 


With  ensQsptieting  rea&iesB  h^  takea 
EQs  murderer  on  his  back,  and  pushed  all  day 
With  bleeding  flidea  and  flaidu,  that  heave  fer  Sfb^ 
To  the  fer  distant  gold,  aifives  and  dies. 
'So  i^  merey  Aows  who  needs  so  nmchl 
Does  law,  ao'jealeas  in  the  cause  of  man. 
Denounce  no  doom  on  the  ddinquenti    None. 
He  livdi,  and  e'er  hSs  biimimng  beaker  IxHMta 
(As  if  biff barity  wm  high  desert) 
Th'  ingloritms  feat,  anddamioious  in  praise 
Of  the  poor  brute,  seems  vrisdy  to  suppose 
The  honoiin  of  Us  matchfess  hone  Us  own; 
But  many  a  crime,  deemed  tonoeeot  <m  earth, 
Is  registered  In  heaven;  and  these  no  donbif 
Have  each  their  reebf^,  vrith  a  curse  annexed. 
Man  may  dismias  compasoon  from  his  heart. 
But  Ood  will  nevOT.    When  lie  charged  the  Jew 
T'  assist  his  foe's  down  feilen  beast  to  rise;* 
And  when  the  buih-expkning  bo^,  that  seized 
The  young,  to  list  the  parent  bird  go  free; 
Proved  he  not  plahdy,  that  hiB  meaner'  works 
Are  yet  hb  care,  and  have  an  interest  aU, 
All,  in  the  univeisal  Father's  level 
On  Noah,  and  in  him  oit  all  mankAdj 
The  chaiter  v^as  conferred,  by  which  we,  hold 
The  flesh  of  animals  in  fee,  and  claim 
O'er  all  we  feed  on,  power  of  life  and  death. 
But  read  the  instrument  .and  mark  it  vrell: 
Th'  oppresnon  of  a  tyraimous  cbntrol 
Can  find  'no  warrant  there.    Feed  then,  arid  yield 
Thanks  fer  thy  food.    Carnivorous,  through  sin, 
Feed  on  the  slain,  but  spare  the  Uving  bnttef  X 

The  Governor  of  all,  himself  to  all         7^^ 
So  bountiful,  in  whoflb  attentive  par 
The  unfledged  rayen  and  the  Son's  whelp 
Plead  not  in  vain  for  pty  on  the  pangs 
Of  hunger  unaaeuaged,  has  interposed. 
Not  seldom,  his  avenging  arm,  to  smite 
Th'  injurious  tranipler  upon  nature's  law,    .    , 
That  cbdms  forbearance  even  for  a  |yrute.    ' . 
He  hates  the  hardness  of  a  Balaam^  lieart; 
And  prophet  as  he  waa,  be  might  not  struie 
The  blaineless  animal,  without  rebuke,  . 
Qn  which  he  rode.    Her  opportune,  ofilenoe 
Saved  him,  or  th'  unrelenting  seer  had  died. 
He  sees  that  human  equity  is  stack 
To  interfere,  though  in  so  just  a  cause; 
And  tbakes  the  .task  his  ovm.    Insjnring  dumb 
And  helpless  victiips  with  a  sense  so  keen 
Of  ii^ury,  with  such  knowledge  of  their  strength 
And  such  sagacity  to  take  revenge, . 
Thai  oft  the  beast  has  seemed  to  judge  the  man. 
An  ancient,  not  a  legendary  tale, 
By  one  of  sound  intelHgenee  rehearsed. 
(If  such  who  pdead  for  Provideno)  oiay  seem 
In  modem  eyes,)  shall  make  the  doctrine  clear. 

Where  England,  stretched  towards  t):e  iettjng 
sun, 
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Narrow  and  lo^g,  o'eriooki  the  WMtem  wvn. 
Dwelt  young  Miaogathas;  ft  aooriiar  hs 
Of  Ood  and  goodn^  Atheiat  in  oileht, . 
VicioUB  in  act,  in  temper  a^Tage-fieroe. 
He  joumeyed;  and  lua  chance  was,  aa  he  weoti 
To  join  a  trayeller,  of  far  different  npte, 
Evander,  £uned  for  piety,  fat  yean 
Deserving  honour,  but  forwiadom  move. 
Fiune  had  not  left  the  TeneraUe  man 
A  stranger  to  the  manners  of  the  youth, 
Whose  fikce  too  was  familiar  to  hia  view. 
Their  way  was  on  the  margin  of  the  land, 
O'er  the  green  aummit  of  the  rocks,  whoae  base  r 
Beatirback  the  roaring  surge,  scarce  heard  so  high. 
The'charity,  that  warmed  his  heart,  was  moved 
At  sight  of  the  man-monster.    With  a  sBiile, 
Crentle,  and  affablej  and  fiiU  of  grace, 
Au  fearful  of  offending  whom  he  wished 
Much  to  persuade,  he  plied  his  ear  with  truths 
Not  harslily  thundered  forth,  or  rudely  pressed, 
Byt,  like  his  purpose,  gracious,  kind,  and  svreet 
"  And  dost  thou  dream,"  tk'  impenetrable  maA 
Exdaimed,  "  that  me  the  lullabies  of  age, 
And  ^taaieeiof  dotards  such  as  thou. 
Can  cheat,  or  move  a  moment's  fear  in  mel 
Mark  now  the  proof  I  give  thee,  ihat  the  bzaw 
Need  no  such  aids,  as  superstition  lends,         , 
To  stbel  their  hearta  against  the  -dread  of  death.*^ 
He  spoke,  and  (o  the  precipice  at  hand 
Pushed  with  .a  madman's  fbry.    Fancy  shrinks 
And  the  bkx)d>thriil8  and  curdles,  at  the  thought 
Of  such  a  gulf  aa  he  designed  his  grave.  . 
But,  though  the  felon  on  his  back  could  dare 
The  dreadful  leap,  more  rational,  his  steed 
Declined  the  death,  and  wheeling  sWifUy  round, 
Or  e'er  bis  hoof  had  pressed  the  crumbling  vexge, 
Baffled  his  rider,  saved' against  His  will. 
The  fienzy  of  the  brain  may  be  redressed 
By  medicine  well  applied,  but  witjlout  grace 
The  heart's  insanity  admits  no  cure. 
Enraged  the  more,  by  what  might  have  reformed 
His  horrible  intent,  again  he  tought 
Destruction,  with  a  2eal  to  be  destroyed, 
With  sounding  whip,  and  rowels  dyed  in  T>kx>d. 
But  still  in  vain.    The  Providence  that  meant 
A  longer  date  to  the  far  nobler  beast. 
Spared  yet  again  th'  ignoble  for  his  sake. 
And  now,  his  prowess  proved,  and  his  sinoete 
Incurable  obduracy  evinced. 
His  rage  grew  cool;  and,  pleased  perhaps  t'  l^ve 

earned 
Si)  cheaply  the  renown  of  that  attempt 
With  looks  of  some  complacence  he  resumed 
iCiF  road,  deriding  much  the -blank  amaze 
Of  good  Evander,  still  where  he  was  left  ^ 

Fixed  motionless,  and  petrified  with  dread. 
Bo  on  th^  fared.    Discouh^e  on  other  themes 
Ensuing  seemed  t'  obliterate  the  past; 
And  tamer  far  for  so  much  fury  shown. 


(A«  in  the  poonaof  lash  aii4  fieiy  men) . 
The  rude  compMiion  smiled,  asif  traBsfimned. 
But'twasatntDSMntcabn'    A  ■tonn  was  naar, 
An.  unsuspected  stocm.    His  hour  was  oome. 
The  impious.  chaUenger  of  Power  divine 
Was  now  to  leajm,  tha$  Heaven,  though  sloir  tQ 

wxith. 
Is  neverwkh  frnpunitf  defied. 
His  hone,  aa  hfi  had  caught  his  master^  mood. 
Snorting,  and  starting  into  sudden  rage, 
Unbiddoi,  andnotnow  to  be  controlled, 
Rushed  to  the  cliff,  and,  having  reached  it,  stood. 
At  onoe  the  shock  nnsehted  him;  he  0ew 
Sheer  o*tt  ihe  enggy  barrier;  and,  inmiersed 
Deep  in  the  flood,  found,  i^henhe  sought  it  not, 
The  deaAh  he  had  deserved,  and  died  akoe. 
So  G}od  wiought  double  justice;,  made  the  fool 
The  victim  of  hb  own  tiemendous  choice. 
And  tailght  a  brute  the  way  to  safe  revenge. 
I  would  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends 
(Though  graced  wUh  polished  manners  and  fine 


Yet  wantiiig  sensibility)  the  man 

Who  needlessly  sets  foot  upon  a  vtoob. 

■An  inadvertent  step  may  crush  tiie  snail, 

"That  crawlB  at  evening  in  the  public  path ; 

But  he  that  has  humanity,  forewarned. 

Will  txead  aside,  and  let  the  repMlofive. 

The  creepfaig  vermin,  loathsome  to  the  sight. 

And  charged  perhaps  with  venom,  that  intrade^ 

A  visiter  unwelcome,  into  scenes 

Sacred  to  neatness  and  repose,  th'  aloove^ 

The  chamber,  or  refectory,  may  die: 

A  necessary  act  ineurs  no  blame. 

Not  so  when,  held  vrithin  tiieir  proper  bounds, 

And  guiltless  of  offence,  they  range  the  air. 

Or  take  thei^  pastime  in  the  spedoos  field ; 

There  they  are  privileged;  and  he  that  hunts 

Or  harms  them  there  is  guilty  of  a  wrong. 

Disturbs  the  economy  of  Nature's  nalm, 

Who,  when  ahe  formed,  designed  them  an  abode. 

Th(B  sum  is  this.    If  man's  oonvenisnee,  health, 

Or  safoty,  interfere,  Us  rights  and  cUims 

Are  paramount,  and  must  eztingmsh  theirs. 

Else  they  are  all-^-the  meanest  things  that  ar»— 

As  fiee  to  live,  and  to  enjoy  that  life. 

As  God  was  fite6  toform  them  at  the  first, 

Who  in  his  sovereign  wisdom  made  them  aH. 

Ye,  therefore,  who  love  mercy,  teach  yoursons 

To  love  it  too.    The  springtime  of  our  yean 

Is  soon  diahonoured  and  defiled  in  most 

By  budding  ills,  and  ayk  a  prudent  hand 

To  check  them.    But  alas!  none  sooner  shooCs, 

If  unrestnined,  into  luxuriant  growth, 

Than  cruelty,  mdM  devihsh  of  them  all. 

Mercy  to  him  that  shows  it,  is  the  rule 

And  righteous  limitation  of  its  act, 

By  which  Heaven  moves  in  pardoning  gnilty  mat 

And  he  that  shows  none,  behigripe  in  yean, 
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And  jDOOflcioiis  of  th^  outrage  he  oammitsj 
ShanMeki;k,aiidiiotfiiidift,inbiiti]zn.  . 

I)tttu]j|^cii8h0d  mm^  by  raakni,  aii4  s^ 
By  our  capacity  of  grace  dhine, 
Pram  ereatHTM,  that  exist  but  ibr  our  sake, 
Which,  having  serredufl,  penah,  we  axe  hdd 
AcoountaUe;  and  Qod  some  Aitdre'day ' 
W31  reckon  with  us  roundly  for  the  abuse 
Of  what  he  deems  no  mean  or  trivial  trust 
Supexior  as  we  ai^  they  yet  depend  ^ 

Kot  more  on  human  helpthieji  we'on  theurs 
Their  strength,  or  qpeed,  or  vigilaxiice  were  given 
In  aid  of  our  defects.    In  some  are  ibund 
Such  teachable  and  i^prebensive  parts, 
That  man's  attainments  in  his  ow^i  concerns, 
Matched  with  ih'  expeitness  of  the  brutes  Ih 

than, 
Are  ofttxmes  vanquished,  and  thrown  fitr  behind. 
Some  show  thftt  liice  sagacity  of  smell, 
And  read  with  such  discernment,  in  the  port 
And  iiguie  of  the  man,  his  secret  aim, 
That  oft  we  owe  our  safefy  to  a  skill 
We  could  not  teach,  andmust  despair  to  kam; 
But  learn  we  might,  if  not  too  proud  to  stoop 
To  quadruped  instructers,  many  a  good 
And  useftd  quality,  and  virtue  too, 
Rarely  exemplified  among  ouxedves; 
Attachment  never  to  be  weaned,  or  changed  ^ 
By  any  change  of  ibitune;  pioof  alike 
Against  unkindnees,  absoicej  ^and  neglect; 
F^ddi^,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 
Can  move  or  warp;  and  gtatilude  for  small 
And  trivial  fiiVouis,  lastmg  as  the  life, 
And  glistening  even  m  the  dying  eye. 
Man  praises  man.    Desert  in  aits  or  anus 
Wins  public  honour;  and  ten  thousand  sit 
Patiently  present  at  a  sacredsong, 
Commemoraiion-hiad;  content  to  hear 
(O  wonderful  effect  of  muirfo's  poWert) 
Messiah's  eukgy  for  Handel's  sake. 
But  less,  methinks^  than  sacrilege  might  serve— 
(For,  was  it  leas,  what  heathen  would  have  dared 
To  strip  Jove's  statue  of  his  oaken  wreath, 
And  hang  it  up  in  honour  of  a  man  1) 
Much  leas  might  serve,  when  all  that  we  desgn ' 
Is  but  to  gratify  an  itching  ear. 
And  give  the  day  to  a  musician's  praise. 
Remember  Handel  1    Who,  that  was  not  bom 
Deaf  as  the  dead  to  harmony,  forgets, 
Or  can,  the  more  than  Homer  of  his  age'} 
Yes— we  remember  him:  and  while  we  pfaisd 
A  talent  so  divine,  remember  too 
That  His  most  holy  book,  from  whom  it  came. 
Was  never  meant,  was  never  used  before, 
To  buckfam  out  the  memory  of  a  man. 
But  hush!— the  muse  perhaps  hf  too  aeverr, 
And  with  a  gravity  beyond  thesize 
And  measure  of  th'  offence,  rebukes  a  deed 
l/f^  impious  than  absurd,  and  owing  more 


To  want  of  judgment  than  to  wrong  desjjgn. 

So  in  the  chapd  of  old  Ely  House, 

Wh^n  wandering  Charles,  who  meant  to  b9  this 

thizd, 

Had  fled  fiwn  William,  and  ihe  news  •  was  firah, 
The  ample  elerk|  but  loyal,  did  announce. 
And  eke  did  rear  right  merrily ,  twp  staves, 
Sung  to  tho  praise-uid  glory  of  King  Ge(ng6! 
—Man  jAraiaee  man;  and  Ganick's  memozy  next) 
When  time  had  somewhat  mellowed  it|  and  made 
The  idol  of  our  wotahip  while  he  lived 
The  God  of  our  idolatry  oncd  more, 
Shall  have  its  ahar;  and  the  worid  diallgo  . 
In  i^lffnmage  to  bow  before  his  shrine. 
The  UeatxB  too  email  shall  suffocate 
Its  squeezed  contiintB^  and  more  than  it  admits 
Shall  sigh  at  their  exduoon,  and  return 
tJogratified:  forthete  some  not^e  k>rd 
Shall  stuff  his   shoulden  with   kin|^  Richard's 

bunch,  ,  ' 

Or  wrap  hnnsetfih  Hamlet's  inky  ckiak, 
^Ajid  strut  and  sUynn,  and  straddle,  stamp  and 

stare, 
To  show  the  worid  how  Oanid:  ^  not  act^ 
For  Garrick  wa*  a  worshipper  himself; 
He  drew  the  lituigy,  and  framed  thorites 
Akid  solemn  oeremonials  of  the  day, 
And  called  the  world  to  wordup  on  the  banks 
Of  Amh,  famed  in  song.    Ah,  pleasant  proof 
That  piety  has  ttiU  in  human  hearts 
Someplace,  a  spark  or  two  not  yet  exdncL 
The  mulbetiy4ree   was   hung   with  bloomiiig 

wreaths;       .•  . .  ' 

The  mulberry-tree  stood  centre  of  the  danoe; 
The  midbeir^vtree  ivas  hymned  with  dulcet  airs; 
And  from  his  towhwood  trunk  the  mulberry-tree 
Supplied  such  relics  as  devotion.holds 
Still  saoced,  and  preserves  with  pious  care. 
So  twas  a  haUowed  tone:  decorum  reigned, 
And  miith  without  oflbnoo.    No  feiw  returned, 
DoubtlesB,  much  edified,  and  all  refreshed.-^ 
Maa  praises  man.    The  rabble  aU  alive 
From  tippling  benches,  cellars,  stalls,  and  styes, 
Swarm  in  the  streets.    The  statesman  of  the  day, 
A  psmpous  and  alow-moving  pageant,  comes. 
Some  shout  him,  and  some  hang  upoQ  his  car, 
To  gace  in's  eyes,  and  bless  him.    Maidens  wave 
i;iieir  'kercbiefr,  and  old  women  weep  for^joy : 
While  others,  not  so  satisfied,  unbone  . 
The  gilded  equipage,  and,  tundng. loose 
His  stiBeds,  usurp  a  place  they  well  deserve. 
Whyl  what  has  cbaxmed  themi   Hath  he  saved 

the  stated 
No.    l>oth  he  purpose  its  salvationi '  No. 
Enchanting  novelty,  that  moon  at  fhll, 
That  finds  out  every  cuevioe  of  the  h«t4 
That  is  not  souml  andperfeet,  hath  ia  ttieus 
W^ughtthis^^sturtmnoe.   But  the  wand  is  near. 
And  his  own  c&ttle  must  suffice  turn  soon. 
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Thus  iiflj  d»  m  wMie  th0  tni^  of  pnlii,. 
And  dedkau  a  tribute,  in  ito  iM 
And  jnit  dineliaii  MiBnd,  to  ft  ffaiiiff 
Doomed  to  the  duBt,  or  lodged  alraidy  Umm.  ^ 
Eneominl  in  dd  tipie  was  poeki^  wMk; ' 
But  poets,  ha^Ting  Itcvishlj  long  rfaoe- 
Exhausted  an  SMteriob  of  tbe  ait, 
The  task  novr  fiJb  into  the  paMie  hand; 
And  I,  contented  with  an  InimblerliieBM^ 
Haiw  ponied  nvf  skieam  of  panegyne  doim 
The  vale  of  Kkine,  where  it  creepa,  and  winds 
Among  her  lovely,  weriv  with  a  secme 
And  unamlxtioiis  eotne,  wflertfaig  dear^ 
If  not  the  viitnes,  yti  the  worth,  of  bnitei; 
And  I  am  recompensed,  and  dean  the  toils 
Of  poetxy  not  lost,  if  vene  of  mine 
May  stand  between  an  animal  and  wo, 
And  teach  one  tyrant  pity  for  fail  drndge. 

The  groans  of  Natme  in.  diii  nether  woild,  - 
Which  Heaven  has  heard  for  agfs,  have  an  end. 
Foretold  hj  prophetn^  and  by  poets  simg, 
Whose  fire  was  kin^Bedat  the  prophet's  honp, 
The  time  of  rest,  the  promised  sabbath,  comes, 
Six  thoosaod yeais  of  sorrow  have  weii-nigh' 
Fulfilled  their  tardy  and  dinstroaroaune 
Over  a  ainflil  world;  and  what  nemeins 
Of  this  tempestuoiiB  slate  of  human  things 
Is  menly  as  the  woridng  of  a  sea 
Before  a  cahn,  that  rooks  itself  to  rot: 
For  He,^  whose  car  the  winds  are,  and  the  ddods 
The  dust  that  vndts  upon  his  sidtey  march. 
When  on  hath  moved  them,  and  his  wrath  ii  hot,* 
Shall  visit  earth  in  mercy;  ^aH  descend 
Propitioas  in  his  chariot  paved  with  kwe; 
And  what  his  storms  have  blasted  and  de&eed 
For  man's  revolt  shall  with  a  snile  repair. 

Sweet  is  the  harp  of  prophecy;  too  sweet 
Not  to  be  wronged  by  a  mere  nwrtifl  touch; 
Nor  can  the  wcmden  It  recoids  be  song 
To  meaner  muflio^  lind  not  soiTer  lesL 
But  when  a  poet,  or  when  one  like  me, 
Happy  to  rove  among  poetic  flowesB, 
Though  poor  in  skill  to  rear  then,  G^ts  act  last,  ' 
On  some  foir  theme,  some  theme  divinely  fair, 
Such  ii  the  impnlse  and  the  wfm  he  foeb. 
To  ^ve  it  praire  propoitioned  to  its  worth,  ' 

That  not  t*  attempt  it,  aidnous  as  he  deems 
The  Ub9ur,  were  a  task  hiore  arduous  stiH 

O  scenes  snips  wing  foble,  and  yet  true. 
Scenes  of  aeeompiished  bliss  I  which  whs  xan  see. 
Though  but  in  distant  prospect,  and  not  feel 
His  soul  vefireshed  with  foretaste  of  the  joy  f 
lUvers  of  gladness  water  all  the  eaidi. 
And  clothe  all  climes  with  benut^;  the  reproach 
Of  barrenness  is  past    The  firoiCftil  field 
Laughs  with  abandance;  and  the  land,  onoe  lean, 
Or  fertile  only  in  its  own  ds^grace, 
Rxults  to.see  itb  thistly  cum  repealed,* 
The  varioas  seasons  woven  into  one,  < 


And  that  ens  ssmmi  an  decnal  spifaig. 
The  garden  foais  no  Might,  and  needs  no  teee^ 
For  then  is  ttone  to  oimi,  aB  am  lUL 
Tiie  1km,  and  the  fibbaid,  and  the  bear, 
Orsse  with  the  foailess  flocks;  all  baidL  at  iKMm 
Together,  or  all  gambol  in  the  shads 
Of  the  same  girove,  and  drink  cine  common  stneanL 
~  itipathies-arenone.  No  foe  to  man 
Luriuin  the  serpent  now;  the  noHier  sees, 
And  floules  to  see^  her  infonfsplaylul  hand 
Stretched  ibith  to  dally  with  the  crested  vronn, 
To  stmke  his  azure  neck,  or  to  receive 
The  lambent  homage  of  his  aiinwy  tongue^ 
All  creatures  woitiiip  man,  md'afi  mankind 
One  Lord,  one  Father.    Enor  has  no  placs: 
That  creeping  pestiloice  is  driven  away; 
The  breath  of  heavan  has  chased  it.  Inthsbeait 
No  paarion  touches  a  discordant  string 
But  all  is  haimony  and  love.    Disease 
Is  not;  the  pure  and  unoontaminate  blood 
Holds  its  due  course,  nor  feazs  the  frost  of  age. 
One  s6ng  emplbys  all  nations ;  and  all  cry, 
"  Woithy  the  Lamb,  for  he  wasdahi  for  us!" 
The  dweHen  In  the  vales  and  on  the  rocks 
Shout  to  each  other,  and  the  mountain  tops 
From  distant  mountains  csteh  the  flying  joy; 
Till,  nittion  iCfter  nation  taught  the  stnsn, 
Earth  nils  thcT  raptunnis  hosanna  round. 
Behold  the  meafenre  of  the  promise  filled; 
See  Salem  b^ilt,  the  labour  of  a  God ! 
Bright  as  the  sun  the  sacred  city  shines; 
All  kingdoms  and  all  prinoss  of  the  ear4i 
Flock  to  that  light;  the  gktty  of  aU  lands 
Flows  into  her;  unbounded  is  her  joy^ 
And  endless  h«r  increase.    Thy  .rams  are  then, 
Nebaioth,  and  the  flocks  of  Kedar  there  5 
The. looms  of  Ormus,  and  the  nunss  of  Ind, 
And  Saba's  spicy  gnwes  pay  tribute  there. 
Praise  is  in  all  her  gates;  upon  her  walls, 
And  in  her  streets,  and  in  her  spadous  courts 
Is  heard  salvation.    Eastern  Java  there  . 
Kneels  with'the  native  of  the  forthest  vresk 
And  .£thiopia  spreads  abroad  the  hand,^ 
And  worships.    Her  report  has  travelled  forth 
Into  sin  lands.    Prom  every  dime  they  come 
To  see  thy  beauty,  and  to  share  Ihy  joy, 
O  Sion  1  an  assemhly  such  as  earth 
Saw  never,  such  as  heaven  stoops  down  to  see. 
Thus  heavenward  aH  things  tend.    For  all  wet 
once 
Peifoct,  and  all  mHt  be  atlength  te^Uxnd. 
9o  God  has  greatly  purposed;  who  could  else 
In  his  dishonoured  woi^  himself  endure 
Dishonottr,  and  be  vnonged  without  redress. 
Hai«te  then,  and  wheel  away  a  shattered  werid. 


*  Kebaioth  and  Kedar,  theeoMof  tahmael,  and  pngeolicn 
of  the  AitSjB,  Id  the  prophetic  scrtpmre  here  alludid  le^  nay 
be  reasonahly  eonriderodasreprMeotatiVM  of  tho  GRbtcUm  m 
laise. 
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Ye  dow-rsTolving  aetmaiMl  we  would  see 
(A  aght  to  which  our  eyei  are  strangen  yet)' 
A  world,  that  does  not  diead  an4  hate  his  livBVBy 
And  suffer  for  its  crime;  would  leam  how  fair 
The  creature  is  that  God  pronounces. good, 
How  {feasant  in-itself  what  pleases  hi^. 
Here  every  drop  of  hone^  hides  a  sting ; 
Worms'  wind  themselves  into  our  sweetest  flowers  i 
And  e'en  the  joy,  that  liaply  some  poor  heart 
Doivee  from  Heaven,  pure  as  the  fountain  is, 
b  sullied  in  the  stream,  taking  a  taibt. 
From  tou^h  of  human  lips,  at  best  impure. 
O  for  a  world  in  principle  as  chaste   '  ^ 
As  tUs  is  grote  and  seliSsh  I  over  whicb 
Custom  and  prejudioe  shaA  bear  no  sway^ 
That  govern  all  things  here,  shouldering  aside 
The  meek  and  modest  Truih,  and  forong  her 
To  seek  a  refuge  firom  the  toQgue  of  strife 
In  nooks  obscure,  &r  finom  the  ways'of  men ; 
Where  vicdence  shall  never  lift  the  sword,  I 

Kor  cuniiing  Justify  the  proud  man's  wrong, 
Leaving  the  poor  no  remedy  but  tears^ 
Where  he,  that  fills  an  office,  shall  esteem  * 
Th'  occasion' it  presents  of  doing  good 
More  than  the  perquisite:  where  law  shall  speak 
Seldom,  and  never  but  as  wisdom  prompts 
An4  equity  1  not  jealous  more  to  guard  . 
A  worthless  form,  than  to  decide  aright: 
Where  fashion  shall  qpt  sanctify  abuse. 
Nor  smooth  ,gpod-breeding  (supplemental  grftioe) 
With  lean  perfoimance  ape  the  work  of  love ! 
Come  then,  and  added  to  thy  many  crowns, 
Receive  yet  one,  the  crown  of  all  the  earth, 
Thou  who  alone  art  worthy  1    It  was  thina    . 
By  ancient  covenant,  ere  Nature's  birdi  \ 
And  thou  hast  made  it  thine  by  purchase  since, 
And  overpaid  its  value  with  thy  blood. 
Thy  saints  proclaim  thee  king;  and  in  their  hearts 
Thy  title  is  eograven  with  a  pen 
jyipped  in  the^fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Thy  saints  proolaim  thee  king ;  and  thy  delay 
Gives  courage  to  their  foes,  who,  could  they  see 
The  dawn  of  thy  last  advent,  long-desired, 
Woold  creep  info  the  bowels  of  the  hills, 
And  flee  for  safety  to  the  fiJling  rocks. 
The  very  spirit  of  the  world  is  tired 
Of  its  own  taunting  qtiestion,  asked  so  long, 
"  Where  is  the  promise  of  your  Lord's  appffoadil" 
The  infidel  has  shot  his  bolts  away. 
Till,  his  exhausted  quiver  yielding  none, 
He  gleans  the  blunted  shafts,  that  have  recefiled, 
And  aims  them  at  the  shield  of  Truth  iigain. 
The  veil  is  rent,  vent  too  by  priestly  hands, 
That  hides  divinity  from  mortal  eyes ; 
And  all  the  myBteries  to  iailh  proposed, 
Insulted  and  traduced,  are  cast  adde, 
Am  nselesay  to  the  moles  and  to  the  bats. 
They  now  are  deemed  the  &ithful,  and  are  praised. 
Who  ronstmit  only  in  rt^ecting  thee, 


Deny  thy  Godhead  with  a  ipaityr's  zeal. 
And  quit  their  office  for  their  error's  sake. 
Blind,  and  in  love  with  darkness !  yet,  e'en  theaa 
Wortiiy,  compared  with  sycophants,  who  knee 
Thy  name  adoring,  and  then  preach  thee  mani 
So  fiures  thy  church.  But  How  thy  church  mny  fiure 
The  worid  takes  little  thought.    Who  will  may 

preach,        »      . 
And  whsA  they  wilL    AH  pastors  afe  al&e 
To  wandering  sheep,  resolved  to  follow  none. 
Two  gods  divide  them  all — ^Pleasure  and  Giain ; 
For  these  they  live,  they  sacrifice  'to  these, 
And  in  their  service  wage  perpetual  wax. 
With  oonscience  and  with  thee.    Lust  in  theix 

hearts, 
And  mischief  in  fheir  hands,  they  roam  the  earth 
To  prey  upon  each  other:  stubborn,  fiejce, 
'High-minded,  foaming  out  their  own  disgnce. 
Thy  prophets  speak  of  sudi;  and,  noting  down 
The  features  of  the  last  degenerate  times. 
Exhibit  every  lineament  of  these. 
Come  then,  and,  added  tofhy  many  crowns. 
Receive  yet  one,  as  raffiant'as  the  rest. 
Due  to  tiiy  last  and  most  effectual  work. 
Thy  word  fulfilled,  the  conquest  of  a  world  I 
Ha  is  the  happy  man,  whose  life  e'en  now 
Shows  somewhat  of  that  happier  life  to  come ; 
Wlio,  doomed  to  an  obscure  buttranqufl  state. 
Is  pleased  ^th  it,  .and,  wegre  he  free  to  choose, 
Would  make  hisfate  1:^8  chdoe ;  «whom  peace,  the 

fruit 

Of  virtue,  and  whom  virtue,  fruit  of  fiuth, 
Prepare  for  happineta ;  bespeak  him  oi^ 
Content  indeed  to  sojourn  while  he  must, 
Below  the  skie^  but  having  t)iere  his  home. 
The  world  o'eriooks  him^n  her  busy  search 
Of  objects,  more  illustrious  in  her  view ; 
And,  occupied  as  eamestiy^aa  she. 
Though  more  sublimely,  he  o'erk)ok8  the  worid. 
She  scorns  hu  pleasures,  for  she  knows  tjiem  not ; 
He  seeks  not  hers,  for  he  has  proved  them  vain. 
He  can  not  skim  the  ground  hke  summer  birds 
Pursuing  gilded  flies ;  and  such  die  deems 
Her  honours,  her  emoluments  her  joys. 
Therefore  in  contemplation  is  his  bliss, 
Whose  power  is  sudi,  ihtiX  whpm  she  lifts  &om 

earth 

She  makes  familiar  with  a  heaven  unseen, 
And  shows  him  gbries  yet  to  be  revealed. 
Not  siothfttl  he,  though  seeming  unemployed. 
And  ^ensured  oft  as  useless.    Stillest  streams 
Oft  water  fairest  meadows,  and  the  bird 
That  flutters  least  islongest  on  the  wing. 
Ask  him,  indeed,  what  trophies  he  has  raised, 
Or  what  achievements  of  immortal  feme 
^e  purposes,  and  he  diall  answer^-None.    • 
His  warfare  is  within.    There  unfetigued 
His  fervent  spirit  labours.    There  he  fights, 
And  there  obtains  fresh  triumphs  c'erhinsnlt 
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-    COWPER'S  WOBK6, 


And   never-withering   wreaths,  compared  with 

which, 
The  lauielB  that  a  Cssar  reaps  are  weeds. 
Perhaps  thd  self-approvh^  haughty  world, 
That  as  she  sweeps  him  with  her  whistling  nlks 
Scait»  deigns  to  notice  him;  or,  if  she  see, 
Doeqos  him  a  cipher  in  the  works  of  God, 
Receives  advantage  from  his  noiseless  hoars, 
Ofwhichshe  little  dreams.    Perhaps  slie  owes 
Her  smishine  and  her  rain,  her  blooming  spring 
And  plenteous  harvest,  to  the  prayer  he  makes,    . 
When,  Isaac  like,  the  solitary  saint 
Walks. forth  ta  meditate  at  eventide, 
And  think  on  her, -who  thinks  not  fbr  herself. 
Forgive  him  then,  thou  hustler  in  concerns 
Of  Uttle  worth,  an  idler  m  the.b^, 
If,  author  of  no  mischief  and  some  ^ood,    ' 
He  seek  his  proper  happiness  by  means 
That,  may  advance,  hut  can  not  hinder,  thine. 
Nor,  though  he  tread  the  secret  path  of  life, 
Engage  no  notice,  and  enjoy  much  ease, 
JLCoount  him  an  encumbrkncQ  on  the  state. 
Receiving  benefits,  and  rendering  none. 
His  sphere  though  humble,'  if  that  humble  sphere 
Shine  with  his  fair  example,  an^  though  small 
His  influence,  if  that  influence  all  be  spent 
In  soothing  sorrow,  and  in  quenching  strife, 
In  aiding  helpless  indigence,  in  works. 
From  which  at  least  a  grateful  few  derive 
Some  taste  of  comfort  in  a  world  ofVo; 
Then  let  the  supercilious  great  confess 
He  serves  his  country,  recompenses  well 
The  state,  beneath  the  shadow  of  whose  vine 
He  sits  secure,  and  iu  the  scale- of  life 
Holds  no  ignoble,  though  a  slighted,  place. 
The  man  whose  virtues  are  more  felt  than  seen. 
Must  drop  indeed  the  hope  of  public  praise ; 
But  he  may  boast,  what  few  that  win  it  can. 
That  if  his  cotmtry  stand  not  by  his  iddll. 
At  least  his  follies  have  n<it  wrought  her  M. 
Polite  Refinement  ^fifeis  him  in  vain 
Her  golden  tube,  through  which  a  sensual  world 
Draws  gross  impurity,  and  Ukes  it  Well, 
The  neat  oonveyamte  hiding  all  th'  offence. 
Not  that  he  peevishly  rejects  a  mode  . 


Because  that  world  adopts  it.    If  it  bear' 
The  stamp  and  dioar  impression  of  good  sensa^ 
And  be  not  costly  more  than  of  true  worth, 
^^e  puts  it  on,  and  for  decorupi  sake  ' 
Can  wear  it  e*en  as  gracefully  as  she^ 
She  judges  of  refineoaent  by  th^  eye, 
He  by  the  test  of  copscience,  and  a  heart 
Not  soon  deceived;  aware  that  what  is  base 
Ko  polish  can  make  sterling;  imd  that  vice, 
Though  well  perfumed  and  elegantly  dressed, 
Like  an  unburied  carcase  tricked  with  flowers^ 
Is  but  a  garnished  nuisance,  fitter  hx 
For  cleanly  riddance,  than  for  fair  attire. 
So  lifo  glides  sinoothly  and  by  stealth  away, 
More  golden  tlian  that  kge  of  fobled  gdd 
Rendwned  in  andeni  song ;  not  vexed  with  cai« 
Or  stained  with  guilt,  beneficent,  approved 
Of  Qod  and  man,  «hd  pe^bceful  in  its  end. 
So  glide  my  life  away,  and  so  at  last, 
lily  share  of  duties  -decently  fulfilled, 
May  some  disease,  not  tardy  to  perform 
Its  destined  ofifice,  yet  with  gentle  stroke, 
Dismiss  nie  weary  to  a  safo  retreat. 
Beneath  the*  turf  that  I  have  often  trod. 
It  shall  not  grieve  me  then,  that  onoe,  wlien  calp 

led 
To  dress  a  Safa.  with  the  flowers  of  verse, 
I  played  awhile,  obedient  to  the  fair, 
With  that  light  task;  but  soon,  to  please  her  mors 
Whom  flowen  alone  1  knew  would  little  please, 
Let  fall  th'  unfinished  wreath,  and  roved  for  findt 
Roved  for,  and  gathc^  mtuih :  some  hazah,  *tai 

true. 
Picked  firom  the  thorns  and  briers  of  reproof 
But  wholesome^,  well  digested ;  grateful  some 
To  palates  that  can  taste  immortal  truth; 
Innpid  dse,  and  sure  to  be  despised; 
But  all  is  in  His  hand,  whose  praise  I  seek. 
In  vain  the  poet  sings,  and  the  world  hears. 
If  He  regard  not,  though  divine  the  theme. 
'Tis  not  in  artful  measures,  in  thp  Ghime 
And  idle  tinkling  of  a  minstrel's  lyre, 
To  charm  his  ear,  whose  eye  is  on  the  heait; 
Whose  frown  can  disapptnnt  the  proudest  8tni]\ 
Whose  approbation— prosper  even  mine. 


AN  EPISTLE 


JOSEPH  HILIi,  ESCi* 


DfiAH  Jos&pfl-^five  and  twenty  years  ago—       As  some  gfave  gentlemen  in  Terence  says, 

('Twas  therefore  much  the  same  in  ancient  days) 
Ghx)d  lack,  we  know  not  what  to-morrow  brings— 
Strange  fluctuatbn  of  all  human  things! 
True.    Changes  will  befall,  and  finends  may  part, 


Aias,  how  time  escapes! — 'tis  even  i 
With  frequent  intercourse,  and  always  sweet, 
And  always  friendly,  we  were  wont  to  cheat 
A  tivMous  hour— and  now  we  never  meet! 
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Bat  dittanoa  only  can  not  change  the  Jseartt 
And,  w«re  I  oaUed  to  prove  th'  aaaertion  troe, 
Onaproof  ■hooMiflrvi5'   a  lefewtace  to  yoiL 

Whence  oeniea  it  then,  that  in  the  wane  of  liie, 
Though  noUiiog  have  oocnned  to  kinffle  striie, 
We  find  the  finenda  we  fiincied  w^  had  won,   . 
Though  nmneroua  onte,  reduced  tp  few  or  nonel 
Can  gold  grow  worthlesa^  that  haa  stood  the  toochl 
No;  gold  they  aeenied,  but  they  were  never  auch- 

Horatio's  servant  once,  with  bow  and  ciinge, 
Swinging  tlie  padour  door  upon  its  hinge, 
Dreading  a  n^^ve,  and  overawed 
Lett  he  ahould  tiespaaa,  begged  to  go  abroad. 
Go,  Mpwl— whither l-'-tuming  abort  abont— 
Kay.    Stay  at  home — ^yoii'xe  always  going  out. 
Tis  but  a  step,  nr,  just  at  the  street's  end — 
For  whatt — An  please  ypu,  sir,  io  see  a  fiiobd. — 
A  fiiendl  Horatio  cried,  and  seemed  to  staztr- 
Tea,  many  ahklt  thou,  and  with  all  my  heait-7- 
And  fetdi  my -cloak;  &i,  though  the  night  be  nw,, 
III  aee  him  too— the  fint  I  oyer  saw. 

I  kcew  the  man,  and  knew  his  nature  mild. 
And  was  hk  play^ung  often  when  a  child;   ' 
But  mnewhat  ait  that  moment  riTyhoii  Mm  ^logp 
Else  hs  was  seldom  Utter  or  morose. 
Perhi^  his  oonfidBDoe  jusi  then  betrayed, 
Hk  grief  might  prompt  him  with  the  speech.he 


I^erhaps  ^twas  ihere  good  humour  gave  it  birth, 
The  harmless  play  of  pleasantry  and  mirth. 
Howe'eritwas,  his  languai^,  in  my  mind, 
Beapoke  as  least  a  man  that  knew  msnkind. 

But  no^'to  moralise  toonnich,  an4  itrain 
Touprove  $n  evil,  of  wliich  all  complain, 
(I  hate  loilg  arguments  verbosely  spun) 
One  story  more,  dear  Hill,  and  I  have  done. 
Once  on  a  time  an  emperor,  a  wise  man. 
No  matter  where,  in  China,  or  Japan, 
Decreed,  that  whosoever  should  ofifend 
Against  the  well  knovm  duties  of  a  fidend, 
Contvicted  once  should  ever  after  wear 
But  half  a  coat,  and  show  his  bosom  bar6. 
The  punishment  importing  this,  no  doubt, 
That  all  was  nauf^t  within,  and  all  found  out. 

O  happy  BritainI  we  have  not  to  fear 
Such  hard  and  arbitzaiy  measure  here; 
Else,  could  a  law,  like  that  which  I  relati^ 
Once  liave  the  sandioii  of  our  triple  state, 
Some  few,  thft  I  haTe  known  in  daya  of  old. 
Would  run  most  dreadftil  risk  of  catehing  coU; 
While  you,  my  friend,  vi^atever  wind  should 

bkvw, 
Might  traverse  England  safely  to  and  fro, 
An  honest  man,  6Um  button^  to  the  xshin, 
Broad  cfeth  witfaoiili,  and  a  warm  heart  withfai. 
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It  b  not  from  his  ferm,  in  which  we  trace 
Strength  joined  with  beauty,  dignity  with  gran. 
That  man,  the  master  of  this  globe,  derives 
His  right  of  empire  over  all  that  lives. 
That  fefm  indeed,  th'  associate  of  a  miod 
Vast  in  its  powen,  ethereal  Iq  its  kind, 
That  form  the  labour  of  ahnigfaty  skill. 
Framed  far  the  Service  of  a  fieebon^  vdll, 
Asaerts  precedence,  and  bespeaka  control, 
Bat  borrows  all  its  grandeur  from  the  soul. 
8  KS 


Hen  is  the  state,  the  splendocDr,  and  the  throne. 
An  intellectual  kin^om,  all  her  own. 
For  her  the  Memory  fills  her  ample  page 
With  truths  poured  down  from  every  £stant  agr 
For  her  amasses  an  unbounded  store. 
The  wisdom  of  great  nations,  now  no  more, 
Though  Wen,  not  encumbered  with  hex  spoil: 
Laborioua,  yet  unconscious  of  her  toil; 
When  oofMously  supplied,  then  most  enlargoil: 
Still  to  be  fed,  and  not  to  be  surchaised. 
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For  her  the  Fancy,  TtMng  uneonfiBed,    , 
The  present  niiiiie  df  every  penaire-  mind, 
Works  ma^  wonden;  ftdds  a  hnghler  hi|» 
To  Nature's  aoenea  than  Natme  ever  knew. 
At  her  oommand  winds  lise,  and  waters  roar, 
Again  she  lays  them  slumbering %oa  the  shore; 
With  flower  and  fruit  the  wilderness  supplim, 
Qr  bids  the  rocks  hi  ruder  poinpto  rise. 
For  her  the  Judgmrat,  umpire  in  the  striib^ 
That  Grace. and  I^t^ure  have  towage  through 

Kfe, 
duick-sighted  arbltBr  of  good  and  ill. 
Appointed  sage  prscepter  to  the  Will, 
Condemps,  approves,  and  with  a  fluthiul  vofce 
Guides  the  decision  of  a  doubtful  c^ioe. 

Why  did  the  fiat  of  a  God  give  biith 
To  yon  fiyr  Sun,  and  his  attendant  Earth'? 
And,  when  des<iending,  he  resigns  the  skies. 
Why  takes  the  gentler  Moon  her  turn  to  riee, 
Whom  Oceim  teek  through  all   his  countless 

waves, 
At6.  owns  her  power  on.everyshore  he  lavee) 
Why  do  the  seasoin  still  enrich  the  year, 
Fruitful  and  young  as  in  their  fint  careerl 
Spring  hangs  her  infant  blossoms  on  the  trees^ 
Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  western  breen ; 
Summer  in  haste  the  thriving  charge  receivee 
Beneath  the  shade  of  her  expanded  ieaveSj 
Tiff  Autumn's  fiercer  heats  and  pknteoua  dews 
Dye  them  at  last  in  all  their  glowing  hues. — 
'Twere  wild  confusbn  all,  and  bootless  waste, 
Power  misemployed,  munificence  misplaoed. 
Had  not  its  author  dignified  the  plan, 
And  crowned  it  with  the  majesty  of  man. 
Thus  formed,  thus  placed,  intelligent,  and  taught, 
Look  where  he  will,  the  wonders  God  has  wiou^it, 
The  wildest  scomer  of  his  Maker's  laws 
Finds  in  a  sober  moment  time  to  pause. 
To  press  th'  important  question  on  lus  heart, 
"  Why  formed  at  all,  and  wfaetefon  as  thou  atf?" 
If  man  be  what  he  seems,  this  hour  a  slave, 
The  next  mere  dust  and  ashes  in  the  ^rave; 
Endued  with  reason  only  to  deacxy 
His  crimes  and  follies  with  an  aching  eye; 
With  paasbns,  just  that  he  nu^  prove,  with  pain^ 
The  force  he  spends  against  their  fuiy  vain; 
And  if,  soon  after  having  burnt,  by  turns. 
With  every  lust.  With  which  firail  Nature  bums. 
His  being  end,  where  death  dissolves  the  bond. 
The  tomb  thke  all,  and  ail  be  blank  beyond; 
Then  he,  of  all  that  Nature  has  broogfat  forth. 
Stands  self-impeached  the  creature  of  least  worth. 
And  uselesi  while  he  lives  and  when  he  dies, 
Biings  into  doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  skies. 

Titiths,  that  the  learned  punue  with  eager 
thought. 
Are  not  important  always  as  dear-bought. 
Proving  at  last,  though  told  in  pompous  strains, 
A  ''hildibh  waste  of  phikisophic  pains; 


But  tmthii,  oil  which- depends  our  main  oudMsem, 
That  ^  okir.  shame  and  anasry  not  to  leain^ 
Shine  by  the  side  of  eteiy  path  we  ttmd 
With  such  a  lustre,  he  that  rans  may  read. 
'Tis  true  that,  if  to  trifle  life  away 
Down  to  the  sunset  of  their  latest  day, 
Then  parish  on  futurity's  wide  shore  . 
Like  fleeting  exhalations,  found  no  more, 
Were  ^that  Heaven  required  of  human  kind, 
And  all  the  plan  their  destiny  designed, 
Wliat  none  could  reverence  all  might  Justiy  UasMi 
And  man  would  breathe,  but  for  his  Maker's 

shame^> 
But  reason  heaiti,  and  nature  wcH!  penised, 
At  ohoe  the  dreaming  mind,  is  disabufed. 
If  all  we  find  possessing  earth,  sea,  aur, 
RefleM  his  attributes,  who  placed  them  then. 
Fulfil  the  purpose,  and  appear  deigned 
Proo&  of  the  wisdom  of  th*  all-seeing  mimi, 
'Tis  plain  the  feature,  whomh^  chose  t'  invert 
With  kingship  and  dominion  o*er  the  rest. 
Received  his  nobler  nature,  and  WiuB  madb 
Fit  for  the  power,  in  which  he  stands  arrayed; 
That  first;  or  JMt,  hereafber,  if  not  bera. 
He  too  might  make  his  author's,  wiedom  dear, 
Praise  him  on  earth,  or,  obstinateLy  dumb, 
Suffer  his  justice  m  a  world  to'isome. 
This  ODoe  believe^  'twere  logic  misappiied. 
To  prove  a  .consequence  by  none  denied, 
That  we  are  bound  to  cast  the  minds  of  youth 
Bctimesinto  the  mould  of  heavenly  truth,  ' 
That  Uught  of  God  they  may  indeed  be  wise, 
Nor  ignorantly  wandering  miss  the  skies. 
In  early  days  the  conscience  has  in  most 
A  quickness,  which  in  later  life  is  lost: 
Preserved  firom-ginlt  by  salutary  fears, 
Or  guilty  soon  relenting  into  team. 
Too  careless  often,  as  our  yean  proceed, 
What  firiencli  W«  «Dtt  with,  or  what  books  wc 

read. 

Our  parents  yet  exert  a  prudent  care. 
To  fiied  our  infant  minds  with  proper  hie; 
And  widely  store  the  nunery  by  degrees 
With  Whc^esome  learning,  yet  acquired  vritheasa, 
Nei^y  secured  from  being  soiled  or  torn 
Beneath  a  pane  of  tkiniransluoBnt  horn, 
A  book  (to  please  us  at  a  tender  age^ 
'Tii  called  a  book,  though  but  a  single  page) 
PresMitfl  the  prayer  the  Saviour  deigned  to  teach, 
Which  children  use,  and  parsons^-when  thef 

preach; 

Lisping  our  syllables^  we  scramble  next 
Through  moral  narrative,  or  sacred  text; 
And  learn  with  wonder  how  this  work!  began, 
Who  made,  who  marred,  and  who  has  ransomed 

Points,  v^ch,  unless  tke  Scripture  mads  shem 

idain, 
The  wisest  heads  might  agitate  in  vain 


nioitii7pri  hy 


Google 


TIROCINIUM:  OK  A  ElYIBW  OP  SCHOOLS. 


w 


Badi  la  tli0  iCMon  of  ££}'•  Wppy  vgmg, 
I  pfeaaed  veowBiber,  •adyfMfi  mmany  f^. 
Haider  fiu^  fate  oAoe  hjsie,  c«a  ae'er  foi^^i 
lugeakim  dimmer,  in  whoee  wett-told  ^ 
Sweet  fielkm  and  0weet  tmtii  a^ke  pivriijll ; 

Witty,  and  well  employed,  ,aq|d,  like  thy  iKvd, 
Speaking  in  panblra  his  dighted  word ; . 
Inamelheenot,  leetaordeopiiedauato^   ' 
Should mo?e  a  floeer  at  thy  deseived  iam0| 
Vet  e'en  in  tmnaitt^  lile'a  late  day, 
That  min|^  idl  nw  hrown  with-acW  gmy, 
Rerere  the  man^  whio^e  pilgrim  maiks  (ba  iNjad, 
And  gmdes.the  progrm  of  the  aoiil  to  Qod. 
'Twere  well  with  moat,  if  hoeha,  that  ooirid  efigiige 
Their  childhood,  pleased  them  at  a  riper  a^;     . 
The  man*  approving  what  had  chanoed  fl»  boy, 
Wonld  die  at  last  in  oomfiirt,  peace,  and  joy; 
And  not  with  ciDBea  on  hip  heart,  who  stole 
The  gam  of  truth  from  Uaungnanded  aouL 
The  atamp  of  artleaapiety  impieaafld 
By  kind  tmdoD  on  hie  yielding  braaat, 
The  yooth  now  beaided,  and  yet  p9|  and  raw, 
Regards  with  aoom,  though  onoe  leoei^  with 

awe; 
And,  warped  into  the  labyrinth  of  liea, 
That  babhleiB^  cdkd  phila^ophers,  deviae, 
Bhu^faenieB  hw  creed,  as  ibonded  on  a  pUn 
Replete  with  dneamak  nnwoithy  of  a  umfL  * 
Touch  bat  faia  natorain  itaaiUi^  p«it, 
Aaaert  the  nativa  evil  of  bif  hecdrt, 
Hia  pride  reaenta  the  charge^  althofii^  the  piopf* 
Riae  in  hie  fimhead,  and  aetoi  raalL  enoiHsh: 
Point  totbe  cqre,  deacribe  a  Saviour'a  cr(M 
Aa  God'a  expedient  to  retrieve  hia  Um, 
The  yoQi^  i^KMtate  aidceiifl  oit  tba  view, 
And  hates  it  withthe  maQcoof  a  Jew. 

How  weak  the  barrier  of  mere  nature  proves, 
Oppooed  against  the  pleasores  Nature  loves ! 
While  a^'betrayed,  and  wiUiilly  imdone^ 
She  longs  to  yidd,  no  sooner  wooed  than  wen. 
Tiy  now  the  meiita  of  this  bl^exchango 
Of  modest  truth  for  wit'a  eccentric  range. 
Time  was,  he  dosed  as  he  beg^  the  day 
Wkh  decent  doty,  not  ashamed  to  pray  *, 
The  praetfce  was  a  bond  upon  hbhear^ 
A  pledge  he  gave  for  a  consistent  port; 
Nor  could  he  dare  presumi^tQOudy  dis^ease  ' 
A  power,  eonieased  so  lately  on  Ids  knees.    * 
But  now  ferewdl  all  lege^idaiy  tales, 
The  shadows  fty,  phik«ophy  prevails ; 
Prayer  to  t^  winds,  and  caution  to  the  WaTes; 
Refi^on  makes  the  free  by  nature  slaves. 


Prieste  have  invwite^  and  the  woria  ivhniied 
Wh«4  koavlah  prisflts  pranolgpto  as  insipiaivdi 
l^ill  reaaon,  itcwr  BO  loQgsr  oveiavlBd, 
'Resumsff  her  poweirs>  and  warns  the  elumiQr  friaid  s 
And,  oomanoQ-sense  diffiuing  yaalday, 
The  meteor  of  the  Qospe)  dies  away. 
Soch  ihapaadles  oar  ahiowd  diaoaining  looth 
Lear»  jbom  expett  inqoiiera  after  truth  ^ 
W%ioa9  <Wi}y  sare,  mighlf  tra^  pnsume  to  qp«jk 
•Is  Dot  to  .find  what  they  psoiasa  to  seek. 
And  thus,  viell-tutoced  only  whfle  we  ahan 
A  mother's  lectqras  and  %  mnti^  ears; 
And  taught  at  scho^  mu^  mytlvdogic  iritofl^* 
But  sound  vel^gpon  sparingly  enou|^',  . 
Our  eariy  liotioes  of  truth,  dispr^aed, 
Soon  lose  thflv  credit,  and  are  aU  etfaoed. 
Would  yon  yoor  son  ahovkl  be  a  aot  or  dunce, 
Laadvioos,  hoadstHOBg,  or  aU  these  at  ones;   . 
Tbat  in  good  time  the  atrq^ing's  finiahed  taste 
For  loose  csp««isa,  and  ftshionahle  waste, 
Should  prove  yfur  rw>  and  his  own  at  last; 
Train  htm  in  pojblio  wiUi  a  mob  of  boya, 
Cluldish  JA  mischief  only  a^  isi  noiaa, 
E3ae  of  a  manish  ^Kmth,  and  five  in  ten. 
Iii  infidelity  and  lewdaasy  moi^. 
There  shall  ha  kafn,  are  siztoen  winters  old, 
ThMt  anthon  are  most  uaoA)  pawned  or  soid; 
That  pedantry  is  all  th«t  schools  impart, . 
But  taverns  teaoh  the  knowledge  of  the  heart, 
There  waiter  Pick,  with  Bacchanalian  lays, 
Shan  win  his  heart,  and  have  his  )lrunkenprai«i, 
His  counseUor  and  hoaqpa  friend  ahaU  prove, 
And  aome  8tteeti>aciQg  hadot  his  fimt  lovSi 
SfboolS)  onlem  ^adyline  ware  doubly  atmng, 
Detain  their  adolesoenl^  obajqge  too  long;. 
The  mai^agemoQt  of  ^ne^a  «f  e^^titee^ 
Is  difficidt;  their  punishment  qbsoene. 
The  stout  tall  captain,  ^vhose  soperior  aiie 
Th»MiQt  banifis  viow  irith  oivmua  eyes^ 
Beoomea  thov  pattern,  tqioa  whooithay'fiz 
Their  whole  atieaitien,  and  ape  all  his  tritto 
EQs  i«ide,  that.scorps  t'  ^bsy  or  to  aufamit, 
With  them  ia  courags;  l^a  effinontesry  wit, 
Hia  wild  axQursion^  wind^-breaku^  feats^ 
Robboiy  of  gardens,  quarrels  in  the  streets.  . 
His  hairbreadth 'scapea,  and  all  his  daring  acfaons9 
Transport  thoq^  and,  lun.made.  thrir  fitvourito 

themes.  . 
la.'iittia  boaoi^i  such  adnevenonto  strike 
A  kindred  aparit:  they  bnm.to  do  the  like. 
Thna,  half^Mscomplishod  ere  he  yet  begin 
To  show  ^  paspoiig  down  upon  his  chin; 


'fiDtaOhnyLchaarl  tw.  19. 


'  *  The  autbocb^  leave  ID  ezptaln.— Senate  that,  witbcvt 
■och  knowledge,  oettber  the  ancient  poet  nor  btatorians  Caaba 
taatedy  or  indeed  uxidentood,  be  does  nor  nMh.to  osDiurt  the 
pains  that  are  taken  to  Instruct  a  schooDjoyin  the  fellgloB  of 
the  HeaUien,  but  merety  that  n^gleei  of  Oulsdaa  aaiws 
which  feaves  Um  tiuuDodul^  igaondK  of  Us  own. 
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And,  as  nuturiCjof  yeiuv  oomesoa, 
Made  jVM  th' adept  4hikl  ytra  deogoed  ymir  MQ ; 
T'  eneora  the  penevefadce  of  thia  eoiine, 
And  give  yum^  manatvoas  prq|ect  aU  ha  finte, 
Sbndhimtocdlage.    If  he  there  be  tamed, 
Or  in  one  aitide  of  vioe  redaimed, 
Wheie  no  regard  of  ofd^iu^QOea  w  ah^ywn 
Or  looked  ht  now,  the  ftnh  mu*  be  his  own. 
Some  aneaking  Tutue  Inrke  in  him,  no  donbt, 
Where  neither  atmmpeto'  eharme,  not  drinking 

bom,      ^ 
Nor  ^rambling  pf^actitai,  can  find  it  oat 
Such  yoatha  of  apirit,  and  that  spirit  too, 
Ye  nuneries  of  our  boys,  we  Owe*  to  yoar 
Though  from  ouTBehr«B  the  ihiachief  more  praoeeda, 
For  public  achoola  'tis  pabHc  My  feeds. 
The  alaves  of  custom  and  estabiisbed  mode, 
With  packhorae  ootiatancy  we  keep  the  road, 
Crooked  or  straight,  tiirodgh  4|ttag8  or  thorny  dells, 
True  to  the  jingting  of  our  leader's  bells.    .  ^ 
To  ioUow  fbolish  precedents,  and  wink 
With  both  our  eyes,  is  eaaer  than  to  think: 
And  such  an  age  as  ours  balks  no  expense, 
Except  of  caution,  and  of  commonHKuae; 
Else  sure  notorious  fact,  and  proof  so  jpli^ 
Would  turn  our  steps  into  a  wiser  train. 
I  blame  not  those,  who  with  what  care  they  can, 
O'erwatch  the  numerous  and  unruly  dan;  ' 
Or,  if  J  blame,  tis  only  that  they  dare 
Promise  a  worlL,  of  whfeh  they  must  despair. 
Haw  fdj  ye  sage  intendants  of  the  whole, 
An  ubiquarian  presence  and  control, ' 
Elisha's  eye,  that,  when  Gehkii  atrayed, 
Went  with  him,  and  aaw  all  the  game  hio  playedl 
Yea->ye  are  conscious;  and  on  all  the  ahelves 
Your  pupils  strike  upon,  have  staruck  yoursehes. 
Or  if,  by  nature  sober,  ye  had  then, 
Boya  as  ye  were,  the  granty  of  men; 
Ye  knew  at  least,  by  constant  proofs  addrened 
To  eaiB  and  eyes,  the  vices  of  the  rest 
But  ye  connive  at  what  ye  can  not  cure, 
And  evils,  not  to  be  endured,  endnre, 
Lest  power  exerted,  but  without  suoceaa, 
Should  make  the  little  ye  retain  sttfl  less. 
Ye  once  were  justly  fimied  for  bringing  ftrth 
Undoubted  scholarahip  and  genuine  wortli; 
And  in  the  firmament  of  ftme  still.shines 
A  gfciry,  bright  as  that  of  aill  the  aigns, 
Of  poets  raised  by  you,  and  statesmen,  and  dildnes. 
Peace  to  them  all!  thrae  brilliant  timea  are  fled, 
And  no  such  lights  are  kindling  in  their  stead. 
Our  striplings  shine  indeed,  but  with  such  rays, 
As  set  the  midn^ht  riot  in  a  blaze; 
And  seem,  if  judged  by  their  expressive  looks, 
Deeper  in  none  than  in'their  surgeons'  books. 

Say,  muse,  (for  education  made  the  song, 
No  muse  can  hesitate,  or  linger  long) 
What  causes  msve  us,  knowing  as  we  must, 
That  these  nUnagtriea  aU  fidl  their  trust, 


To  send  oar  sons  to  sooul  and  scamper  there,  - 
While  cobs  and  puppies  cost  us  so  muoh  caret 

Be  It  a  Wtekneaa,  it  deserves  some  poisei 
We  love  the  pkyplaoe  of  our  eariy  days;  ' 
The  scene  is  toiftching,  and  the  heart  is  stone^    . 
That  ieels  not  aithe  ■ght,,ai|d  feels  at  noma. 
The  wall  on  which  we  tried  odr  gravinig  skiO, 
The  very  name  we  carved  subsisting  still  ;^ 
The  bendi  on  which  we  sat  while  deep  empioj^ed, 
Jho'  mangled,  hacked,  and  hew«)d,  not  yet  do- 

stroyed; 

The  little  ones,  unbuttoned,  gkiwinghot, 
Playing  our  games,  and  oh  the  very  spot^ 
As  happy  as  we  onoe,  to  kneel  and  draw 
The  chalky  ring,  and  knuckle  down  at  taw , 
To  pitch  the  ball  into  the  grounded  hat, 
Or  drive  it  devious  with  a  dexterous  pat; 
The  pleaflng  spectacle  at  onoe  excites 
Such  reooltectioifof  our  own  delights, 
That,  viewing  it,  we  seem  almost  t'  obtain 
Our  innocent  sweet  simple  years  -again. 
This  fond  attachment  te  the  wdl-known  pkee^ 
Whence  first  we  started  into  life's  long  lade. 
Maintains  its  hold  with  such  unfailing  sway, 
We  feel  it  e'eii  in  age,  and  at  our  latest  day. 
Hark !  how  the  aire  of  chits,  whose  fisture  shara 
Of  dasEric  food  beginstabe  hiscare. 
With  his  own  likeness  placed  on  either  knee. 
Indulges  aH  a  ikther's  heait-fdt  glee ; 
And  tdlstbem,  as  he  strokes  thdr  attver  locks, 
That  they  must  soon  learn  Larin,  and  to  box: 
Then  tuminff  he  tsgalea  his  listening  wife 
Wi^  all  th'  adventures  of  his  eariy  life ; 
His  akfll  in  coachmanship,  or  driving  dudse. 
In  bilking  tavern  bills,  and  spouting  plays; 
What  shifhrhe  used,  detected  in  a  scrape, 
Bow  he  was  flogged,  or  had  the  luck  t'  escape, 
What  sums  he  lost  at  play,  and  how  he  sold 
Watch,  aeals,  and  an-4]U  all  his  pranks  aretoU. 
Retracing  thus  his  jVoIies,  (tis  a  name 
That  palliates  deeds  of  folly  and  of  shame) 
He  gives  thelocal  bias  all  iti  av^y ; 
Reedved  that  where  he  played  his  sons  shall  play, 
And  destines  their  bright  genius  to  be  shovm  ^ 
Just  in  the  scen^  where  he  displayed  his  own. 
The  meek  and  bashful  boy  vrill  soon  be  taught 
To  be  as  bold  and  forward  as  he  ought ; 
The  rude  will  scuflla  through  vrith  ease  enough. 
Great  schods  suit  best  the  sturdy  and  the  nnigh. 
Ah  happy  designatioti,  prudent  choice, 
Th' event  is  sure;  expect  it;  and  rejoice! 
Soon  see  your  wish  fiilfllled  in  either  child. 
The  pert  made  perter,  and  the  tame  made  wild. 

The  great  indeed,  by  titles,  richea,  birth. 
Excused  th'  encumbrance  of  more  aolid  worth. 
Are  best  disposed  of  where  with  most  saocesi 
They  may  acquire  that  confident  address, 
Those  hahitB  of  profuse  and  lewd  expense, 
That  BOom  of  aH  delighta  but  those  of  sense. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


TIROCINIUM;  OR,  A  REVIEW  OP  SCHOOI4S. 


107 


Which,  thou^  in  platn  plebisi^ns  we  ogndieiBO,  ^ 
With  80  much  reason  all  expect  fiom  them. 
Bat  familifiB  of>lp—  ittqetriQua  fame, . 
Whose  chief  dietinctioa  is  their  spotless  nam0, 
Whose  hm,  ibeir  honourfl  none,  their  income 


Mngt  shine  tQ^tme  desert,  or  not.  at ^    . 
What  dicam  they,  o^  that  with  80  little  caze 
Thejriskthor  hopes,  their  deareat  treasoie,  therel 
Thej  dream  of  littki  Charles  or  WHham  graced 
With  wig  pfolix,  down  flowing  to  his  waist ; 
They  see  th'  attenliva.  crowds  his  talents  draw^ 
Thej  hear  him  speak — the  oracle  >of  law. 
The  fitther,  whodesigns  his  habe  a  pxiest, 
Dreams  him  episoopallj  such  at  least ; 
And,  while  the  playful  jodcey  i^oown  the  room 
Biiskly,  astiide^pon  the  parlour  broom, 
In  fiuoqy  sees  him  more  ^yperbly  ride 


In  coach  with  purple  lined,  and  mitres  ofk  its  side..  ,To  live  estranged  from  Gh>d  his  total  scope, 


Events  improbable  and  strange  as  t&ese^ 
Whkh  onliy  a  parental  eyq  foresees,    ' 
A  public  school  sbfJl  bring  to  pass  with-eiuu. 
fint  how  1  resides  sudi  virtue  in  that  air, 
Ab  must  create  an  appetite  for  prayer  1 
And  win  it  breathe  into  him  all  the  xeal. 
That  candidates  for  such  a  prize  should  feel, 
To  take  the  lead  and  b^  the  fbremoet  still 
In  aU  true  .worth  ,^  litetary  skill  1 
"  Ah  blind  to  bright  futurity,  untaught 
The  knowledgiB  of  the  worid^  and  doll  of  thpugU! 
Church  ladden?  are  not^dii^ayB  mounted  best    " 
By  learned  clerks,  and  Latinista,  professed. 
Th'  exalted  prize  demands  an  upward  look, 
Kot  to  be  found  by  poring  on  a  book. 
Small  sk&  in  Latin,  and  still  less  in  Ghreek, 
Is  more  than,  adequate  to  dl  I  seek. 
Let  emdiCion  grace  him,  or  not  grace, 
I  give  the  bauble  but  the  second  plac^: 
His  wealth,  fome,  honours,  all  that  I  intend, 
Subnet  and  centre  in  one  point—a  fiiend.  ^ 
A  ftiend,  whatever  he  studies  or  neglects. 
Shall  give  him  coneequenoe,  heal  aU  defects. 
His  interdcnnBe  ^th  pe^  and  sons  of  peers— 
These  dawns  the  splendour  of  hisliiture  yean: 
In  that  bright  quarter  his  propitious  skies 
Shall  blush  betimes,  tod  there  his  gloiy  riae.* 
Your  Lordthip)  and  Your  Grace!  vrhat  school, 

can  teach 
A  ihetoric  equal  to  thote  parts  of  Bpeeck^   , 
What  need  of  Homer's  verse,  or  Tully's  prose, 
Sweet  interjections !  if  he  learn  but  thoee  1 
Let  reverend  churls  his  ignorance  rebuke, 
Who  starve  upon  a  dogs-eared  Pentateuch, 
The  Parson  knows  enough,  WhoJinows  a  dtike.^' 
Egregious  purpose !  worthily  begun 
In  bazbaroiis  prostitution  of  your  son ; 
Pnaed  on  topart  by  means  that  would  disgrace 
A  scfiv'ner^s  deik,  or  footman  out  of  place, 


And  ending,  if  M  last,  its  eod.be  gained, 
Ineacrifege,  in  Qod's  own  house  pro&ned. 
It  may  succeed;  and,  if  his  1^  should  call 
For  more  (ban  common  punishment  jt  shall; 
The  >neCch  shad}  rise,  and  be  the  thing  on  earth 
Lea«t  qualified  in  honoulr,.  learning,  wordi, . 
To  occupy  a  sacred,  avHul  pest,' 
In  whic}i  the  best  atid  worthiest  tremble  most. 

The  royal  lettera  ar^  a  thing  of  course, 
A  King,  that  would,  pig^t  recommend  his  hone; 
And  dauoBj  no  doubt,  and  chapters,  with  one  voic^, 
As  bound  in  duty,  vrould.coD^m  the  choice. 
Behold  your  UshopI  wd^  he  plays  his  part, 
ChiietUniniiame,  and  infidel  in  heart, 
Ghostly  in  office,  earthly  in  his  plan, 
A  sUveAt  court,  daewhere  a  lady's  mui- 
Dumb  as  a  tf^aator,  and  as  ft,  priest' 
A  piece  of  meie  chmch-fumiture  at  best; 


And  his  end  sure,  without  one  glimpse  of  hope. 
But  fiur  alAough  ioid  feasible  it  seem,    - 
Depend  not  much  upon  your  golden-dream; 
For  Providence,  that  seems  eoncemed  t' exem^ 
The  hallowed  beobh  fidm  absolute  contempt) 
In  spite  of  all  the  wrigglers  into  phuse. 
Still  keeps  a  seat  or  two  for  worth  anid  grace. 
And  therefore  'tis,  that,  though  the  sight  be  xaie, 
We  sometimes  see  a  Lowth  or  Bagot  Acre. 
Besides,  sched-friendships  are  not  always  found, 
Though  feir  in  promise,  pennanent  and  sound. 
The  most  disint'rBste4  and  virtuous  minds. 
In  (Murly  yearn  connected,  time  unbinds; 
New  ntuations  give  a  dl^ereipt  cast  ' 
Of  habit,  inclination,  temper,  taste; ' 
And  he,  that  seemed  our  counteipartat  flist, 
Soon  shows  .the  strong  mmilitnde  reversed. 
Young  heads  are  giddy,  and  young  hearts  an 

warm,    • 
And  mako  mistakes  for  tnanhoo^l.to  rafonn. 
Boys  are  9t' best  but  pretty  buds  "tmbkvm, 
Whoso  scent  and  hues  are  rather  guessed  than 

.    known;- 
Elach  dreams  that  each  is  just  what  he  appears^ 
But  leans  lusepor  in  inatorer  yean. 
When  disposition,  like' a  sail  unfuried, .  .  . 
Shows  all  its  rents  and  patches  "to  the  world* 
If,  therefore,  e'en  when  honest  in.dcRsigzi, 
A  boyish  Mendsbip  may  so  sooni decline, 
'Twere  wiser  sure  tl  inspire  a  litUe  heart 
With  just-i^horrence  of  so.  mean  a  part, 
Than  set  your  son  to.woriK  at  a  ^ile  .trade 
For  wagps  so  unlikely  to  be  paid. 

Our  public  hives  of  puerile  resort, 
That  are  of  chief  and  most  approved  report, 
To  sudi  base  hopes,  in  many  a  sordid  soul, 
Owe  their  repute  in  part,  but  not  th^  whole. 
A  prindple,  whose  proud  pretensbns  pass- 
ll^nquestioned,  though  the  jevfd  be  but  glase- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


m 


C0WPER*8  IfQRKa 


That  with  Ik  irdlMf  iMt  &lkh  •otM^^IiA^ 

RaiikB  l«  ii'^^Mie,  ttid  to  jM  *  tic*; 

Or  QOhet  a  gfiiM  Miiiwand,  jiiitly  tried, 

Of  envy,  hhtfodi  J«ad«ii^,4Uid  pM^- 

OontribfitM  aMtpeAap^x'  oihiiiM  thrfrtkflM; 

And  emUlalioii  to  ili  ip^dMw  haitie. 

BoyB,  once  on  fiie^fvflh  thai  oontAitiMi  Mai, 

Feel  aH  the  iagi»,  Uritt  fefeaato  ihtda  bA\  ^ 

The  pritt  ofbecaQr  ift  a  wvimaii'f  «yta 

Not  brighter  ihaii  in  thein  the  •ch^lar'apiin.     ' 

The  8pbh  of  ihiA  empetiliim  ^ms 

With  aU  varied  of  iito  bf  tmna ; 

Each  Taiirfy  inagiiiAei  Ma  owiiiwsoeM, 

Re:ient8  hto  ft&owV,  wtohea  It  w^  le«, 

Exulta  in  hto  Utiicarriai^  if  he  fkSl, 

Deema  1m  f«wayd  too  gnat,  if  he  pMfat, 

And  toboun  to  wcapUB  him  day  and  nif  hi, 

Leas  for  improteiiHiitthan  to  ttokto  apite. 

The  aptarto  ^^^^rftil,  and  I  grant  ita  Ibne^ 

it  priekatha  genint  fbrwaid  faf^  ila  eoQiK, - 

AUowa  ahoit  titte  for  ptoy,  and  mme  for  Mhy 

And,  fok  aUfce  by  eaoh^  adtanoea  both; 

But  Judge,' ^rfaeie  aamach  etjt  ik^tertenea,. 

The  end,  though  ptonriUe,  not  worth  tiie  meaoa. 

Weigh,  for  a  moniait,  ahaaieal  deaevt 

Against  a  heatt  depira^  and  temper  hurt; 

Hurt  too  pevfaapa  for  ttfo;  for  eariy  wrong, 

Dove  to  the  noMer  paH,  aifteto  It  kmg; 

And  yon  are  atkitiK^  indead  in  leatfnbig'a  caofo, 

If  yoQ  can  crown  a  dtodpttne,  that  dfawa 

Such  mieehleft  aft<ir  it,  with  much  apptonae. 

Connexion  fovmed  for  inteMM,  and  endeai«d 
By  qelfiah  Tiewa,  thua  eenaured  and  otthtoM; 
And  emulation,  aa  engendering  hate, 
Poomed  to  a  no  leaa  ignominioiiB  fote: 
The  propB  of  ^ch  prMld  BMamtiriea  fkB, 
The  Jachin  and  ihb  Boaz  of  th«m  at. 
Great  schooto  rejected  theti,  aa  thoae  that  awell 
Beyond  a  flite  that  «an  be  managed  well, 
Shall  royal  inititMioRa  mSaa  the  baya,   . 
Andaraallacademtea^tinall  tbeoraiael   ; 
Force  not  my  drift  beyond  ita  just  iritont, 
I  praiae  a  idiool  a*  Pope  a  goi^^mmeift; 
So  take  my  judgmeht  in  Ma  bmgtagedfMnd, 
"  Whatever  to  bert  adt|itiAitoied  to  beat.'* 
Few  boya  a»e  bMn  with  tatouta  that  OKcel, 
But  all  are  capable  of  fii^g  weU; 
ThenaaknotfU^^ieiharQmltodol'Iktige'}     * 
But,  w;atch  they  atrietty,  or  ii^edt  flMirthaigel 
If  aiiodoua  ^y,  Ihat  their  boys  may  Uafn^ 
While  moraU  langniah,  a  deapiaed  ixmoem, 
The  great  and  amaH  deaerve  one  oomnMi  btome, 
Difierent  in  size,  but  in  efle^  the  aame. 
Much  zeal  |n  virtue'a  canae  aHteacben  boaat. 
Though  motvvea  t>f  mere  loere  away  the  moat; 
therefore  in  t6wna  and  dtiea  they  abound,   .« 
Far  there  the  game  Ihey  eeeh  to  eaaieet  fotmd; 
Though  there  in  apite  of  all  that  care  can  do, 
Trapa  to  catch  youth  are  moit  abundant  toa 


Ifahiwwd,andflfaweB-oonKtrufltadbraiii» 
Keen  in  piUMift,  and  ^dgoroua  to  ntkhi^ 
Your  ion  oomi  forth  a  piofigy  of  Aiftj 

'  Aanrheieaaettt  taught,  aofonned,  he  win; 
The  pedagogue,  with  aelF^aiiiplafieat  air, 
Claima  moie  than  half  the  praise  aa  hi^doa  ihaie. 
6iitif,withidlhtogini«a,hob«lva3t,   ^* 
Not  moM  hitelligentthati  looae  and  gay, 
8«cth  vJdoM  hkbita  aa  dligmoa  hto  name, 
Thveaten  hto  health.  Ma  fortuiM,  and  hto  foma; 
Though  WHtt  of  due  leatraint  alfina  haxe  bred 
The  ayniptoma,  that  yon  aee  with  ao  BMwkdnad; 
Unenried  there,  he  may  auatatn  alone 
The  whole  reproach,  the  fi^olt  waa  all  fmxmtL 

O  'tto  a  right  to  be  with  joy  penned, 
By  all  whom  aentiment  haa  ncrt  abuaed; 
New-fimgled  aendment,  the  boaited  grace 
Of  thoae  who  never  foel  In  the  ri|^t  phce; 
A  right  aurpaMod  by  none  thatwe  ean  ahow^ 
Though  Veatria  on  one  tog  aiUl  ahine  behiwj 
A  fother  bleat  wit&  an  ingeotooa  ac«. 
Father,  and  friend,  imd  tutor,  all  in  one. 
How!— tnm  agahi  to  tatea kng  ainoe^orgot, 
^aop,  and  Fhftdma,  and  the  iMtl^Why  noti 
He  will  not  bluah,  that  haaafalher*a  lieart, 
To  take  in childiah  pktya  achildtoh  part; 
Butbendahtoatwdybttoktoanytey,    ^ 
That  youth  takea  {ieaaure  in,  to  pleMe  hto  boy; 
Then  why  ferign  into  a  alranget^a  hand 
A  taflk  aa  much  within  your  own  comnnuad, 
That  God  and  nature,  and  your  istareet  too, 
Seem  wHh  cue  voice  to  delegate  to  youl 
Why  hirft  a  lodging  in  a  houae  unknown 
For  one  whoae  Ijendeieat  thoighte  all  how  fouad 

yourownl  - 
Thto  aeoond  weaning,  needtoaa  aa  It  la. 
How  doeait  iacerate  both  yow  heart  and  htol 
Th' indented  atkk,  that  loaea  day  by  day 
Notch  after  noUdi,  till  aU  an  amootfaed  away. 
Bear  witaeai^  longel^  hto  diamindon  oone, 
With  what  intenaa  deaiA  he  wanti  hto  henna. 
But  though  the  joya  he  hopea  beneath  ybor  toti 
Bid  foir  enough  to  anawer  in  the  prood^ 
Haarmkea,  ^nd  aafe,  and  natural,  aa  they  ale, 
A  diaappointmant  waxta  him  even  there: 
Arrived,  he  feeto  an  unexpeoted  change, 
He  bluAea,  hanga  hto  head,  to  ahy  and  atrange^ 

!  No  longer  takee,  at  once,  vrith  fearieai  eaab, 
Hto  fovourite  aland  between  hto  father'a  kneea, 
But  aeeka  the  comer  of  aome  diatant  aeat, 

>  And  eyea  the  door,  and  watohea  a  retreat. 
And,  leaat  familiar  where  he  riiooUL  be  meat, 
Feeb  aU  hto  happieit  privilegea  kat 

'  Alaa,  poor  boyl-^the  natural  effect 

'  Of  love  by  abaence  chilled  into  napect, 

,  Say,  what  acoompliahmenta,  at  achool  acquired, 
Biingafae,  to  Bweeten  firuita  ao  undeeiredl 

!  Thou  well  d^aerv'at  an  altonated  eon. 

j  Unleae  thy  conadoua  heart  acknowledge— none; 
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Ncvietliat  \n  Ay  dimwatiB  mug  letofls, 
He  had  noCiqade  hilown  with  iiiora'«uIdi«M, 
ThfMigh  •ome,  periuifM,  that  s&dck  -thy  feeiixif 

mind; 
And  belter  nefer  leamedi  or  left  belmid. 
And  too,  that,  Ifaua  estranged,  thou  canat  obtam 
By  no  kind  arta  Jos  confidence  agam;  ' 
That  heca  heginaiHth  most  that  long  complahit 
Of  filial  firankness  fei*,  and  lo^  grown  faint, 
Which,  oft  negleeted,  in  life's  willing  years 
A  paicBt  pdnn  faito  legardkss  ears. 

like  catsr]^]lais,  ^angli^g  under  trees 
By  slender  threads,  and  swinging  in  the  breeze, 
Which  filthily  bewray  and  sore  disgrace 
The  boogbs  in  which  axe  bred  th'  unseemly  race; 
While  every  woim  ii)(iystriou8ly  weaves   . 
And  winds  hi^  web  about  the  livelled  leaves; 
So  nrnqerous  are  the  follies,~that  annoy 
The  mind  and  heart  of  eveiy  sprightly  boy; 
Imaginations  noxious  and  perverse,  ^ 
Which  adoionitioA  can  alone  disperse. 
Th'  encroaching  nuisance  asks  a  faithful  h&nd, 
Patient,  affectionate,  of  high  command, 
To  check  the  procreation  of  a  breed 
Sure  to  exhaust  the  plani  on  which  t^ey  feed< 
rrifl  not  enough,  that  Greek  of  Roman  page, 
At  atated  hours,  his  freakish  thoughts  engage; 
E'en  in  his  pasdmes  he  requires  a  friend, 
To  warn,  and  teach  him  safely  tp  unbend ; 
O'er  tJl  his  pleasures  gently  to  pFteide, 
Watch  his  emotions,  apd  control  their  tide: 
And  levying  thus,  and  with  an  easy  s^oy, 
A  tax  of  profitiroin  his  veiy  play, 
T'  impress  a  value,  not^  be  erased, 
On  moments  squandered  ejse,  and  running  aUto 

wa0(e. 
And  seems  It  tcf^asig  in  a  father's  eye, 
That  unimproved  those  ^any  moments  fly  V 
And  is  he  well  omtent  hb  son  should  find 
No  nouiisfameoit  to  ieed  his  growing  mind 
But  coojiigated  ve)rbs,  imd  nouns  declined  1 
For  such  IS  ftll  the  mental  food  purveyed 
By  pobGc  hackneys  in  the  schooling  trade; 
Who  fiKd  a  pu{al'»  intellect  with  dtore 
Of  syntax,  tndy^  hat  with  httle  more; 
Dumiss  their  cares,  when  they  dismiss  their  flock, 
w^>>MiAa  themselves,  and  governed  by  a  clock. 
Periiapsa  fiither,  blest  with  any  braihs, 
Would  deem  it  no  abuse,  or  waste  of  puns, 
T'  improve  this  diet,  at  no  great  expense, ' 
With  savoury  truth  and  wholesome'common  sense ; 
To  lead  his  son,  Iqr  prwipects  jof  delight. 
To  some  not  steep,  though  philosophic  height. 
Thence  to  exhibit  to  his  wondering  eyes 
Ton  dicliAg  worlds,  their  (Jiistance,  and  their 


The  UMxm*  of  Jpve,  and  Saturn's  belted  ball, 
And  the  haxmonious  order  of  them  all; 


To  show  hun  in an1|isect  or  afiower 
Such  microscopie  proof  of  skin  and  power. 
As,  hid  fiom  ages  past,  God  now  displays, 
To  combat  atheisU  with  inmed^ni  days; 
To  spread  the  earth  before  Imn,  andxcommend. 
With  designation  of  the  finger's  end. 
Its  various  pait^  to  his  attentive  note, 
Thus  iMing&ng  home  to  him  the  most  lemote; 
Torteaeh  his  h^rt  to  glow  with  generousr  flame, 
Caught  from  th«^'  deeds  of  men  of  ancient  lame : 
And,  more  tha|i  all,  v?ith  oommendation  due^ 
To  Bet  some  li>4ng  Worthy  in  his  view. 
Whose  fiur  examine  may  at  once  inspiie 
A  wish  to  copy  what  ho  must  admirs. 
Such  knowledge  gained  betimes,  and  which  ap- 
pears 
Though  solid,  not  too  weighty  for  his  yeaxs. 
Sweet  m  itself,  and  not  forbidding  spoit,. 
When  health  demands  it)  of  athletic  sort, 
Would  make'him-^what  aoine  kvely  boys  halns 

been,    , 
And  more  than  one  perhaps  that  I  have  seen— 
An  evidence  and  reprehension  boUi 
Of  the  mere  shool-boy's  lean  and  tardy  growth. 

Art  thou  a  mui.professwnally  tied, 
With  all  thy  faculties  elsewhere  api^ed,    • 
Too  busy  to  intend  a  meaner  care, 
Than  how  t'  enrich  thyself,  and  next  thine  heir; 
Or  art  thou  (as  though  rich,  perhaps  thou  «rt) 
But  poor  in  knowledge,  having  none  t'  impart : 
Behold,  that  figure,  neat,  though  plainly  tlad; 
His  sprightly  mingled  with  a  shade  of  sad  f 
Not  of  a  nimble  tongue^^thpugh  uqw  and  then 
Heard  to  articulate  like  other  men ; 
No  jester,  Khd  yet  lively  in  diacporse, 
His  phrase  well  chosen,  dear,  and  full  of  f<»ce ; 
And  Ids  address,  if  not  quite  French  in  ease, 
Not  English  stiff,  but  frank,  and  formed  to  please ; 
Low  in  the  world,  because  he  scorns  its  tuts; 
A  man  of  letters,  manners,  morals, '{muIs; 
Unpatronized,  and  therefore  little  known ; 
Wise  for  himself  and  Us  few  friends  alon^^ 
In  him  t^y  well  appointed  proxy' see. 
Armed  for  a  worit  too  difficult  for  thee ; 
Prepared  by  taste,  by  learning,  and  true  worth, 
To  form  thy  son,  to  strike  his  genhis  forth; 
Beneath  thy  roof;  beneath  thine  eye,  to  prove 
The  force  of  discipline,  when  hadced  by  huve ; 
To  double  all  thy  pleasure  in  thy  child. 
His  mind  informed,  his  morab  imdefiled. 
Safe  under  such  a  wing,  the  \ks^  fhall  show 
No  spots  contracted  among  grooms  below. 
Nor  taint  Ids  speech  with  meannesses,  designed 
By  footman  Tom  for  witty  and  refineid. 
There,  in  his  commerce  with  the  liv'ridd  herd, 
Lurks  the  contagion  chiefly  to  be  feared; 
For  since  (so  fiuBhiun  dictates)  all,  who  daim 
A  higher  than  amere  plaMan  tame, 
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Find  it  expedient,  come  wlutt  miachief  may, 
To  entertain  tf  thief  or  two  ii\  pay,  . 
(And  they  that  can  affoid  th'  expenae  of  mom, 
Some  half  a  domi,  and  aome  half  a  aoore,) 
Qreat  canae^occiin,  to  aa^e  him  from  a  hand 
So  auTQ  to  spoil  him,  and  flo  near  at  hand; 
A  point  abcoied,  if  once  he  be  supplied 
With  some  auch  Mentor  always  at  his  side. 
An  SQch  men  raiel  pediaps  they  would  abound, 
Were  oocupatioB  eaoer  to  be  found, 
Were  education,  else  ao  sure  to  fail, 
Conducted  on  a  manageable  acal^ 
And  schools,  that  have  oudived  all  just  esteem. 
Exchanged  £br  the  aecure  domestic  scheme. — 
But,,  having  foiund  him,  be  thou  duke  or  earl, 
Show  thou  hast  sense  enough  to  priie  the  pearl. 
And;  aa  thou  wouldst  th' advancement  of  thine  heir 
In  all  good  fiuculties  beneath  hia  care, 
Respect,  aa  is  but  rational  and  just, 
Amandbemed  worthy  of  so  dear  a  trust    . 
Despised  by  thee,  what  more  can  he  expect 
From  youthfiil felly  than  the  same  neglect; 
A  flat  and  fiital  negative  obtains 
That  instanSt  upon  all  his  future  pains ; 
His  lessons  tire,  his'mild  rebukes  oflfend. 
And  all  th'  instructions  of  thy  son's  best^fiiend 
Are  a  stream  ohoked,  or  tricUing  to  no  end. ' 
Doom  him  not  then  to  solitary  meals;  . 
But  recollect  that  he  has  sense,  and  fbels; 
And  that»  possessor  of  a  sotil  refined, 
An  upright  heart,  and  cultivated  mind. 
His  post  not  mean,  his  talents  not  unknown, 
He  deems  it  hard  to  tegetate  alone. 
And,  if  admitted  at  thy  board  he  sit. 
Account  him  no  just  mark  for  idle  wit;- 
Oflbnd  not  him,  whom  modesty  restrains 
From  repartee,  with  jokes  that  he  disdains ; 
Much  Um  transfix  his  feelings  with  an  oath ; 
Nor  frown,  nnlesi  he  vanish  with  the  cloth. 
And,  trust  me,  his  udUty  may  reach 
To  more  than  be  is  lured  or  bound  to  teach ; 
Much  trash  unuttered,  and  some  ilia  undone. 
Through  reverence  of  the  censor  of  thy  son. 

But,  if  thy  table  be  indeed  unclean, 
Foul  with  exceas,  and  with  discourse  obscene. 
And  thou  a  wretch,  whom,  following  her  old  plan, 
The  world  accounts  an  honourable  man, 
Becauae  foiRBooth  thy  oouragelias  been  tried. 
And  ktood  the  test,  perhaps,  on  the  wrong  side; 
Tliough  thou  liadat  never  grace  enougfi  to  prove 
That  any  thing  but  vice  could  win  thy.  love; — 
Or  hast  tiiou  a  polite,  card-playing  wife. 
Chained  tathe  routs  that  she  frequents  for  life ; 
WhG,  just  when  industry  begins  to  snore^ 
Flies,  winged  with  joy,  tosomecoach-orowdeddoor, 
And  thrice  in  every  winter  throngs  thine  own 
With  half  the  chariots  and  sedans  in  town. 
Thyself  meanwhile  e'en  shifting  as  thou  mayst : 
N*4  Tiny  sober  though,  nor  very  chaste ; 


Oris  thine  hoofe,  thoqghless  supsrb  thy  rank, 
If  not  a  scene  of  pieasare,  a  men  bknk^ 
And  thou  at  best,  ^imd  in  thy  soberest  Bnod, 
A  trifler  vain,  and  empty  uf  aUgeod; 
Though  mercy  for  thypelf  Ihoa  canst  hav^  nons^ 
^ear  oatuie  plead,  ahow  mercy  to  thy  eon. 
Saved  from  hia  homO)  where  everyday  bongs  forth 
Some  miachief  fetal  to  his  future  vrorth, 
Find  him  a  better  in  a  diitant  spot, 
Within  some  pbus  pastor's  humble  oot^ 
Where  vile  example  (yours  I  chiefly  mean, 
The  most  seducing,  and  the  oftenest  seen,) 
May  never  more  M  stamped  upoh  Us  breast, 
Nor  yet  perhaps  incurably  impressed. 
When  early  rest  makes  early  riang  sure, 
Discaae  or  comes  not,  or  finds  easy  cure, 
I^Ptfvented  much  by  diitt  neat  and  plain; 
Or,  if  it  enter,  soon  starved  out  again: 
Where  all  th'  attention  of  hia  feithfiil  host, 
Discreetly  limited  to  two  at  most. 
May  raiae  such  fruits  as  shall  reward  hb  care^ 
And  not  at  last  evaporate  in  air : 
Where,'^stiUness  aiding  study,  and  his  nund 
Serene,  an^  to  his  duties  much  inclined, 
Not  ocQupied  in  day-dreams,  as  at  homie. 
Of  pleasures  past,  or  follies  yet  to  come, 
His  virtuous  toil  may  terminate  at  last 
In  settied  habit  and  decided  tarte. — 
But  whom  do  I  advise  1  the  feahion-led, 
Th'  incorrigibly  yotbig,  thedea^  the  dead, 
Whom  care  axid  cool  deliberation  suit 
Not  better  much  than  apectadea  a  brute ; 
Who,  if  their  aons  some  slight  tuition  share, 
Deem  it  of  no. great  moment  whose,  or  ^ere ; 
Too  proud  t'  adopt  the  thoughts  of  one  unknown^ 
And  much  too  gay  t'  have  any  of  their  own. 
But  courage,  man!  methought  the  muae'iepKed, 
Mankind  are  various,  and  the  woitd  ii  vride: 
The  ostrich,  silUest  of  the  feathered  kind, 
And  fonned  of  Grod  without  a  parent's  mind, 
Commits  her  eggs  incautious  to  the  dust, 
Foigetful  that  the  foot  may  crush  the  trust; 
And,  while  on  public  nurseries  they  rdy. 
Not  knowing,  and  tr>o  oft  not  caring,  why, 
Irrational  in  what  they  thus  prefer. 
No  few,  that  would  Moni  wisej  resemble  hei^ 
But  all  are  not  alike.    Thy  warning  voice 
May  here  and  there  prevent  erroneous  choice; 
And  same  perhaps,  who,1>usy  as  they  are, 
Yet  make  their  progeny  their  dearest  oske, 
(Whose  hearts  will  ache,  once  told  what  ills  may 

reach 

Their  offspring,  left  upon  so  wild  a  beach,) 
WHl  need  no  stress  of  aigUment  t'  enforce 
Th'  expedience  of  a  less  advent'rous  course : 
The  rest  will  slight  thy  counsel,  or  oondenm; 
But  they  have  human  fbelings,  turn  to  them. 
To  you  then,  tenants  of  life's  middle  state, 
Securely  placed  between  the  small  and  greats 
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Whote  character,  yet  undebauched,  retains 
Two  thirds  of  all  thfi  virtue  that  remaiiui, 
Who,  wise  yQuraelTes,  desire  your  son  should  leant 
Your  wisdom  and  your  ways^-'-to  yoU  I  turn^ 
Look  ronod  you  on  a  world  perversely  blind ; 
See  what  contempt  is  £dlen  on  human  kind} 
See  wealth  abused,  and  dignities  misplaced, 
Great  titles,  offices,  and  trusts  ^Gagraced, 
Long  lines  of  ancestry,  renowned  of  old. 
Their  noUe  qualities  all  quenched  and  cold  j 
See  Bedlam's  closeted  and  hand-cuffed  charge 
Surpassed  in  frenzy 'by  the  mad  at  large ; 
See  great  coqunanden  making  war  a  trade. 
Great  lawyers,- lawyers  without  study  made ; 
Chuiehmen,  in  whose  es^m  their  best  employ 
Is  odious,  and  their  wages  all  their  joy, 
Who^  fiur  enough  from  furnishing  their  shelves 
With  Gospel  kne,  turn  infidels  themselves; 
See  womanhood  despised,  and  manhood  shamed 
¥nth  infiuny  too  nauseous  to  be  named,. 
Fops  at  all  onrners,  lady-like  in  mien, 
Civcted  iellows,  smelt  era  they  are  seen, 
Else  eoaise  and  rude  in  manner^,  and  theuB  tongue 
On  tm  with  curses,  -and  with  nonsense  hung, 
Now  flushed  with  drunkenness,  now  vnth  whore- 
dom pale, 
Thar  breath  a  sample  of  last  night's  regale ; 
See  vf^unteers  in  aO  the  vilest  arts, 
Men  well  endowed,  of  honourable  parts, 
Designed  by  Nature  <wiae,  but  self-made  fools ; 
An  these,  and  more  like  these,  were  .bred 


And  if  it  chance,  as  sometimeA  chance  it.  will, 
That  though  school-bred,  the  boy,  be  virtuous  still. 
Such  rare  exceptions,  signing  in  the  darii, 
Prove,  rather  than  impeach^the  just  semaxk : 
As  hoe  and  there  a  twinkling  star  descried. 
Serves  but  to  show  how  black  is  all  beside. 
Now  look  on  him,' whose  very  voice  m  tone 
Just  edioes  thine,  vrhose  features  are  thine  own, 
And  stroke  his  polished  cheek  of  purest  red. 
And  lay  thine  hand  upon  his  flaxen  head, 
And  say.  My  boy,  th'  unwelcome  hour  is  comto, 
When  thou,  transplanted  from  thy  genial  )iome. 
Must  find  a  colder  soU  and  bleaker  air. 
And  trust  finr  safety  to  a  stranger'scare ; 
What  character,  what  turn  Aou  wih  assume 
Fnm  oonstaot  converse  vrith  I  know  not  whom; 
Wbo  there  will  court  thy  fnendship,  with  what 


And,  artless  as  thou  art,  whom  thou  wilt  choose; 
Though  much  depends  on  what  thy  choice  shall  be/ 
Is  an  chance-medley,  and  unknown  to  me. 
Canst  thou,  th^  tear  just  trembling  on  thy  lids, 
And  while  the  dreadful  risk  foreseen  forbids, 
Free  too,  and  under  no  constraining  foroe, 
Unless  the  sway  of  custom  warp  thy  courso, 
Lay  such  a  stake  upon  the  losing  side, 
Merely  to  gratify  so  blind  aguide  1 
L 


Thou  canst  not! 
Condemns  th'  uii£gUherQ , 
Thou  wouldst  not,  deaf  Uf  Naturals  tendeiest  pleai 
Turn  him  adrift  upon  a  rolling  sea. 
Nor  say,  Oo  thUher,  consdous  that  there  lay 
A  brood  of  asps,  or  quicksands  in  his  way ; 
Then,  only  governed  by  the  self-same  n^e 
Of  natural  pity,  send  him  not  to  schooL 
No— guard  him  better.  Is  he  oot  thine  own. 
Thyself  in  miniature,  thy  flesh,  thy  bone  1 
And  hop'st  thou  not  (*tis  every  father's  hope) 
That,  since  th^  strength  must  with  thy  years  elope, 
And  thou  wilt  need  some  comfort,  to  assuage 
Health's  last  fiurewell,  a  staff  of  thine  old  age. 
That  then,  in  recompense  of  all  thy  cares, 
Thy  child  shall  show  respect  to  thy  gray  hairs, 
BefrijBnd  thee,  of  all  other  friends  bereft,' 
And  give  thy  life  its  only  cordial  left  1 
Aware  then  how  much  danger  intervenes, - 
To  compass  that  good  ^nd,  forecast  the  njjeans. 
rHis  heart,  now  passhre,  yields  to  thy  command, 
Secure  it  thine,  its  key  is  inthine  hand. 
If  thou  desert  thy  charge,  an^  throw  it  wide, 
Nor  heed  what  guests  there  «nter  and  aUde, 
Complain  not  if  attachments  lewd  and  base 
Supplant  thee  in  it,  and  usuri^  thy  place. 
But,  if  thou  guard  its  sacred  chambers  sure^ 
From  vidous  inmates,  and  delights  impure. 
Either  his  gratitude  shall  hold  him  fast. 
And  keep  him  warm  and  filial  to  the  last; 
Or,  if  he  prove- unkind  (as 'who  can  say 
Btit,  beiug  man,  and  therefore  frail,  he  mayl) 
One  comfort  yet  shaU  cheer  thine  aged  heart, 
Howe'er  he  ^ht  thee,  thou  hast  done  thy  part. 

Oh,  lyirbaious !  wouldst  thou  with  aGothic  band. 
Pull  down  the  schod»^what !— ^  the  schools  i 

th'land; 
Or  throw  them  up  to  livery-nags  and  gSMins, 
Or  turn  them  into  shops  and  auction-rooms  1— 
A  captious  queption,  sir  (and  youn  is  one, ) 
Deserves  an  answer  similar,  or  none. 
Wouldst  thou,  possessor  of  a  flock,  empby^ 
(Apprised  that  he  is  such)  a  careless  boy. 
And  feed  him  well,  and  give  him  handsome  pay 
Merely  to  sleep,  aii4  let  him  run  astrayl 
Survey  our  schools  and  colleges,  and  see 
'  A  sight  not  much  unlike  my  rimile. 
From  education,  as  the  leading  cause. 
The  public  chamcter  its  cok>ur  draws; 
Thence  the  prevailing  manners  take  tbdr  cast, 
Extravsgant  or  sober,  Ipose  or  chaste. 
'  And,  though  J  would  not  advertise  them  yet. 
Nor  write  on  elush — Thu  hiUditig  to  be  let, 
Unless  the  world  were  all  prepared!' ^braio 
A  plan  well  worthy  to  supply  their  place ; 
Yet,  backward  as  they  are,  and  long  have  been. 
To  cultivate  and  keep  the  fnoro/t  dean, 
(Forgive  the  crime)  I  wish  them,  I  confess, 
Or  better  manag^,  or  enoounged  less. 
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COWPER'B  WORKS. 


S9U$tttlUMtmi»  Itontou 


THE  YEARLY  MSTRESS, 

OR 

TITHINQ  TIKE  AT  StOClL,'  ik  XSSXX. 

▼iww  iiMw— >il  to  a  cwmtry  dargymM,  comphiofag  of  the 
diauraoftblemn  of  the  day  anxMiany  appolittod  for  xiBoehrinf 
tfao  oneB  at  thfi  panoDaet. 


Come,  ponder  well,  for  tis  no  jest, 
To  laugh  it  would  be  wrong  ' 

The  troubles  of  a  worthy  pnefll^ 
The  burthen  of  my  song. 

The  pfiestlie  meny  is  and  blithe. 

Three  quanen  of  a  year, 
But  oh!  it  cuts  him  1ik«  n^scythe, 

When  tithing  time  draws  near. 

He  tben  is  foil  of  flight  and  feari, 

As  one  at  point  to  die, 
And  kmg  befiare  the  day  appears 

He  heaves  up  many  a  pigh. 

For,  then  the  fanners  come  Jqg,  jog, 

Along  the  miry  road,    * 
Each  hMTt  as  heavy  as  a  log, 

To  make  their  payments  good.' 

In  sooth,  the  sodow  of  snoh  days 

Is  not  to  be  expressed, 
When  he  that  takes  and  he  tha^  pays 

Am  both  afike  distxessed. 

Now  all  unwelcome  at  his  gates 

The' clumsy  swains  alight. 
With  rueliil  &oes  and  bald  pates^  * 

He  trembles  at  the  eight. 

And  wen  he  may,  fiir  well  he  knoiPB  * 

Each  bmn^an  of  the  dpLUi 
Instead  of  paying  what  he  owes. 

Will  cheat  him  if  he  can.  ^ 

80  in  they  oome    each  makes  his  kg, 

And  flings  his  head  before. 
And  k)oks  as  if  .he  came  to  beg, 

And  not  to  ^uit  a  scoTB. 

"  And  how  dpes  miss  and  madam  do. 

The  little  boy  and  alir 
*'  All  tight  and  weU.    And  hew  do  yoUj 

Good  Mr.  What-d*ye^aan" 

The  &mer  comes,  and  down  they  ait: 
Wete  e'er  such  hungry  folks  1 

Theke^s  little  talking,  and  no  wit: 
It  is  no-time  to  jokie. 


One  wipes  his  nose  190a  his  das^ 

One  spits  upon  the  fliwr, 
Yet'not  tQ  giw  ofienoe  or  gnen^ 

HoHuptheckthbefofa 

The  punch  goes  wund,  and  they  are  dull 

And  lumpish'  still  as  ever; 
Like  barrels  with  their  beDies  ftCill, 

They  only  weigh  tte  heavier. 

At  length  tho.buily  timabegins. 

*'  Gome,  neighboiirs,  we  mAist  wag—" 
The  money  chinks,  down  drop  their  chin% 

Each  lugging  out  his  bag. 

One  talks  )of  mildew  and  of  fiost, 
.  And  one  of  storms  of  baO, 
And  one  of  pigs  that  he  has  lost 
BymaggotoatthfitaiL 

Ctuoth  one,  **  A  rarer  man  than  you 

In  pulpit  none  shall  hear : 
But  yet,  methinks,  to  tell  you  true, 

You  sell  tt  plaguy  dear.*' 

O  irhy  are  ftrmers  made  m  eoane^ 

Or  cleigy  made  so  finel ' 
A  kick,  that  scarce  would  move  a  hofse, 

May  kin  a  sound  divine. 


TiMn  let  the  Boobies  stay  at  J 
'Twonld  cost  Um,  I  dan  say, 

Less,  trouble  taking  twioe  the  sum, 
Wrtlottt  the  cbwBS  that  pay. 


BONNET 

ADDRESSED  TO^ENBT  COWPEB,  1 


On  hlB  oniiiitleal  and  lai«n«tog  IMlvuy  oT  ttm  _ 
.  of  Waxxon  BMtiim  Bm}.,  in  the  Houp»  of  Lgcda 


CowpER,  whose  sUver  voice,  tasked 
hard, 
Legends  prolix  dehvers  in  the  ears 
(Attentive  when  thou  read'st)  of  England's 
peers. 
Let  verse  at  length  yield  thee  thy  just  rewnd. 

Thou  wast  not  heard  with  drowsy  disr^gaid. 
Expending  late  on  aU  that  length  of  plea 

I     Thy  generous  poweis;  but  ailenoe  honoared 
thee» 
Mute  as  e'er  gaxed  on  orator  or  hard. 
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Them  tft  iMft  v^lM  vkna^  tat  J 
BoCL  Heart  and  btmjL)  attd 


«Miii»uiQ 


OC  Attic  phiaae  and  eenitoiial  tone, 
like  thy  lenowned  ibrefathen,  &r  and  Widd 
Thy  &me  difiine,  piaifled  not  ibrifttetatioe  meet 
Ofothen^  speedi,  bat  magic  of  %oiMi. 


LINEa 


ADbRBSSED  TO*  DR.  DARWIN, 

Atdfurr  qf  iYutJ^  Botamc  GardenJ* 

Two  PoeHf*  (porta,  by  tegoU, 

Not  oft  00  weU  a|^0    . 
Sweet  Hannonist  of  Flora's  ooort ! 

Coospireto  honour  Thee. 

They  beat  can  judge  a  p«*'b  worth, 
Who  oft  themsetvei  haiw  kn^wn 

The  panga  of  a  poetic  birth 
By  laboun  of  their  own. 

We  therefore,  plea^d,  extol  thy  long, 
Tl^flugh  ▼ttifitCB  yet  oom|IeUi, 

Rkh  in  embeUisbfflent,  as  .strong 
And  learned  as 't»i  sweet. 

No  en^  mingles  with  onr  pnise, 
Though,  could  our  hearts  repine 

At  any  poet's  happier  lays, 
•They  Ytfodd— they  moat  at  thhM. 

But  we  in  mutual  bondage  knit 

Of  fiiendship's  closest  tie, . 
Can  gaze  on  even  Darwin's  wit 

With  an  uijaundiced  eye; 

And  deem  the  Baid,  whoe'er  he  be, 

And  boWBoeve^  known, 
Who  would  not  twine  a  wieathibr  Thee, 

Unwoxthy  of  his  own. 


MBa  MOTTTAqiPS  HUTIBBILHANQINaa. 

The  Uida  put  off  their  envy  hiue, 
To  dieas  a  room  for  Montagu. 

The  tVaeock  sends  his  heavenly  dyes, 
His  rainbows  and  hn  ttarry  tyesg 
The  Pheaeant  plumea,  which  round  infold 
His  mantling  neck  with  downy  gold; 
The  Cock  his  arched  tail'e  azure  show; 
And,  river-blandied,  the  Swan  his  snow. 
AH  tribes  besid^  of  ladisBi  name. 
That  glossy  shine,  or  vivid  flame^ 


Where  lisea,  and  where  bOb  the  day, 
f  Whatever  they  boast  of  lidi  and  gay, 
Conlfibule-tp  tiie  goygeons  plan^ 
Fmud  to  adnuDce  it  i2  they  can. 
Tlua  plumage  neither  daahing  shower, 
Nor  blasts  that  shake  4hedrip^  bower,     ^ 
Shall  dfbnch  again  or  diaoompoee, 
But,  screened  firom  every  storm  ihat  bkfws, 
It  boastr  a  splendour  evernew, 
Safe  with  piotte^ing  Montagu. 
^    To  the  same'  patiuneai^  reaort, 
SeTiUTO  offiivour  at  her  court, 
Strong  Glomus,  £rom  who^^rge  of  thought 
Forms  ri9e^  to  ^uicfc  perfection  vrrought. 
Which,  though  new-bom,  with  vigour  mof^ 
Like  Pallas  springing  armed  finotn  Jove--' 
Imagination  scattering  round 
Wild  roses  over  fdrrowed  gnwnd, 
Which  Labour  of  his  frown  beguile, 
And  t^h  Philbaophy  Vsmile— 
Wit  flashing  On  Religion's  sule, 
Whose  fires,  to  sacced  Truth  appliec), 
The  gem,  thoa|^  iuminoas  before. 
Obtrudes  on  human  notice  more, 
Like  suabeama  on  the  golden 'height 
Of  some  tall  temple  playing  br^ht —        ^ 
WeU-tUtored  Learning,  from  his  books 
t)iamisBed  with  grave,  not  haughty,  looktf^i 
The^  order  on  his  shelves  exact, 
^ot  more  hanqonious  or  compact 
Than  that,  to  which  he  keeps  confined 
The  various  treiunires  of  his  mind 
All  these  to  Montagtl's  repair, 
Ambitious,  of  a  shelter  there. 
There  Oeniua,  Leaning,  Faney,  Wit, 
Their  nified  plumage  cakn  refit, 
(For  stormy  tiouldes  loadeit  mar 
Around  Ihnr  ttght  who  highest  eoar) 
And  in  her  «ye,  and  by  her  aid. 
Shine  safe  without  a  Aet  to  fiide.    . 
She  thus  ipwlntalns  divided  sway 
With  yon  bii^t  regeai  of  the  day ; 
The  plume  and  poet.both,  we  know, 
Thdr  lustre  to  Us  influence  owe; 
And  she  the  works  of  Phoebus  aiding, 
Both  poet  saves  and  plume  from  fading. 


>  the  poMn  17  Mr.  Bayloy,  which  acoompantod 


VEESES 

Boppond  to  be  wiittaa  by  Akzander  Selklri[^ 

■oUiary  abodB  In  the  Uaad  of  Juao  FanasdcB. 

I  AM  monansA  of  all  I  survey, 

My  right  there  is  none  to  dispute ; 
From  the  oentre-all  round  to  the  sea, 

I  am  lord  of  the  fovrl  and  the  brute. 
O  sblitude  I  where  are  the  charms 

That  sages  have  seen  in  thy  face') 
Better  dwell  ir  the  midst  of  alarms, 

Thian  reign  m  this  horrible  place. 
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cowP£it'8  woass. 


I  am  out  of  homanity^i  leach, 

Must  finish  my  joumey  dooiB, 
NoYer  hear  tlie  sweet  rnunc  of  speech, 

I  start  at  ihc  sound  of  my  own.   ' 
The  beasts,  that  roam  over  the  plam, 

My  form  with  indiflerence  4B«; 
They  axe  so  unacquainted  with  man, 

Their  tamfntiss  19  alwrlriftg  to  me. 

Society,  fnendship,  and  love, 

Divinely  bestowed  upon  man, 
O,  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove, 

How;  soon  would  I  taste  you  againt ' 
My  sorrows  I  then  might  assuage 

In  the  ways  of  religion  and  truth, 
Might  learn  from  th^  wisdom  of  age. 

And  be  cheered  by  the  sallies  at  youth, 

Religion!  what  treasure  untold  . 

Resides  in  that  heavenly  word ! 
More  precious  than  sUver.and'gold,  • 

Or  aH  that  this  earth*  can  afford. 
But  the  sound  of  the  chiuch-going  beU 

These  valleys  and*  rocks  never  heard, 
Never  sighed  at  the  sound  of  a  knell, 

Or  smiled  when  a  sabbath  appeared. 

Ye  winds  thai  have  made  me  your  sport, 

Convey  to  this  desolate  shore 
Some  cordial  endearing  report . 

Of  a  land  I  shall  visit  no  moje. 
My  friends,  do  they,  now  and  then  send 

A  wish  or  a  thought  after  met 
O  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  friend. 

Though  a  friend  I  an^'  never  to  see. 

How  fleet  i^  s  glance  of  the  mindt 

Compared  with  the  sgeed  of  Us  flight, 
The  tempest  itself  lags  behind, 

.And  the  swift  winged  arrows  of  light 
When  I  think  of  my  own  native  land, 

In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there;   , 
But  alas !  recoUoction  at  hand 

Soon  hurries  me  back  to  despur.     ^ 

But  the  seafowl  is  gone  to  her  nest,    . 

The  beast  has  laid  down  in  his  lair ; 
.  Lven  here  is  a  season  of  rest, 

And  I  to  my  cabui  repair. 
There's  mercy  in  every  place, 

And  mercy,  encouraging  thought  1 
Gives  even  afSiction  a  grace. 

And  reconciles  man  to  his  lot 


ON  THE 
PROMOTION  OF  EDWARD  IHUKLOW,  Ef9Q. 
f\f  the  Lard  ERgh  Chdncellorship  qf  England, 
RopNU  Thurlow*8  head  in  early  youth, 
And  if.  hi»  sportive  days, 


Fair  Sdenoe ponre4die  light  of  truth, 
And  Gcnrasshftdlus  rays.     . 

See!  ^ith  united  wonder  cried 
.  Th'  experienced  and  the  sage, 
Ambition  in  a  bqy  supplied 
WitkaUthe^kiUof  age! 

Discanmieiit,  eloq^uenoe,  and  grace, 

Proclaim  him  bom  to  sway 
The  bahdue  in  the  highest  place, 

And  bear  the  pafan  away. 

The  praise  bestowed  was  just  and  wise  j 
He  sprang  impetuous  forth, 

Secure  of  conquest,  where  the  pri» 
At^isnds  superior  worth. 

So  the  beist  coursei^on  the  plain 

Ere  yet  he  starts  is  known. 
And  doeabutat  the  goal  obtain,/ 

What  all  had  deemed  his  own. 


ODE  TO  PEACE. 

Come,  peace  of  mind;  deUghtfiil  gnestl 
Return,  and  make  thy  downy  nest 

Once  more  in  this  sad  heart : 
Nor  riches  I  nor  power  pursue, 
Nor  hold  forbidden  jojrs  in  view^ 

We  therefore  need  not  part. 

Where  wilt  thou  dweH,  if.  not  with  me, 
From  avarice  and  amhitkni  free, 

And  pleasure's  ftttal  wiles  1 
For  whom,  alas  1  dost  thou  preparer 
Thb  sweets  that  I  was  wont  to  share, 

The  banquet  of  thy  smilesl 

The  great,  thej^,  shall  theypaitake 
The  heaven  that  thou  abne  canst  maks^ 

And  wilt  thou  quit  the  stream 
That  murmurs  through  the  dewy  mead. 
The  grove  and  the  sequestered  died. 

To  be  a  gi^est  with  themi 

For  thee  I  panted,  thee  I  prized,  ' 
For  thee  I  gkully  sacrificed 

Whate'er  I  k)ved  before ; 
And  shall  I  see  thee  start  away. 
And  helpless,  hopeless,  hear  thee  say--*. 

Farewell  1  we  meet  no  morel 


HUMAN  FRAILTY. 

Weak  and  irresolute  is  man; 

The  purpose  of  tp-day, 
Woven  with  pains  into  his  plan. 

To-morrow  rends  away. 
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ThebowwBU  bent,  and  onait  the  ipting^ 

Vke  Beems  already  alaiH; 
Baft  paarion  rudely  snape  the  itiiiig, 

Anil  it  remee  again. 

Some  Ibe  to  his  upright  intent 

Finds  out  hia  weaker  part; 
Virtue  engages  iiis  assent, 

But  plealBure  wins  his  iieart 

Tis  here  the  folly  of  the  wise 

Through  all  his  art  we  yiew; 
And,  while  his  tongue  the  charge  denies, 

His  conscience  owns  it  true. 

Sound  on^a  Toyage  of  awful  length, 

And  dangers  little  known, 
A  stranger  to  superior  atrength, 

Man  vainly  tmsts  his  own. 

But  oazB  akne  can  ne'er  pierail, 

To  reach  the  distant  coast; 
The  breath  of  heaVe^  must  ewell  the  sail, 

Or  all  ^  toil  is  lost. 


THE  MODERJSr  PATRIOT. 

Rebellion  is  mj  theme  all  day }         | 

I  only  wish  t  would  couie 
(As  who  kneiWB  but  perha^  it  may?) 

A  little  nearer  home. 

Yon  roaring  boys,  who  rave  and  fight 
On  f  other  «de  th' AtUnlic, 

I  always  lield  them  in  the  right, 
But  most  so  when  most  frantic. 

When  lawless  mobs  insult  the  court. 
That  man  shall  be  my  toast. 

If  breaking  windows  be  the  sport, 
Who  bravely  breaks  the  most. 

But  ohl  for  him  my  fancy  cuUs 
The  dioioestflowerB  she  bears, 

Who  omslhutionally  pulls 
Your  holMe  about  your  ear>. 

Such  dvil  broils  are  my  delight, 
Though  some  folks  can't  endure  them 

Who  say  the  mob  are  mad  outright, 
And  that  a  rope  must  cure  them. 

A  rope!  I  wish  we  patriot  had 
Such  strings  for  all  who  need  'enn- 

What!  hang  a  man  for  going  mad! 
Then  farewell  British  fieedoAi. 


on  OBSBRTINO  BOMB  NAMES  Op  LITTLE  NOTE  EE- 
OORDED  IN  THE  BIOORAPHU  BRITANNICA. 

On,  fond  attonpt  to  give  adeathless  lot 
To  cames  ignoble,  bom  to  be  loigotl 
1.2 


In  vain,  resofded  in  historie  page, 
They  codrt  the  notice  of  aftttnre  age: 
These  twinkling  tmy  lustres  of  the  hmd 
Drop  one  by  one  firom  Fame's  n^lectmg  hand; 
Letiuean  guUe  receive  them  as  (!h^  fon, 
And  dark  oblivion  epon  absorbs  t)iem  all. 
So  when  a  child,  as  playful  Children  use. 
Has  burnt  to  tinder  a  stdift  last  year's  news. 
The  flame  extinct,  he  views  the  roving  fire— 
There  goes  my  hidy,  and  there  goes  the  squire. 
There  goes  the  parson,  oh  illustrious  spark ! 
And  theve,  scarce  less  illustrious,  goes  the  derkl 


REPORT  OF  AN  ADJXIDGEI>  CASE, 

NOT  TO  BE  FOUND  IN- ANT  OP  TEE  BOOJO. 

Between  Nose  and.  Eyes  a  strange  contest  arose, 
The  spectacles  set  them  mihappily  vRong  i 

The  point  in  dispute  vras,  as  all  the  vnirldknowi^ 
Tp  which  the  said  .fpectaoles  ought  to  belong. 

So  Tongue  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the  causa 
With  a  great  deal  of  skill,  and  a  wig  fiSll  of 
learning; 

While  chief  bsron  Ear  sat  to  balance  the  laws^ 
So  fiuned  for  his  talent  in  nicely  discerning. 

In  behalf  of  the  Nose  it  will  quickly  appeal^ 
And  ywtt  kndsh^,  be  said,  will  undoubtedly 
find, 
That  the  Nose  has  had  spectacles  always  to  wear, 
'   Which  amounts  to  possession  time  out  of  mind. 

■ .    .  '       *  • 

Then  holding  the  spectacles  iq>  to  the  court— 
Your  tordidiip  observes  they  am  mede  with  a 
straddle 
As  wide  as  the  ridge  otjthe  Nose  is;  in  aboft. 
Designed  to  sit  ckise  to  it,  just  like  a  saddle. 

Again,  would  your  lordship  a  moment  suppose 
('Tii  a  case,  that  has  happened,  and  may  be 
again) 
That  the  visage  or  countenance  had  not  a  nose, 
Pmy  idio  would,  or  who  could,  wear  spectacles 
theni 

On  the  whole  it  appeals,  and  my  argument  shows. 
With  a  reasoning  the  court  ^riQ  never  condemn. 

That  the  spectaclesplainly  were  made  for  the  Nose, 
And  the  Nose  was  as  plainly  intended  fur  them. 

Then  shifting  his  side  (as  a  hiWyer  knows  how,) 
He  pleaded  again  in  behalf  of  the  Eyes; 

But  what  were  his  arguments  few  people  know. 
For  thecourt  did  not  think  they  were  equally  V 


So  his  lordship  decreed  with  a  grave  solemn  tone, 
Decisive  and  dear,  without  one  (for  but-^ 

That,  whenever  the  TTose  put  his  spectacles  on. 
By  daylight  or  candlelightr— Eyeskhquklbe  thutl 
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LORD  MANSFIELD'S  UB&ABY, 

TOaETHERWITB  qiS  M08^ 

Itydw  vHfeh  fa  the  moBti  or  JoB^  »» 

So  thenr-the  YandA]*  of  our  ]fle» 

Byfma  foes  to  aenae  and  law» 
HttfB  burnt^  dust  a  nobler  pile    , 

Than  evet  Homan  saw ! 

And  MuBBAT  ligha  o'er  Pope  and  Swift, 

Ajid  many  a  tie^uaue  more, 
The  well-judged  purchase,  a^  the  gift, 

That  gMnd  hia  lettered  itora. 

Tlieir  pages  mangled,  bamt  and*  toni,  - 

The  loss  was  ^w  albn«; 
But  ages  yet  to  oome  shall  moun 

The  burning^  of  iKi»  oisn. 


ON  THE  SAME.  ' 

Wb£M  wit  and  genius  meet  their  deem 

In  all  devouring  flame, 
They  ten  us  of  the  ftls  of  Rome, 

And  bid  us  fear  the  seme. 

O'er  Mdbrat's  km  the  Mises  wept, 
They  felt  the  rode  ^ann,  - 

Yet  blest  the  guardian  care  that  kept 
His  eaoed  head  ftoml 


There  Memory,  like  the  bee,  that's  ihd 

From  Flora's  bafany  store, 
ThequintessenoeefallJieiepMl  . 

Had  treasured  up  before.  ' 

The' lawless  baid,  with  fiiiy  Uind* 
Have  done  him  cruel  wrong; 

The  flowers  am  gone— but  stiU  we  (tad 
The  honey  on  hie  tongue. 


TOE  LOVE  OF  THE  WORU)  igZPROVED; 

HYPOCRISY  DETECTED.* 

Thus  says  the  prophet  of  the  Turk, 
Good  Mussulman,  abstain  from  pork; 
There  is  a  part  in  eveiy  swine 
No'  friend  or  foUower  of  nunc 


*Ii  may  be  proper  to  inlbrmths  riaadBr,tbatthiBpieoofaaB 
«lraulj  apfMared  In  print,  having  fiwnd  lis  mj,  tbough  wUh 
■Dine  unnecMvzy  addiiioDs  \>y  an  ohknown  hand,  Into  tb« 
I  nfidfl  Journal  withoat  the  author^  prifity.    • 


May  taeto,  what* ec  his  JndyiMtioo, 
On  pain  of  ezoommmiication. 
Such  Mahomet's  myaladoni  ehaige, 
And  thus  he  left  the  point  at  laiget^ 
Had  he  the  nnful  part  expressed, 
They  might  with  safety  eat  the  rest; 
But  for  one  piece  they  thought  it  hard 
From  the  whole  hog  to  be  debarred;    ' 
And  set  their  wit  atwork  to  And 
What  joint  the  piophct  hkd  In  xaind. 
Much  contioveny  straight  arose. 
These  chooae  the  back,  the  belly  tbon; 
By  some 'tis  confidently  said 
He  meant  not  to  forbid  the  head; 
While  others  at  that  doctrine  raB, 
And  pbusly  prefer  the  tail. 
Thus,  conscience  freed  from  every  dog,  ' 
Mahometans  eat  up  the  hog. 

You  kugh— tie  weH-^The  tale  applied 
May  make  you  laugh  on  t'  other  side. 
Renounce  the  world*-^  pnacfaer  cma. 
We  do-4  multitude  tefSStM, 
While  one  as  innocent  regards 
A  snug  and  friendly  game  at  cardii; 
And  one,  whatever  you  may  say. 
Can  see  no  evil  in.a  play; 
Some  love  a  conceit,  or  a  raee; 
And  others  shooting,  and  the  chase. 
Reviled  and  loved,  reiknuieed  and  followed, 
Thus,  bit  by  bit,  the  world  is  swaBowed; 
Each  thinks  his  neighbour  makea  too  free. 
Yet  likes  a  slice  as»weU  as  he ; 
With  sophistry  their  sauce  they  sweeten. 
Till  quite  from  tail  to  snout  tis  eaten. 


.^- 


ON  THE  DEATH 


f/^^^-  fy,  *c- 


pp 


MRS.  (now  ladt)  Throckmorton's  BUi«FiKca. 
Ye  nymphs !  if  e'er  your  eyes  were  red 
With  tears  o'er  haptoss  &vouritesahed» 

O  share  Maria's  grief! 
Her  frtvourite,  even  in  his  cage, 
(What  will  not  hunger's  cruel  ragel) 

Assassined  by  a  thief 

Where  Rhenus  strays  his  vines  amoi^ 
The  egg  was  laid  from  which  he  sprung; 

And,  though  by  nature  mute, 
Or  only  with  a  whisde  blest, 
Well-taught  he  all  the  sounds  exprcawsd 

Offlageletorflute. 

The  honouTB  of  his  ebon  poU 

Were  brighter  than  the  sleekest  mofe; 

His  bosom  of  the  hue 
With  which  Aurora,  decks  the  skies. 
When  piping  winds  shall  soon  arisBf 

To  sweep  away  the  dew. 
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Alioire,  below,  in  aU  the^boiue, 
Dire  ibe  alike  of  bird  and  mouM, 

No  otft  Ind  kaw  to  dwett; 
Andbullft  cage  iopported  stood 
On  pfO]^  of  imoolheit-shainn  i«ood» 

LugB  boilt  and  hitlieed  ^^. 

WeD  latticed— but  the  grate,  alas  I 
Not  nog]!  with  tvire  of  steel  or  biaflB, ' 

For  bully's  plumage  sake, 
But  smooth  with  wands  from  Ousels  side, 
With  which,  when  neaUy  peeled  an^  dried, 
^Tbii  swains  their  baskets  make. 

Night  vdlcd  the pible,  all  seemed  secuie: 
When  led  by  instinct  sharp  and  sure, 

S^jbsistenoe  to  provide, 
A  beast  finrth  sallied  on  the  iKiout, 
Long-backed,  tong-tailed,  with  whiskered  shout, 

And  badger-ooioured  hide. 

H^,  cfnteriAg  at  the  study  door,       .    " 
Its  ample  area  'gan  explore;  ^ 

And  something  in  the  wind 
Conjectured,  snifi^  round  and  round, 
Better  than  all  the  books  he  iibund, 
'    Food  chiefly  for  the  mind. 

Just  then,  by  advene  ikte  impressed, 
A  dreSm  disturbed  poor  bully's  rest; 

In  sleep  he  seemed  to  ^w 
A  rat  fast  dmgmg  to  the  cage, 
And  screaming  at  the  sad  presage, 

Awoke  and  Ibund  it  true. 

For,  aided  both  by  ear  and  scent, 

Ki^  to  Im  mazk  the  monster  weot^— 
Ah,  muse !  Ibrbear  to  speak 

Minute  the  honors  that  ensued; 

Bis  teeth  #ere  Strong,  the  cage  was  ^rood- 
He  left  poor  bully  V  beak. 

Oh  had  he  made  that  too  his  prey; 
That  beak  whence  ksued  many  a  lay 

Of  sw!3HaeIlUtaous  tone, 
Might  hate  repaid  him  well,  I  wirte, 
For  siknciag  so  sweet  a  tkKMt, 

Fast  stuck  within  his  own« 

Maiia  weeps — the  muses  mourn— 
So,  when  by  Bachanafians  tom^ 

On  Thracian  H(Bbrus'  side. 
The  tree-enchanter  Orpheus  feU, 
His  head  alone  remained  to  tell 

The  cruel  death  he  died. 

THE  ROSE.. 
The  Botoe  had  been  washed,  just  waalied  in  a 
i*0wer, 
Which  Mary  to  Anna  oomeyedi 


The  plentiftd  molstnre  encnmbeved  the  flowBTj 
And  weighed  down  its  beautiful  head. 

The  cup  was  all  filled,  and  the  leaTes  were  aD  wet, 

And  it  seemed  to  a  fimctful  view, 
To  weep  forthe  buds  it  had  left  with  regret, 

On  the  flounshing  bush  where  it  mrew. 

I  hastily  sei^  it,  unfit  as  it  was    . 

For  a  nosegay,  ^  dripping  and  drowned 
And  swinging  it  redely,  too  radely,  alast 

I  snapped  it,  it  1^  tothe  greond. 

And  such,  I  exclaimed,  is  the  pitiless,  part 

Some  act  by  the  delicate  mind. 
Regardless  of  wringmg  and  brteking  a  heart 

Already  to  sorrow  resigned. 

This  elegant  rose,  had  I  shaken  it  less. 
Might  have  bloomed  with  its  otmer  awhile ; 

And  the  tear  that  is  wiped  with  alit^  addreaw, 
May  be  feUowed  perhaps  by  a  smile. 


THE  DOVES. 


^ 


REASONiNG^at  eveiy  step  he  treads, 

Man  yet  niistakes  his  way^ 
While  meaner  things,  whom  instinct  leads, 

Are  rarely  known  tostray. 

One  rilent  eve  I  wandered  late, 

And  heard  the  voice  of  love ; 
The  turtle  thus  addreared  her  maJ(e, 

And  flootiied  the  listening  dove : 

Our  mutual  bond  of.Bsth  and  troth 

No  time  shall  disengage, 
Those  blMringa  of  our  ^i^  youth 

Shall'cheer  our  latest  age : 

While  innooenoe  without  disguise, 

And  constancy  ancere, 
Shan  'fill  the'drcle  of  ih9s6  ^es, 

Andnnne  can  read  them  thcve 

Those  ilk  that  wait  on  aJD  bekiw, 

Shall  ne'er  be  felt  by  me, 
Or  gendy  felt,  and  only  so,    ' 

As  being  shared  with  thee. 

When  lightnings  flash  among  the  trees, 

Or  lutes  are  hovering  near, 
1  fear  lest  thee  akme  they  seoe. 

And  know  no  odier  fear. 

'Tis  then  I  fW  mys«f  a  vrife,    - 

And  press  thy  wedded  side. 
Resolved  a  union  ibnned  ^r  hfe, 

Death  never  shall  divide^ 
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But  oh!  if  fickle  and  unchttSte, 
(Forgive  a  transient  thought) 

Thou  eouldflt  heoome  un]und  at  lait, 
And  Mom  thy  pieeent  lot 

No  need  of  lightrangs  fipom  en  high, 

Or  kites  with  cruel  beak; 
Denied  the  endearments  of  thine  eye, 

This  widowed  heart  Would  break. 

Thus  sang  theeweet  sequestered  bird, 

Soft  as  the  passing  wind; 
And  I  recoided  what  I  heard, 

A  lenoQ  lor  mankind. 


A  COMPARISON. 

Thc  lapse  of  thne  and  rhen  is  the  same, 
Both  speed  their  journey  with  a  witless  i 
The  sUent  paoe,  with  wliieh  they  steal  awaj. 
No  wealth  can  bribe,  no  pmyers  peisaade  to  ■tej'; 
Alike  inevociihle  both  when  past, 
And  a  wide  ocean  swalbws  both  at  last 
Though  each  resemble  each  in  etery  pait, 
\  diflbrenoe  strikes  at  length  the  muong  heart , 
I  'Stieams  never  flow  in  vain  where  streams  abound, 
\  Howlaughs  the  land  with  various  plenty  crowned! 
But  time,  that  should  enrich  the  noUnrmind, 
Neglected  leaves  a  dreaiy  waste  behind. 


A  FABLE. 


A  RAYEN,  while  with  gkwsy  breast 

Her  new-U^  eggs  she  fondly  pnssed,    • 

And  on  her  wickerWork  high  mounted. 

Her  chickens  prematurely  counted. 

(A  iatdt  philosophers  might  blame.  ( 

If  quite  exempted  ftom  the  same,) 

Enjoyed  at  ease  the  genial  day ;  / 

'Twas  April,  as  the  bumpkins  say. 

The  legislature  called  it  May.  > 

But  suddenly  a  wind  as  high 

As  ever  swept  a  winter  sky, 

Shook  the  young  leaves  about  her  ears, 

And  filled  her  vrith  athoutand  fears. 

Lest  the  rude  blast  should  snap  the  bough, 

And  spread  her  golden  hopes  betow. 

But  just  at  eve  the  bb^^ring  weather 

And  all  her  fears  were  hushed  together; 

And  now,  quoth  poor  unthinking  Ralph, 

'Tis  over  and  the  brood  is  safe ; 

(For  Taven^,  though  as  birds  of  omen 

They  teach  both  conjurers  igid  old  women. 

To  tell  us  what  is  to  befall. 

Can't  prophesy  themselves  at  alL) 

The  morning  came,  when  neighbour  Hodge, 

Who  bug  had  marked  her  airy  lodge, 

A^d  destined,  all  the  treasure  there 

A  gift  to  bis  expecting  &ir, 

Climbed  like  a  squirrel  to  his  dray, 

And  bore  the  worthless  prize  away. 

MORAL. 

'Tis  Providence  alone  secures 
In  every  change  both  mme  and  yours : 
Safety  consists  nqt  in  escape 
From  dangers  of  a  frightfiil  shape ; 
An  eaithquake  may  be  bid  to  spare 
The  man,  that's  strangled  by  a  hair. 
Fate  steals  along  with  silent  tread, 
Fouiid  oftenest  in  what  least  we  dread ; 
*  Frowns  in  the  storm  with  imgry  hrow. 
But  in  the  sunshinejrtiikes  the  blow. 


ANOTHER. 

ADDRES8BD   TO  A  TOUNO  LADT. 

SwscT  Stream,  that  winds  through  yonder  gkde. 
Apt  emblem  of  a  virtuous  maid^- 
Sitent  and  chaste  she  steals  along, 
Far  firom  the  world's  gay  busy  throng ; 
With  gentle  yet  prevailUig  force, 
Intent  upon  her  destined  4»\irBe ; 
Graceful  and  useful  all  she  does. 
Blessing  and  blest  where'er  she  goes; 
Pure  bosomed  as  that  waiery  glass, 
'  ^And  heaven  reflected  iu  her  flMae. 


THE  POET'S  NEW-YEAR'S  GIFT. 

TO  MRS.  (now  lady)  THBOCKMORTOM. 

Maria  1 1  have  every  gsod 
For  thee  wished  many  a  time, 

Both  sad  and  in  a  cheerful  mood. 
But  never  yet  in  rhyme. 

To  wish  thee  foirer  is  no  need, 
More  prudent  or  more  ^nightly, 
.    Or  more  ingenious,  or  more  freed 
From  temper-flaws  unagbtly. 

What  fttvour  then  not  yet  possessed, 

Can  I  for  thee  require. 
In  wedded  love  already  blest, 

To  thy  whole  heart's  desire  % 

None  her^  is  happy  but  in  part; 

Full  bliss  ii  bliss  divine; 
There  dwells  some  -mah.  in  every  heart, 

And  doubtless  one  in  thine. 

That  wish,  on  some  fair  fhture  day, 
Which  Fate  shall  bri|^tly  gild,* 

CTiB  bUmeless,  be  it  what  it  mayi> 
I  wish  it  aU  fulfilled. 
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ODE  TO  APOLLO. 

01f  AK  JNK-OLASS  i^MpST  1>RIED  IN  TBS  SON. 

Pats^  of  all  those  hickkiB  braijig, 
That,  to  the  wrang  eide  leaning, 

Inffite  much  metrd  ^rith  imiBh  pahia, 
And  little  o^no  i 


Ah  why,  rinoe  OfDeam,  iiTen,  altieuxm, 
Thai  water  all  the  natumi^ 

P*y  tribute  to  thy  gloiioiif  beama, 
In< 


Why,  atooping  fiom  H^e  noon  of  day, 

Top  oovet6u8  of  diink, 
Apollo,  hart  Ibott  stolen  away    .     - 

A  poet'a  drop  of  ink') 

Vphome  into  the  viewleaa  dr 

It  floi^  a  vapour  now, 
ImpeDed  through  r^giona  denae  and  ran, 

By  all^tlia  winds  that  blow. 

Oidained  perhaps  en  summer  ffies^     .  . 

Combined  with  milKnns  more^ 
Ijo  fimn  an  Iris  in  the  phies,  . 

Though  black  and  Ibul  befon. 


I  drop!  and  happy  then 
Beyond  the  happiest  lot, 
Of  all  that  ever 'past  my  pen. 
So  soon  to  be  foigot ! 


Phmbus,  if  such  be  thy  design, 
•  TophuxitinthybdVr, 
Give  wit,  that  what  is  left  may 
With  equal  grace  bekrw.    . 


PAIRING  TIME.  ANTICIPATED. 

A  riBLB. 

I  SHALL  not  ask  Jean  Jacques  Rosseau,* 
11  laidli  coofabolate  or  no; 
'Tis  dear,  that  they  were  always  aUe 
To  hold  diflooune,  a;t  least  in  &Ue; 
And  e'en  the  child,  that  knows  no  better 
Than  to  interpret  by  the  letter 
A  sloiy  of  a  cock  and  bull. 
Must  have  a  most  uncommon  scnlL 

It  chanced  then  on  a  winter's  day. 
But  warm,  and  bright,  and  calm  as  May, 
The  birds,  conceiving  a  deagn 
To  faestall  sweet  St  Valentine, 


*  b  was  one  of  the  wtiioflleal  spectthtkioi  flf  thii  piiiliM»> 
pher,  thet  an  Ablee  wMeh  ascribe  repn  and  speech  to  anfanah 
ilioald  be  whbheld  ftom  chndrei^  ae  beli^  0QI7  Tahiete  of 
deeeptkia    But  what  child  traaererdeceiTed  by  them,  or  can 


In  many  an  orchard,,  copse,  and  grove, 

Assembled  on'  afiain  of  Unns, 

And  with  much  twitter  sad  much  chatter,. 

Began  to  agitate  die  matter. 

At  length  a  Bulfinch,  who  ooidd  boast 

Mora  years  and  wisdom  than  tiie  most, 

Entreated,  opening  wide  his  bed^ 

A  moment^s  liberty  to  speak; 

And,  oJence  publicly  enjoined. 

Delivered  biiefly  thua  his  mind: 

My  fiiendi!  be  cautious  how  ye  treat 
The  subject  upon  which  we  meet: 
I  fear  we  shaH  have  winter  yet. 

A  Finch,  whose  tongue  knew  no  control. 
With  golden  wing,  and  satin  pol], 
A  last  year^  bird,  who  ne'er  had  tried  - 
What  marriage  means,  thus  pert  replied: 

Methinks  the  gentleman,  quo&  she, 
Oppodte  in  the  apple-tvee, 
By  his  good  will  would  keep  us  single 
Till  yonder  heaven  and  earth  shall  mingle, 
Or  (which  is  likelier  to  befell) 
TiD  death  exterminate^  us  all. 
m  many  without  more  ado, 
My  dear  Dick  Redcap,  what  say  yml 

Dick  heard,  and  tweedling,  ogling,  bridling 
Turning  ^hort  round,  strutting  and  sideling, 
Attest^,  glad,,  his  approbation 
Of  an  imrnediBte  oonjugatian. 
Thar  senthnenta,  so  weJI  ezpreased, 
Influenced  mightily  the  rest; 
All  paired,  and  epdh  pair  built  a  nest 

But  though  the  birds  were  thus  in  haste, 
The  leaves  came  on  noi  quite  80  fest, 
And  Destiny,  that  sometimes  bears 
An  aspect  stem  on  man's  affiiirs. 
Not  attogether  smDed^on  thetrs. 
The  wii^  of  late  breathed  gently  forth, 
Now  ahified  east,  andeast  by  nor& ; 
Bare  trees  and  shrubs  but  ill,  you  know, 
Ccold  sbeiter  them  ftom  rain,  or  stiow; 
Stepping  into  their  iiestB,  they  paddled, 
Themselves  were  chilled,  thor  eggs  were 
Soon  every  fetber  bird  and  mother 
Grew  quarrelsome  and  peeked  eatbh  other, 
Parted  without  the  least  regret, 
Except  that  they  had  ever  met. 
And  learned  in  fiitur&to  be  wiser, 
Than  to  neglect  a  good  adviser. 

MORAL. 

MisMsl  the  tale  that  I  sdate 
This  lesson  seems  to  cany^ 

Choose  not  alone  a  pnyper  mitte, 
But  proper  time  to  many. 
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THE  DOG  AND  THE  W^LTEIULILy. 

KO  FiBLfi. 

The  noon  was  diady,  And  soft  iin 
V^       Swept  Onse's  olent  tide, 

When, 'ecaped  from  litenurycfoes, 
I  wandered  on  his  rfde. 

My  spaniel,  pMttkst  of  liis  raos, 

And  high  in  pedigree, 
(Two  nymphs*  adomed  with  eveiy  graee 

That  spaniel  found  for  me.) 

Now  wantoned  lofl^.  in  flagfe  and  reeds^ 

Now  starting  imp  aght, 
Pursued  the  swallows  o'er  the  meads 

With  scarce  a  slower  flight. 

It  was  the  time  when  Ouse  displayed 

His  lilies  newly  blown ; 
Their  beauties  I  intent  surveyed, 

And  one  I  wished  my  own. 

With  cane  extended  fiur  I  pm^ 

Tosteer  it  close  taland; 
But  still  the  piiae,  though  aeaily  caught, 

Escaped  my  eager  hani 

Btau  marked  my  unsuoceaif  4  l^uzis 

With  fixed  considerate  face, 
And  puzzling  set  his  pappy  brains 

To  oompnhend  the  case. 

But  with  a  eherup  dear  and  4rong, 

Dispening  an  his  dream, 
I  thence  withdrew,  and  followed  long 

The  wmdingB  of  the  sbeaoi. 

My  ramble  ended,.!  returned; 

BecHi,  trotting  &r  befere, 
The  floating  wreath  again  disoemed, 

And  plunging  leftlhe  shore. 

I  saw  him  with  thatliy  dopped 

Imparifflit  swim  to  meet 
My  quick  tsp^nsm^tky  and  aoon  he  dsaified 

The  treasure  alhsiy  ftet. 

Charmed  with  the  sight,  the  worid,  I  (aied, 

Shall  hear  of  this  thy  deed : 
My  dog  shall  mortify  the  pjnde 

Of  man's  superior  breed 

But  chief  myself  I  win  enjoin, 

Awake  at  duty's  call, 
To  show  a  bve  as  pipiapt  as  thine 

To  Him  who  gives  me  all. 


'flb  SniMrt  Guanlog^adiiighttai 


THE  POET,  THE  OYSTER,  AJH)  SBN- 
SITIVE  PLANT. 


An  Oyker,  cast  upon  the  i 
Was  beard,  though  never  heaid  beftNS, 
Qomplaining  in  a  spoeeh  well  vMnlod— 
And  worthy  thus  to  be  recorded: — 

Ah,  hapless  wretch,  condemned  to  dwsi 
For  ever  in  my  native  didl ;     / 
Oidained  to  move  when  othen  pleli*^ 
N6t  for  my  own  content  or  ease;    • 
But  tossed  and  buffeted  about, , 
Now  in  the  water  and  now  aii4, 
'Twere  better  to  be  bom  aatone, 
Of  ruder  4iape,  and  feeling  nono, 
Than  vrith  a  tenderness  like  mine, 
And  sensibilities  so  finel 
I  envy  that  unfteling  shrub, 
FastrioQted  against  ev^  rub. 

The  plant  he  meant,  gsew  not  fiur  ofl^ 
And  felt  the  sneer  with  soom  enough ; 
Was  hurt,  disgusted,  meitified. 
And  with  asperity  repUed. 

When,  cry  the  botanists,  and  stare, 
I^  plants  cidled  sensitive  grow  there  1 
No  matter  when— «  poet's  nrase  is 
To  make  them  grow  just  where  she  chooses. 

Ton  shapeless  nothing  ia  a  diihi 
You  that  are  but  almost  afish, 
I  scorn  your  coarse  insmuation, 
And  have  most  plentifel  oecasion 
To  wish  myself  the  Dook  I  vieiTi  < 
Or  soeh  another  dolt  as  ypu: 
For  many  a  grave  and  learned  derk, 
And  many  a  gay  unlettered  spark, 
With  curious  toudi  examines  me, 
If  I  can  feel  as  well  as  ha; 
And  when  I  bend,  retire  and  shrink, 
.  Says^ Well,  tis  oiraa  than  one  would  thinkr 
Thus  life  is  spent  (oh  fie  upon  Ht) 
In  being  touched,  and  crying— Don^tl 

A  poet,  in  his  evening  walk, 
O'erheard  and  checked  this  idle  talk. 
And  your  fine  sense,  he  said,  and  yonrs^ 
Whatever  evil  it  endures, 
Deserves  not,  if  so  soon  ofiended, 
Much  to  be  pitied  or  commended. 
Disputes,  though  short,  are  &r  too  long, 
Where  both  atike  are  in  the  wrong; 
Your  feelings  in  their  full  amount, 
Are  all  upon  your  own  account 

You,  in  your  grotto-work  enclosed, 
Complain  of  bong  thus  exposed; 
Yet  nothhig  feel  in  that  rough  coat. 
Save  when  the  knife  is  at  your  throat, 
Wherever  driven  by  wind  or  tide, 
Exiempt  firom  every  ill  beside. 
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And  as  ftr^ou,  n^  lii^  f 

If  all  tbe  platiti,  tiiat  can  iM  fcopd 

Should  droop  and  wither  where  they  giow^ 
Toa  would  not  fed  atsAl^-^m)t  yon. 
The  ndblest  minds  IfadriiirtaB  fV0ve 
By  pity,  aympathy^  and  lore: 
ThflM,  these  ^re  fedfaigs  truly  ftae, 
And  prove  their  owner  hidf  wvine. 

Bis  censure  reachedthem  tts  he  diialt  it, 
And  each  hy  shrinking  showedhe  lelt  it. 


/ 


THE  SHRtTBBfiRY. 
wRiYTBN  iKi  tim  OP  AiTLiof  am. 


Oh,  happy  I 

Frisndity  to  peaiDB,  hoi  iMt  to  Bit! 
How  iU  the  scene  thttt  sfian  fest,- 

And  heart  that  can  net  rest,  agr^l 


This  gUtfsy  stnani,  that  i 

Those  aUen  ^nivedng  to  the  hfesonsy 
Might  soothe  a  eo2il  less  halt  than  nne, 

And  please,  if  any  thing  coold  please^ 

But  fixed  nnalteiable  Care 

Foregoes  not  what  she  Ms  within, 
Shows  the  same  sadness  dveiy  where, 

And  slightB  the  season  ai^d  the  soene. 

For  all  that  pleased  in.wooder  lawn. 
While  Peace  possessed  theaa  nlent  howen, 

Her  animntiTig  smiie  witbdnwn, 
Has  lost  its  beauties  and  its  powers 

TI16  saint  e«  menfist  sfacnld  ttead 
This  moss-grown  alley  musing,  slow; 

They  seek  film  me  the  secret  shade. 
But  not  ISbs  me  to  nourish  wo! 

Bfo  finitiul  scenes  and  prospects  waste 

Afike  admonish  not  to  roam; ' 
These  tell  me  of  enjoyments  past, 

And  those  of  sonows  yet  to  come; 


THE  WTNTEB  NOSEGAY. 

What  Nature,  alas!  has  denied 

To  the  ddicato  growth  of  our  iste. 
Art  has  iu  a  measure  supplied, 

And  winter  b  decked  ^idth  a  smile. 
See,  Mary,  what  beauties  I  bring  ^ 

From  Uie  shelter  of  that  sunny  shed,        ' 
Wheiethe  fiovers  lune  thediarmsof  the  spimgt 

Thoqgh  abroad  thsy  ars  fisoBen  and  dead. 


'Tis  a  bower  of  Amsfiim  cMWts, 

Where  Fk>ra  ii  slill  m  her  prinse^ 
A  fortress  to  whidi  she  ntmste 

From  the  gruet  asMlills  cf  tJie  siima. 
While  Earth  wears  a  maBtlB  of  snow, 

These  pinks  ass  as  frssh  and  asfay 
As  the  fitirest  and  swMtast  that  blow . 

On  the  bea«Cifiil.besQm  of  May. 

See  how  thflj  have  safely  survived 

The  firowns  of  a  sky  so  severe; 
Such  Mary's  true  love,  that  has  lived 

Through  jdiuxs  a  turbulent  year. 
The  charms  of  the  late  blowing  moo 

Seemed  gnused  with  a  livelier  hue. 
And  the  winter  of  sorrow  best  ihpws 

The  tnitkof  a  fiiend  su^  as  ybu. 


Mutual  FoaBSAEANOB 

NBCSSSART  TO  TBE  BUPPlUfiBS  jOP  THS  M4*!1»?«fff 
STATS.        ^ 

The  hidy  tfans  addressed  (rt  spoive: 
What  a  there  dmgeon  is  this  hooaei 
By  no  means  huge  enoi^:  and  was  it, 
Yet  this  dull  room,  and  that  dark  c^w^ 
Those  hangings  with  their  worn  out  graces, 
Long  beards,  long  noses,  and  pale  faces. 
Are  such  an  antiquated  scene, 
They  overw^ehn  me  with  the  sfdeen.' 

Sir  Humphrey,  ihoodng  in  the  dark, 
Makes  answer  qujte  beside  the  mark: 
No  doubt»  my  d^,  I  hade  him  come, 
Engaged  mysdf 'to  be  at  homo. 
And  shall  efpect  Um  at  the  door 
FrecisiBly  When  the  dock  strikes  fear. 

You  are  so  deai^  the  lady  cried, 
(And  raised  her  Yoise,  and  fiowwdhoddi,) 
You  are  so  sadly  deiif,  ttf  dear. 
What  shall  I  do  to  make  yea  hear  1 

Dismiss  poor  Haay  1  herBplies; 
Some  people  ana  mora  aieathaii  wfsat 
For  one  sBght  trespaM  ril  fiuB  frfirl 
What  if  he  did  lida  whip  and  qNor, 
'Twas  bttka  aife— your  favottito  hotte 
Win  never  look  one  hair  the .  wane. 

Well,  I  protest  tis  past  all  bearings 
Child!  I  am  rather  hard  of  hearing-^ 
Yes,  truly ;  one  must  scream  and  bawl : 
I  ten  you,  you  can't  hear  at  afl ! 
Then,  with  a  voice  etceeding  low, 
No  matter  if  you  hear  orna 

Ahks!  and  is  domestic  strife, 
That  sorest  iU  of  human  life, 
A  pkgue  so  hide  to  be  Aarsd, 
As  to  be  wantonly  inoufied, 
To  gratify  a  festftil  pasrion, 
On  every  trivial  pmfoeation  > 
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The  kindest  and  the  happfiit  ^ 
17^  find  oocaeion  to  loilieax: 
And  wmethiiy,  entj  day  thdy  Ute^ 
To  pitj,  and  peiliapa  foigiiw. 
But  if  infinniliea,  thai  fall 
In  oommni  to  the  lot  of  all, 
A  Uemid^or  a  aenw  inqiaind,, 
Are  ciixnes  ao  little  to  he  apazed, 
Then 'foreweU  all  that  mtutcieato  ^ 
ThacGQilbtt^ofthe  wedded  state;    . 
Inftead  of  hannony,  'tie  jar,    ' 
And  tonralt,  and  intestine  war. 

The  love  that  cheenBfe'a  latest  stage, 
Proof  against  sicknesB  and  old  age, 
Preserved  by  viitne  from  dedension, 
Becomes  not  wea^  of  attention; 
But  fives,  when  that  exterior  grace, 
Which  fint  inspired  the  flame,  decays. 
'TIS  gentle,  delicate,  and  kind, 
To  faults  oompaawmate  or  blind, 
And  will  with  sympathy  endure 
Those  evils  it  would  gladly  cure: 
But  angiy,  co«ie,  and  harsh  expressioo, 
Shows  love  to  be  a  menpipfeBHon; 
Proves  t&at  the  heart  ii  none  of  has 
Or  soon  expeb  him  if  it  is. 


THE  ^CCEGEO'S  COMPLAmT. 

FoROSD  Aom  home  and  all  Us  plevsoiw, 

Afiie's  coast  I  left  forlorn ; 
To  increase  a  straQger's  tieasores. 

O'er  the  raging  billows  home. 
Men  from  England  bouj^  and  sdd  me, 

Paid  my  price  in  paltry  gold ; 
But,  though  slave  they  have  enroQed  me 

Minds  axe  never  to  be  sold. 

ScOl  in  thought  as  free  as  «very 

What  are  Enghmd's  rights,  laak, 
Me  from  my  de%hts  to  sever, . 

Me  to  tartare,  me  to  task  1 ' 
Fleecy  locks  and  black  fiomphmon 

Con  not  forfeit  Nature's  claim; 
iflins  may  difier,  but  aflectipn 

Dwells  in  vi^iito  and  black  the 


Why  did  all  creating  Nature 

Make  the  plant  for  which  we  toill 
Sighs  must  fim  it,  tears  mnst  water, 

Sweat  of  onn  must  dress  the  soil. 
Thmk,  ye  masters,  iron-hearted, 

Ldling  at  your  jovial  boards ; 
Think  how  many  backs  have  smarted 

Kor  (he  sweets  your  cane  affinds. 


Is  there,  as  ye  sometimes  tell  ua, 
Is  there  one  who  mgns  on  highl 

Has  he  bid  you  buy  and  sell  us. 
Speaking  from tia throne  the  skyi 


Ask  hSm,  if  your  knotted  scomges, 
MatdMs,  blood^ertotting  screws, 

Aie  the  means  that  duty  wges 
Agents  of  hie  will  to  use  1 

Hazkl  he  answers  jwild  twnadoes, 

Strewing  yonder  sea  with  wrpcks; 
Wasting  towns,  plmtatims,  meadowi, 

Are  the  voice  vfith  which  he  qpeaks. 
He,  foreseeing  what  vexations 

Afric's  sonsshoukl  undergo^ 
Fixed  their  tyrant's  habitations 

Where  his  whiilwinds  ansvrer— no 

By  our  Uood  in  Afiic  wasted, 

Ere  our  necks  received  the  chain ; 
By  the  miseries  that  we  tasted, 

Crossing  in  your  bariu  fhe  main; 
By  our  suflfenng  since  ye  brought  ,us 

To  the  man-dflgnding  mart; 
All,  sustained  by  polienoe,  taught  us 

Only  by  a  broken  heart : 

Deem  our  nation  brutes  no  longer, 

Tffl  soBM  season  ye  shall  find 
Worthier  of  regrird^  and  stroiiger 

Than  the  colour  of  our  kind, 
^ves  of  gold,  whose  sordid  4s«ling» 

Tarnish  all  your  boasted  powers. 
Prove  that  you  have  human  feelingly 

Ere  you  proudly  qoestian  ours! 


PITY  FOR  POOR  AFRICANS 

( VlAw  ndioca  pnlwiniy 
DeMtknsDqaor.^^ 

I  OWN  I  am  shocked  at  the  purchase  of  sUvm^ 
And  fear  those  vriio  bay  them  and  sell  tbsm  srs 

knaves; 
What  I  hear  of  tfaeb  hardships,  their  tertuns^  and 

groans,       . 
Is  almost  enough  to  draw  pity  finMi  stones. 

I  pity  them  greatly,  but  I  must  be  nram, 
For  how  could  we  do  without  sugar  and  nm? 
Especially  sugar,  so  needfhl  we  see  1 
What,  give  up  our  desserts,  our  ooflee,  and  teat 

Besides,  if  we  do,  the  Frmch,  Dutch,  and  Dane^ 
Win  heartily  thank  us,  no  drabt,  for  our  pains; 
If  we  do  not  buy  the  poor  creatures,  they  wiU, 
And  tortures  and  groans  will  he  mnltqdied  stilL 

If  fofeigners  likewise  would  give  up  the  trade. 
Much  more  In  behalf  of  yoor  wish  might  be  said; 
But,  while  they  get  riches  by  purchasing  bfacksi 
Pray  tell  me  why  we  may  not  also  go  ifeiacksl 

Your  scruples  and  arguments  bimg  to  my  minil 
A  stoiy^  pat,  you  may  think  it  is  ooinsd, 
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On  jpmpoieto  aivwar  yoa,  ont  of  my  mint; 
Butl  eanlMNiiB  yoii'I  saw  it  in  piint 

A  yovDfftat  at  icliool,  moze  ledate  than  the  mt, 
Had  once  hia  integritj' put  to  the  te<A; 
Hie  oomzades  had  plotted  an  orchard  to  fob, 
And  aiked  him  to  go  and  aaaut  in  the  job. 

He  wae  ihoekfid,  or,  like  yon,  ai^  anflwend— *  Oh 

no!    ^      ,  '         - 

What!  nb  oar  good  neig;hboiir!  I  pray  yea  dent 

SeridoiL  the  man's  poor;  his  orehj^rd's  hgrtmaid, 
Tl«  tirink  of  hi.  childr».  for  ibey  ikfi^-b.  fed.' 

'  Yon  epeak  T«iy  iSne,  and  ytn  look  «eiy  grave^  . 
Bat  apptes  we  want,.and  apples  we!ll  ham*. 
If  yoQ  will  go  Diith  as,  yoa  shall  h«^e  ashare, 
If  not,  yea  shaU  hare  neither  apple  nor  pear.' 

They  spoke,  and  Tokn  pondeied— '  I  aeethey^viU 

ge: 
Poor  man!  what  a  jnty  to  injore  him  so! 
Poor  manl  I  wooldrsave  himhis  finiit  if  I  codld, 
But  staying  behind  woqjd  do  him  no  good. 

'  If  the  matter  depended  akne  upon  me, 

Hte  ^»pks  might  hang,  till  they  dropped  from  ^ 

treoy 
But,  since  they  wHl  take  them,  I  think  IH  go  tpo, 
He  will  loee  none  by  me,  though  I  get  a  few.' 

His  8cni{)]es  thus  silenced,  Tom  &lt  mom  at  ease, 
And  went;  with  his  ooknrades  the  apples  to  seise] 
He  blamed  and  protested,  bat  joined  in  the  plan; 
He  shared  in  the  pfamdet,  bol  pitied  the  man. 


THE  MORNING  DREAM. 

'TWAS  fai  the  glad  season  of  spring, 

Asleep  at  the  dawn  of  the  day, 
I  dreamed  what  I  cannot  but  sing, 

So  pleasant  it  seemed  as  I  lay. 
I  dveuned,  that,  on  ocean  afloat, 

Far  hence  fo  the  westward  I  sailed, 
While  the  billows  high-lifted  the  boat, 

And  the  fresh-Uowing  breeae  nefer  fidled. 

In  the  steerage  a  woman  I  saw, 

Soeh  at  least  was  the  ibnn  that  she 
Whose  beanty  impiessed  me  with  %we, 

Ne'er  taught  ine  by  woman  befiue. 
She  sat,  and  asfaield  at  her  side 

Shed  light,  like  a  sun  on  the  waves 
And,  smiling  divinely,  she  cried— ^ 

<I  go  to  make  fieemen  of  slaves.' 

Then  nosing  her  voice  to  a  strain 
The  sweetest  that  ear  ever  heard, 

She  sung  of  the  slave's  broken  chain, 
Wherever  her  gkny  appeared. 

Ml 


'Some  doode  which  hid  over  OS  hang, 
Fled,  chased  by  her  melody  dear,' 

And  methought  iHiile  she  liberty  sungf 
Twas  fiberty  only  to  hear. 

Thus  swiftly  dividbg  the  flood. 

To  a  dave-eahnred  i^and  we  came,  • 
Whore  a  demon,'  her  enemy,  stood— 

OppfosBon  hiJB  terrible  name.  \ 
In  hb  hand,  as  the  sign  of  hia  sway, 

A  scourge  hung  wtth  ladies  he  bore, 
•And  stood  looking  out  for  his  prey 

Fiom  Afiioa'e  sonowfU  shore. 

But  soon  as  approaching  the  land 

That  goddess-like  woman  he  viewed, 
The  scouige  he  tet  fidl  firom  his  hand. 

With  the  blood  of  his  suljects  unbroed. 
I  saw  him  both  skjun  and  die, 

And  the  moinent  the  monster  expired, 
Heard  diouts  that  ascended  the  sky. 

From  thousands  with  rapture  inspired; 

Awakhig  how  oobld  I  but  muse 

At  what  such  a  dream  diould  btftidel 
But  soon  my  ear  caught  the  glad  news, 

Which  sereed  my  weak  thought  for  e  gnlde— 
That'^Britannia,  renovrnedo'er  the  waves 

For  the  hatred  die  ever  has  shown, 
To  the  black-sceptwed  rulers  of  daves, 

Resdves  to  have  none  of  her  ovm. 


THE 


'".^>.>>Z< 


NiaHTINGALE  AND  GLOW-WORM. 

A  MiOHtiMOALB,tfaat  all  day  long 
Had  cheered  the  village  with  a  song, 
Nor  yet  at  eve  his  note  suspeoded, 
Nor  yet  when  evenHdevras  ended, 
Began  to  foal,  as  wdl  he  might, 
The  keen  demands  of  appetite; 
When,  looking  eagedy  around, 
He  spied  faz  off,  upo9  the  ground, 
A  fomf^b^i'g  fhyffi'ng  in  the  dark, 
And  knew  the  glow-worm  by  his  qpaik; 
So,  stboping  downrlicom  hawthorn  top. 
He  thooght  to  put  him  in  his  crop. 
The  worm,  aware  of  hii  intent, 
^^l^«gnfl«^  hin  thus,  right  eloquent : 
Did  you  admire  my  lamp,  quoth  he, 


As  much  as  I  to  spoil  your  song; 
For  twas  the  sdfinme  power  divine  | 
Taught  you  to  dng,  and  me  to  shine^ 
That  yoa  with  mode,  I  vnth  light, 
Might  beautify  and  cheer  the  idght 
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Thei 

And  wu^liiV  <mt  U9  tfiMMMB^ 

Rekuedi  hiiDi  M  ay  0l4ffy  tcjlit 

And  found  a  wyyfifawawrbwe  eli»l     • 

Hence  juring  sectaries  may  learn 
Their  real  intenH  t^  diseiA ; 
That  twthefshoidd  nefc  wtt  wiih  Witinr. 
Alitf^iy8iyy"aeioigeacl>  ether: 
gqt  nng  and  shiae  ty  f^wct  cifiwiti 
Till  life'epeer  tnnsieniBai^t  is  ^pnt, 
Reqieelwg  in  each  olWe  esse 
The  gifts  of  natwie  and  of  gi!a0e* 

TlM)eeOhrigaanaU«tdeeeyf0>iieBMtt>, 
WteTtafflooBiy  make  peace  thd>  aim; . 
Fnce,  both  the  dtt  j  and  the  pms 
Of  himUMi  oeeye  and  him  tJM.  flies. 


ON  A  GOLDPmCH, 

■T1RTE9  TO  DSATH  IK  HS  OAOB. 

TiMB  was  when  I  was  fine  as  air, 
The  thistle's  d»«nj  seed  my  &», 

My  d|rlnk  the  morning  deW; 
i  perefajsd  ttwiU  on  eveiy  qway, 
1^  foim  genteel,  my  ptumage  mF, 

My  sttains  forfver  new. 

But  gandy  plnmage,  spdghtly  strain, 
And  form  genteel,  were  all  in  vain, 

And  of  a  transient  date ; 
£*or  caught,  and  caged,  and  starved  to  deaths 
In  dying  sighs  my  little  breath 

Soon  passed  the  wiry  grate. 

Thsi^  gentle  ewsin,  for  aU  my  woes^ 
And  thanks  for  this  eflbctual  dose 

Andes*  of  mety  ill.; 
Man  cmelty  eovU  none  expRif ; 
And  1^  if  yoi»  had  shown  me  leas, 

Ha*  been  yow  prfsonev  alii. 


THE  PINE-APPLE  AND  BEE. 

Thb  pineapples,  in  triple  raw, 
Wew  baskhig  hot,  and  all  in  hbw; 
A  bee  of  moet  diseeming  taste, 
Pefoehed' the  fragrance  as  he  pamed, 
On  eager  wing  the  spoiler  came, 
And  seoiehed  for  crannies  in  the  flame, 
Urged  his  attempt  on  erery  rfde-. 
To  every  pane  Ms  trunk  appBed; 
But  sliD  in  vahi,  the  frame  was  tight, 
Ami  only  perdous  to  te  light; 
Thus  hvriAg  waeted  half  the  day. 
He  trimmed  his  flight  another  way. 

Methmks,  I  said,  in  thee  I  find 
The  sin  and  nwhiess  of  mankind. 


To'joys  foAsUm  van  I 

Consomea  his  soul  wiHi  fain  ^mam\ 

Folly  the  spring  cxf  his  pursuit, 

And  disappointment  all  thefir^St, 

While  Cynddo  ogles,  as  fllie  paans, 

The  nyniph  between  two-disriot  giasisq, 

She.is  the  pinMippie,  and  hn 

The  silly  unaoDceasfQl  bee. 

The  maJd,  who  yvm%  with  pensive  air 

The  show-glaflB  fran^with  glittimngwnaP^ 

Sees  watches,  braoeletB,  zings,  and  lo^ceta* 

But  sighs  at  thought  of  em^  pocke^^ 

Like  thine,  her  appelile  is  keen, 

But  ah,  the  cruel  glass  between  I 

Ov  dear  delights  are  eAen.  iMokr 
Exposed  to  view,  hot  not  to  towh; 
Tka  flght  our  feeiidk'hiajt  Infliinnst 
Wo  ki^  for  poia^apptBs  In-fraaM^ 
With  hopelesB  vnsh  one  looks  and  lingexa . 
One  breaks  the  glass  and  euts  his  fingen 
But  they  whom  truth  aikd  wisdom  lead, 
Can  gather  honey  from  a  weed. 


HORACE.    BOOK  a  ODE  X 

Receiyb,  dear  friend,  the  truths  I  tea<di» 
So  ahdt  thou  live  beyond  the  vsMh 

Of  advene  Fortune's  power; 
Not  always  tempt  the  distant  deep, 
N^  alvraye  timoionsly  creep 

AlHig  Ae  tnacherooe  sfaDve. 

His  that  hoUs  fost  the  geUan  moan^ 
And  lives  contentedly  between 

The  little  and  the  great, 
Feels  not  the  wants  that  pinch  the  poor, 
Nor  plagues  that  haunt  the  rich  man's  door 

Imbittering  all  Ins  state. 

The  tallest  pines  foel  moti  the  power 
Of  winter  blasts;  the  klUeet  tower 

Comes  heaviest  to  the  ground; 
The  bolts,  that  spare  the  monmtab'a  sU^ 
Hii  douid-capt  eminence  divide, 

Andapieadthe  ruin  round. 

The  weU-mformed  pfailowpher' 
Rejoices  with  a  wholeeome  foar. 

And  hopes,  in  spite  of  pain; 
If  Winter  beDow  from  the  north, 
Soon  the  sweet  Spring  cbmeedandng  forth. 

And  Nature  Uugha  again. 

What  if  thine  heaven  be  overcast, 
The  dark  appearance  vrill  not  last; 

Expect  a  brighter  sky. 
The  Gk)d  that  strings  the  sHver  bow, 
Awakes  sometimes  the  muses  too. 

And  lays  his  arrows  by. 
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Ii  nfawUiOBi  oMtnict  tfaj  warfi  * 

And  let  thy  ttr^igth  be  §een; 
B«I01  ifftf€ittftiHltl9>8ail 
WHi  dMae  tbtt  A  ptopitioiu  guls, 

Tdto  bftff  tfly  cmmuM  id. 


REFLECTIOK  ON  THS  FORfitfOINQ  ODS.     , 

Ano'M  tiiift  aDT    Can^Reaoon  do  do  nme^ 
Than  liU  me  fihwlhe  aM|>^  anddiead  thB  ahfllifcT 
Sweet  moralut !  afloat  on  tUe's  rough  aea, 
TkB  ClnMait  hm,hn  art  mknoWn  to  thee. ' 
He  Mie  nt  parlsgr  wilbniunudy  lean; 
Where  doly  bid%  fas  oohfidently  eteen, 
Faoei  s  tiMOMOid  ditegcm  at  her  caU,  . 
And.  tnifting  in  hieGFod.  surmounts  them  aU. 


THE  IJ!IiT  and  THE  ROSE. 

Tbb  Byn|Ai  miMt  kto6'her  femsfe  fiien^ 

If  more  admired  than  she— 
Bbtwlwb  ^rffl  fierce  oontentioii  eod, 

If  flowen  ean  disagree  t 

Within  the  gaiden's  peaceful  scene 

Appeared  two  lovely  fi)es 
l^mjitmg  to  the  rank  of  queeil 

The  Lily  and  the  Rose. 

The  Rose  soon  xedotoed  into  i^kgOi 

And,  swelHii^with  disdain, 
Appealsd  to  many  a  poef  s  page' 

To pTOTe her  right torelgn. 

Thalily's  heigfat  heepehe  command^ 

A  fair  imperial  flowWi 
She  seemed  designed  for  Plera's  hand^ 

The  sceptre  of  her  power. 

This  civil  bidoBiiag  and  debate 
The  goddess  cfaaooed  to  hear, 

And  flew  to  save,  eve  yet  too  late, 
The  pride  of  the  paxUrre. 

Yoois  is,  she  said,  the  nobler  hoe^ 
And  yours  the  statelier  mien; 

And,  till  a  third  surpasses  you, 
XiOt  each  be  deemed  a  queen. 

Thus,  awChed  and  reconciled,  each  seeks 

The  iairest  British  fidr: 
The  seat  of  empire  is  her  cheeks, 

They  leign  united  there. 


IDEM  LATINE  REDDITUM. 

Hku  xnvT^"^'^^  y Mi*^**  parit  amula  ftvma, 
Ctuam  raio  pulchrv  polohra  plaeere  potest 


Sed  fines  uUa  soliloe  diaoordk  tendit, 
Cum  ilnM  ipoos  bjfis  et  ira  movent: 

Hortps  nU  dsloes  pmbet  taoitosiiue  reosssus, 
Qp  rapit  in  partes  gens  animosa  duas; 

Hie  sibiv^galisAmaiyini  Candida  cultua,  * 
Illic  p«i]^iieo  vindipat  ore  Rosa. 


tra  Rosam  etusritie  qpB^t^  anperibia  tangont^ 

Mukaqne  ferveoti  viz  oohibenda  sinu^ 
Dum  sibiifiiutoram  det  uadiqoe  nomina  vattua^ 
-  Jusque  snnm,  muho  oanmoe  fulta,  probat. 


Attbr  tmlcat  lOa,  etcelso  vertiee  nutat, 

Ceu  flo^  inter  hon  hafaitura  paiem, 
Faidditque  afioe,  et  nata  videtur  ht.usus 

imperil,  soeplrum,  Fbra  quod  ipsa  gerat 

Nee  Dea  non  senat  dvilis  murmura  rixa, 
Cui  cur»  est  pictas  pamdere  ruiis  opes, 

Dehciaaque  suas  nunquam  jion  prompta  tueii, 
Dum  hcet  et  locus  est,  ul  tueatur,  a^est 

Et  tibi  forma  datur  procerior  omnibus,  inqnit ; 

Et  tibi,  principibus  qui  solet  esse,  cobr ; 
Et  donee  vlncat  quedam  formosior  ambas, 

Et  tibi  regin«  nomen,  etesto  til£ 

His  ubi  sedatos  fhror  est,  petit  utraque  nymphan^   i 
Clualem  inter  Veneies  Anglia  sola  parit ; 

Hancpenes  imperium  est,  nihil  optant  amplius, 
,  hujus 
R€l^;nant  in  nitidis,  et  maa  lite,  genis. 


THE  POPLAR  FIELD. 

Tbs  popiare  are  foiled,  Auw^vreU  to  the  ahade^ 
And  the  wfaiipering  sound  of  (ke  oool  ookmiade; 
The  winds  play  no  hmger  and  siqg  m  the  Isases, 
Nor  Ooso  on  hfa-basem  their  hnage  ncehea. 

Twelve  yean  have  elapisd,  aiaca  I  hst  took  a 


Ofnqr  fovoorite.  field,  and  the  hank  where  they 

gwwj 

ibnd  now  in  the  grass  behold  they  are  laid. 
And  the  tree  is  my  eqput,  that  once  lent  me  a 


The  Uackbnd  has  fled  to  another  retreat, 
Where  the  hazels  afford  him  a  screen  fi«n  the 

heat; 
And  the  sesne.  whffw  his  mekxiy  charmed-  me  be- 

.  fore, 
Resounds  with  his  sweet-flowing  ditty  no  more 

My  fugitive  yean  are  afl  hasting  away, 
And  I  must  ere  bng  lie  as  towly  as  they, 
With  a  turf  onmybroast,  andastone  at  my  head, 
Ere  another  such  grove  ahail  ansa  in  its  stead* 
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Tib  a  sight  to  engnga  me,  if  any  thing  can^ 
To  muse  on  the  pesiahing  pieanures  of  man : 
Tfamifgfa  his' life  be  a  dream,  bis  enjoyments,  I  see, 
Elave  a  being  lest  diwable  even  than  he.* 


'     idem:  LATINE  REDDITUM; 

PopVLA  oeddet  gmtiwdma  copia  hJvb, 
Conticneie  susuni,  omniaiiiie  evannit  mnbra. 
Nnlie  jam  levibns  se  misoent  firondihas  «an», 
Et  nulla  in  fluiio  Tamoramlndit  imago.^ 

Heimihil  bis  senos  dam  Inctn  torqneor  annoi^ 
His  oogor  silvis  suetoqne  carreie  xecessu, 
Com  sen)  lediisns,  stratasqne  in  gramine  cemens, 
Insedi  azboribos,  sab  qaeis  eirare  solebam. 

Ah  abi  none  merole  cantos  1  Feliciorillam 
Siha  te^t,  dure  nondam  permiasa  bipenm ; 
Scilicet  exiistos  colles  camposqoe  patentes 
Odit,  et  indignans  et  non  reditnras  abivit 

Sed  qoi  saccisas  doleo  sooddar  et  ipscv 
Et  prius  hoic  parilis  quiim  creyerit  altera  sQra 
Flebor,  et,  exquiis  parvia  donatos,  habebo 
Defixam  Upidum  tumulique  cubantiB  aoervom. 

Tam  sabito  peiiiaBe  videns  tam  digna  maneie, 
*  Agnosco  homanas  aortes  et  triatia  fata — 
Sit  Udt  ipse  brevis,  volucrique  simillimus  ombra, 
Est  homini  brerior  citiuaque  obitahi  Tolaptaa^ 


VOTUM. 


O  MATUTiNi  lores  aorsBque  salubres, 

O  nemora,  et  I»t»  livis  felidbns  herbs, 

Graminei  coUes,  et  amoeno  in  TalUbus  umbis! 

Fata  modd  dederiut  qoas  olim  in  rave  psterao 

Delieias,  pvocol  aite,  fi>nmdine  novi 

Ciuam  vellem  ignotoi^  quod  mens  mea  senqwr 

avebat, 
Ante  laxem  propiiom  pladdam  'eiscpeotaie  seneo- 

tam, 
Tom  demtkm,  ezactis  non  infelidterannis, 
Soztiii  tacitam  liq[Hdem,  aat  sub  oespite  ocmdit 


TRANSLATION  OP 

PRIOR^S  CHLOE  AND  EUPHELIA. 

Mercator,  vigiles  oculos  ut  failere  possit, 
Nomine  sab  ficto  trans  mars  mittit  opes; 


*  Mr.  Cowper  afterwards  altered  thia  last  stanza  In  the  Ibl- 
io«ring  manner: 

Hie  change  both  my  heart  and  my  &ncy  empk^ 
I  BBllect  on  the  frailty  of  man  and  his  joys ; 
BhorUlved  aa  we  are^  yet  our  ideasuna  we  aee^ 
Bar*  a  atittahorter  dale,  and  die  sooner  ten  we. 


Ijen6  sonat  Iiqaidaniqa«  meb  Eiqibdia  diaidii^ 
Sed  solam  exoptant  te^  mea  Tota,  Chloe. 

Ad  speoolum  omabat  nitidoe  Enphalia  Grines, 
Cum  dixit  mea  lux,  Heos,  cane,  some  lynm, 

Nam^ue  lyram  juxta  posiiam  com  eaimine  vidii| 
Suave  quidem  eaimen  dukisoaamque  lyram. 

Fila  lyns  vooemque  paio  sospiiia  sorgont, . 

Et  miscent  nomezis  muzmura  moBsta  men, 
Dumque  torn  memora  landes,  Eophslia  femue. 

Tola  anima  interia.pendet  ah  ove  Chloea. 

Subrobet  ill^  pudoie,  et  oontrahit  altera  ftonteDi, 
Me  torquet  mea  mens  conscia^  psa]ks'tnoM>; 

Atque  Cupidinea  dixit  Dea  dncta  oorana, 
Heot  fidkndi  artem  quam  didioqie  param. 


'   THE  DtTBBTlNG 

HISTORY  OP  JOHN  GILPIN. 
flbmrlng  bow  ba  w«oi  Arthar  (ban  he  litffli^Mt  aal  ( 


JoBN  Gilpin  was  a  citiaen 

Of  crodit  and  renown, 
A  train-band  captain  eke  was  he 

Of  fianous  London  town 

J<^  Gilpin's  spouse  said  to  her  dear, 
Though  wedded  we  have  been 

These  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 
No  holiday  have  seen. 

To-morrow  is  our  wedding  day, 

And  we  will  then  repair 
Unto  the  Bell  at  Edmonton 

All  in  a  chaise  and  pair. 

My  sister,  and  my  sister's  child, 
Myself,  and  children  three. 

Will  fill  the  chaise;  so  yoa  murt  nde 
OnhoTBebark  after  we. 

He  soon  replied,  I  do  admire 

Of  womankind  but  one. 
And  you  are  she,  my  dearest  dear, 

Tfaereibre  it  shall  be  done. 

I  am  a  linen-draper  bold. 
As  all  the  world  doth  know. 

And  my  good  friend  the  calender 
Will  lend  his  horse  to  go^ 

Gluoth  Mrs.  Gilpin,  That'a  well  said; 

And  ibr  that  wine  is  dear. 
We  will  be  furniahed  with  our  owii, 

Which  is  both  brjght  and  deer. 
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Jchn  Gilpin  luMed  his  ^ving  wife; 

(yerjojed  was  he  to  find, 
That,,  though  <na^ pleMiiie.ihe  was  bent, 

She  had  a  frugal  Blind. 

The  morning  came,  the  chain  was  hnmght, 

But  yet  was  not  allowed 
To  drive  up  tb  the  dsbr,  lest  all 

Should  say  that  she  was  pioud. 

So  three  doon  u^the  chuse  was  sCkyed, 

Where  they  ^d  all  get  in; 
Six  precious  souls,  and  all  agog 

To  dash  through  thick  and  thin. 

Smack  w«eht  the  whip,  round  went  the  wheels^ 

Were  e^er  folks  so  glad. 
The  stones  did  Tattle  underneath, 

As  if  Cheapslde  were  mad. 

John  Gfflpbi  at  his  horse's  ode 

Sdzed  fast  the  flowing  mane, 
And  up  he  got  in  haste  to  ride, 

But  soon  came  down  again: 

For  saddle-tree  scarce  reached  had  fae,\ 
Hisjoumey  to  begin,  \ 

When,  turning  round  his  head,  he  iaw  | 
Three  customers  copie  in. 

So  down  he  came;  for  loss  of  time, 

Although  it  grieved  him  sore; 
Yet  Umb  of  pence,  full  well  he  knew, 

Would  troubb  him  much  more. 

/ 

Twas  kmg  before  the  eustomere 

Were  suited  to  their  mind. 
When  Betty  screaming  came  down  ataiis, 

*'  The  wme  is  left  behindl" 

Good  lack!  quoth  he— yet  bring  it  me, 

My  leathern  belt  likewise. 
In  which  I  bear  my  trusty  sword, 

When  I  do  ezerciso. 


Now  mistress  Gilpm  (careAi)  sod !) 

Had  two  stone  bottles  found, 
To  hold  the  liquor  that  she  loved, 

And  keep  it  safe  and  sound. 

Each  bottle  had  a  curling  ear, 
Through  which  the  belt  he  drew, 

And  hung  a  bottle  on  each  ode, 
To  make  his  balance  true. 

Then  over  all,  that  be  might  be 

Equipped  from  top  to  toe, 
His  long  fed  cloak,  well  brushed  and  neat 

He  manfully  did  throw. 

Now  see  hun  mounted  once  again 
Upon  his  nimble  steed, 

MS 


Full  sbwly  pacing  o'er  the  stoo^a, 
With  caption  and  good  heed. 

But  finding  soon  a  smoother  road 

Beneath  his  weU-shod  feet. 
The  snorting  beast  began  to  tiot, 

Wl^  gaUed  him  inhis  eeat. 

So,  fair  and  softly,  John  he  cried, 

But  John  he  ci^  in  vain; 
That  trot  became  a  gallop  soon, 

In  spite  of  curb  or  rein. 

So  stooping  down,  as  needs  he  must, 

Who  can  not  at  i^prigh^ 
He  grasped  the  mane  with  both  his  hands 

And  eke  with  all  his  might. 

His  hone,  who  never  in  Qiat  sort 

Etad  handled  been  bel^, 
What  thing  upon  his  hack/ had  got, 
>  Did  wonder  more  and  mon. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  nought, 

Away  went  hat  and  wig; 
He  little-dreamt,  when  he  sat  out. 

Of  runnii^p  such  a  rig. 

The  wind  did  blow,  the  ckiak  did  fly, 
LiJLe  streamen  long  and  gay, 

TDl  loop  and  button  failing  botii. 
At  last  it' flew  away. 

Then  might  all  people  well  diKem 

The  botUes  he  had  shmg; 
A  bottle  swinging  at  each  side. 

As  hath  been  said  or  song. 

The  dogs  did  bark,  the  children  screamed. 

Up  flew  the  windows  all; 
And  every  soul  cried  out.  Well  donei 

As  k>ud  as  he  could  bawL 

Away  went  Gilpln—who  but  he  1 
His  femd  soon  spread  around. 

He  carries  weight!  he  rides  a  race! 
'Tis  for  a  thousand*  pound ! 

And  still,  as  fast  as  he  drew  near, 

'Twas  wonderfbl  to  view, 
How  in  a  trice  the  turnpike  men 

Their  gates  wide  open  threw. 

And  now,  as  he  went  bowing  down 

Htf  reeking  head  fbll  low, 
The  bottles  twai^  behind  his  back 

Where  shattered  at  a  blow. 

Down  ran  the  wine  into  the  road, 

Most  piteous  to  be  seen, 
Which  made  his  horse's  flanks  to  smrke 

As  they  had  basted  been. 
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fiiit  still  he  sMoied  to  carry  wn^ht, 
WiUi  leathern  giidle  braced;   • 

For  all  might  aee  the  bottles'  necks 
Still  dangling  at  his  ^vfaist 

Thus  all  through  meny  IdingtDn 
These  gambols  he  did  piny, 

Until  he  came  into  the  Wash 
Of  Edmonton  so  gay; 

And  there  he  threw  the  wash  about 

On  both  sides  of  the  way, 
Just  like  unto  a  trundling  mop, 

Or  a  wild  goose  at  play. 

At  Edmonton  his  bving  wife 

Fiom  the  balcony  spied 
Her  tender  husband,  wondeiixig  much 

To  see  how  he  did  ride/ 

Stop,  stop,  John  Gilpin  !^-Heie's-the 

They  ail  aloud  did  cry; 
The  dinner  waits  and  we  am  tired; 

Said  Gilpin— So  am  1 1 

But  yet  bis  horse  wa*  not  a  whit 

IncHned  to  tarry  there; 
For  why  1 — ^his  owner  had  a  houn 

Fun  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware. 

So  like  an  arrow  swift  he  flow, 

Shot  by  an  archer  strong; 
So  did  he  fly— which  brings  me  to 

The  middle  of  my  song.    . 

Away  went  Gilpin  out  of  fareaih,  * 

And  sore  against  his  will, 
Till  at  his  friend  tlib  calender's 

His  horse  at  last  stood  still. 

The  calender,  amazed  to  see 
His  neighbour  m  such  trim, 

Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate, 
And  thus  accosted  him: 


What  newsl  what  nefwst  your  tidings  tell; 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall — 
Say  why  bareheaded  you  aie  come, 

Or  why  you  come  at  alll 

Now  Gilpin  had  a  pleasant  wit, 

And  loved  a  timely  joke; 
And  thus  unto  the  -calender 

In  merry  guise  he  spoke: 

I  came  because  your  horse  would  come; 

And,  if  I  well  fiirebode, 
My  hat  and  wig  will  soon  be  here. 

They  are  upon  the  road. 

The  calender  right  glad  to  find 

H»  friend  in  meny  pin, 
Aeturned  him  not  a  single  word, 

Bnt  to  the  house  went  in ; 


Whence  stttfgfat  he  came  with  hal  and  ifif; 

A  wig  that  flowed  behind, 
A  hat  not  nmeh  the  wone  for  wetf  , 

Each  comaly  in  its  kind« 

He  hflU  thrittvp^  and  in  his  tvm 

That  showed  hu  ready  wit, 
My  head  b  twloe  as  big  as  yowi^ 

They  ^leMfim  needs  mut  flL 

But  let  me.8crape  the  dirt  away. 

That  hangs  upon  your  face; 
And  stop  and  eat,  for  well  you  may 

Be  in  a  hungry  case. 

Said  John,  it  is  nqr  wedding-day, 

And  all  the  world  would  staie» 
If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 

And  I  should  dine  at  Wars. 

.So  turning  to  his  hone  he  said, 

I  am  in  haste  to  dine ; 
'Twas  fer  your  pleasure  yoiu  came  heMu 

You  shall  go  back  fer  mine. 

Ah  luckless  speech,  and  bootiess  boaet- 
*  For  ^^lich  he  paid  flill  dear; 
For,  while  he  spoke,  a  braying  ass 
Did  sing  most  bud  and  dear ; 

Whereat  his  horse  did  snort,  as  he 

Had  heard  a  lion  roar, 
And  galloped  off  with  all  his  might, 
As  he  had  done  hefixe. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  Gilpin's  hat  and  wig : 
He  kiat  them  sooner  than  at  first. 

For  whyl^-they  wen  too  big. 


Now  mistress  Gilpin,  when  she  saw 

Her  husband  posting  down 
Into  the  country  far  away. 

She  pulled  out  half  a  crown; 

And  thus  unto  the  youth  she  said, 

That  drove  them  to  theBeQ, 
This  shall  be  yours,  when  you  faring  bai^ 

My  husband  safe  and  welL 

The  youth  did  ride  and  soon  did  meet 

John  coming  back  amain ; 
Whom  in  a  trice  he  tried  to  stop, 
By  catching  at  his  rem; 

But  not  performing  what  he  meant, 

And  gladly  would  have  done, 
The  frighted  steed  he  frighted  nxne, 

And  made  him  fester  run. 


Away  went  Gflpin,  ^  away 
Went  postboy  at  his  heels, 

The  postboy's  horse  right  glad  to 
The  lumbering  of  the  wheela. 
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Six  gentlflmea-  Qpbn  ^b^  nNiA, 
ThoB  saeing  BQpta  flf ,  > 

With  poatbo^MPBipa^  in  te  Mtf, 
Thiey  raised  the'lMM^  and  erfi^ 


StoptUtflitaptliM^I^^ 
Kotoiieflfthenwis.]iiiite^    - 

And  an  and  flank  thift  pmiMd  thtt  w«f 
Did  join  m  tlie  fgMBfe. 

And  nov  the  tQmjnke  gaiaf  again 
Flew  open  ulaheirt  space;  . 

The  toU-men  thinking  as  before, 
That  Gilpin  rode  a  race. 

And  so  he  £d,  and  won  it  too, 

For  he  got^nt  to  town; 
Nor  stopped  till  where  he  had  got  up 

He  did  again  get  down. 

Now  let  us  sing,  long  live  the  king, 

And  Giipin,  long  Hwt  he; 
And,  when  he  next  doth  lids  ahioad, 

Maj  1  be  then  to  eee! 


AN  EPISTLE 

TO  AW 
AFFLICl^  PBOTEflnTANT  UDV  IN  FBiDf  OK 


jThese  flowmg  fiom  the  fimnt  of  grace  ahore, 
.  Tine  Imaliied  turn  Hpv  of  ete^udng  l«ve. 
'The  flinty  soil  indeed  their  feet  annoys; 
^Chill  bhurtis  of  tnmbl^  nip  their  spni^ging  joys ; 
'  An  ennooe  wiorid  will  inlBipose  its  firown. 
To  mar  delights  supenor  to  its  own; 
And  many  a  pang,  eaqperiencedetiU  within, 
Remmds  them  of  their  hated  inmate,  Sin: 
Bat  ills  of  every  shape  and  every  name, 
TransfiaoMd  to.taieadngB^  nasithslr  cniel  jom; 
And  every  monnBt^s  «afan  that  tDothes  the  breast, 
Is  given  in-ttaflfeeit  of  eternal'icst. 

Ah,  be  not  sad.  altfaoi^h  thy  fet  be  cast ' 
Far  fipom  the  flock,  and  in  a  boundless  waste  I 
No  shephenTi  tents  within  thy  view  appear, 
But  the  chief  Shepherd^  even  there  is  near ;   . 
^hy  tender  sorrows  and  thy  plaintive  stram 
Ftowin  a  fixeign  land,  but  not  in  vain; 
Thy  t^ars  all  issue  from  a  aouite  divine, 
And  every  drop  bespeaks  a  Saviour  thine — 
So  once  in  GideoA*s  fleece  the  dews  were  found, 
And  droughtnn'all  the  drooping  herbs  around. 


A  sTBxKOEft'a  poipoM  ID  tHeis  lays 
Is  to  congratulate  and  not  to  pnise. 
To  give  thecnstve  the  Craatoi^  doe 
Were  sin  in  me,  and  an  offence  to  yen. 
Pn»n  s^an  to  man,  or  e'en  to  weman  paid, 
Praise  is  the  medium  of  a  knavish  tmds, 
A  coin  by  cratft  for  folly's  use  designed, 
Spufiotts,  and  only  conent  with  the  btind. 
The  path  ai  sorrow  and  that  path  alohe. 
Leads  to  the  hm^  where  sorxDW  is  unknown; 
No  traveller  »ver  reached  that  blest  abode, 
Who  found  not  thorns  and  briers  m  his  road, 
The  woild  may  dance  along  the  floweiy  phin, 
ClwerBd  as  they  go  by  many  a  sprightly  strain, 
Where  Nature  has  her  moa^  velvet  spreadi 
With  unshod  feci  they  yetseeiifely  tread. 
Admonished,  scorn  the  caution  and  the  finend, 
Bent  an  on  pleaamre,  headless  of  its  end. 
But  he,  who  knew  what  homanheaita  wodd  pravc, 
How  dow  to  learn  the  dntatea  of  his  kuve, 
That,  hard  by  nature  and  of  stubborn  will, 
A  fife  of  ease  would  make  them  haider  stBi, 
In  pity  to  the  souli  his  graee  designed 
To  rescue  from  the  ruins  of  mankind, 
Called  for  a  cloud  io  dai^n  all  their  yean, 
And  said,  ''Go,  spend  them  ui  te  vale  of  tean." 
Obdmy  gales  of  souKreviving  air  I 
0  silatary  streams  that  nmrmur  there ! 


TOTBJS 

REV.  W.  CAWTHORNE  UNWIN. 

TJnwin,  I  should  but  ill  repay 

The  kindness  of  a  friend, 
Whose  worth  deserves  as  warm  a  lay, 

Ae  ever  friendship  penned. 
Thy  name  omitted  in  a  page. 
That  vrould  reclaim  a  vicious  age. 

A  union  formed,  as  mine  with  thee, 

Not  rashly,  nor  in  sport. 
May  be  as  fervent  in  degree^ 

And  foithful  m  iU  sort, 
And  may  asiicfa  in  oomfoit  prove 
Aa  that  of  true  fratovnal  kive^   . 

The  bud  inserted  m  the  rind, 

The  bud  of  peach  or  rose. 
Adorns,  though  differing  in  its  kind, 

The  stock  whereon  it  grows. 
With  flower  as  sweet,  or  fruit  as  fair 
Aa  if  .produced  by  nature  there. 

Not  rich,  I  vender  what  I  may, 

I  seiaBB  thy  name  in  haste, 
And  phtte  it  uk  this  fint  essay. 

Lest  this  should  prove  the  bst 
'Tb  where  it  should  be— in  a  plan. 
That  holds  m  view  the  good  d  man. 

The  poet's  lyre,  to  fix  his  feme. 

Should  be  the  poet's  heait; 
Affection  lights  a  brighter  flame 

Than  ever  blazed  by  art. 
No  muses  on  these  linea  attend, 
I  sink  the  poet  in  the  ftiend. 
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TO  THE  RETIBRENP  MR.  NEWTON. 
An  InrttatloQ  U^  t^  Coqniit- 

Tri  swaHowi  in  their  torpid  itate  ^ 

Compose  tbeir  Ufeless  ^nng, 
And  bees  in  IdTes  as  idl j  wait 

The  call  of  eaily  Spiing. 

TI^  keensat  fiiMt  that  Unds  the  stiMBi, 

The  inUert  wind  thai  blowa, 
An  neither  felt  nor  feared  by  than, 

8ecarB  of  their  lepose. 
» 
But  man,  all  ieding  and  awake, 

The  gloomy  scene  surveys; 
With  present  ills  his  heart  must  ache, 

And  pant  ibr  brighter  days.' 

Old  Winter,  halting  o'er  the  mead, 

Bids  me  and  Maiy  mourn: 
But  lovely  Spring  iwepa  o*er  his  head. 

And  whispers  your  return. 


Then  April,  With  her  sister  Biay, 
ShaU  chase  him  firom  the  bowers, 

And  weave  fresh  garlands  every  day, 
Ta  crown  the  smiling  hours. 

And  if  a  tear,  that  speaks  regret 
Of  happier  times,  appear, 

A  glimpse  of  joy,  that  we  have  met, 
Shall  shine  and  diy  the  tear. 


CATHARINA. 

TO  MISS  STAPLETON,  (NOW  MK^  COURTMAT.) 

She  came^-ehe  is  gone— we  have  me^-<- 

And  meet  perhaps  never  again; ' 
The  sun  of  that  moment  is  set, 

And  seems  to  have  risen  in  vain. 
Catharina  has  fled  like  a  dream — 

(So  vanishes  pleasure,  alas !) 
But  has  left  a  regret  and  esteem. 

That  win  not  so  suddenly  pass. 

The  last  evening  ramble  we  made, 

Catharina,  Maria,  and  I, 
Our  pw^rcss  was  oftien  delayed 

By  the  nightingale  warbling  niglL 
We  paused  under  many  a  tree, 

And  much  she  was  charmed  with  a  tone 
Lcfls  sweet  to  Maria  and  me. 

Who  so  lately  had  witnessed  her  own.  > 

My  numbers  that  day  she  had  sung. 
And  gave  them  a  grace  so  divine. 

As  only  her  musiGal  tongue 
Could  infuse  into  numbers  of  mine. 


ThelongwIheaid,l4 

The  wotk  of  my  frncy  the  man, 
And  e'en  to  mysev  never  seemed . 

So  tuneful  a.  poet  befine, 


Though  tile  pfeaimw  of  Landoa 

In  number  the  days  of  the  year, 
Catharina,  ^  nothing  in^ede, 

Would  feel  herself  happier  hen; 
For  the  doae-wbven  arches  of  limes 

On  the  banks  of  our  river,  r  know, 
An  svneter  to  her  many  times 

Than  aught  thai  the  city  can  show. 

So  it  is,  when  the  mindls  endued 

With  a  well-judging  taste  firom  ab^ve; 
Then,  whether  embellished  ox  rude, 

'Tis  natun  alone  that  we  love. 
The  achievements  of  ait  may  amuse. 

May  even  our  wonder  ezdte, 
But  groves,  hills,  and  Talleys,  difibse 

A  lasting,  a  sacred  delight 

Since  then  in  the  rural  reoeos 
'  Catharina  alone  can  rejoice. 
May  it  still  be  he^  k)t  to  poasess 

The  scene  of  h^  sensible  choicel 
To  inhabit  a  mansion  remote 

From  the  clatter  of  streei-padng  steeda, 
And  by  Philomel's  annual  note 
.  To  meaauntiM  life  that  flhekadiL 

With  her  book,  andher  voaoe,  and  her  lyie^ 

To  wing  aD  her  mnmento  at  home; 
And  with  scenes  thai  new-raptun  inspire^ 

Aa  oft  as  it  suits  her  to  roam; 
She  will  have  just  the  life  she  pnftn, 

WiUi  little  to  hope  or  to  fear. 
And  oun  would  be  pleasant  aa  hers, 

Might  we  view  bat  enjoying  it  here.. 


THE  MORALIZER  CORRECTED 


A  HSBMiT,  (or  if  'chanM  yoo  hold 
Thai  titie  now  too  trite  and  old). 
A  man,  once  young,  who  lived  retired, 
Aa  hermit  oould  have  well  deaired; 
His  houn  of  study  do«Bd  at  laat, 
And  finished  his  concise  repast, 
Stoppled  his  cruise,  nplaoed  his  book 
Within  its  enstomary  nook, 
And,  staff  in  hand,  set  fiirtii  to  shara 
The  sober  cordial  of  svroet  air, 
Like  Isaac,  with  a  mind  applied 
To  serious  thought  at  evening  tide. 
Autumnal  rains  had  made  it  chill, 
And  fixun  the  trees,  that  finnged  his  hill 
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ShflukB  Planting  at  tli«  doM  of  day 

GbiQed  mare  hk  ebe  dei]ghtlU|.,wi^.  * 

Djptant  a  little  mile  he  iimd 

A  WMbbn  bank'a  iliU  aimny  «ide, 

And  light  toiraid  tbe  fryoiUBd  plaoa 

Piooeeding  whh  hia  mmbleat  pace, 

In  hope  to  baafc  a  lijtflayet, 

Jvi*  leacbed  it  wh^ntae  ran  wii  set 

Your  hemiit,  young  and  jovial  ainl 
Learns  something  from  whate'er  oociii»^ 
And  hence,  he  said,  my  mind  oomptites 
The  real  worth  of  man's  puisuitr.. 
His  object  chosen,  wealth  or  fame, 
Or  other  saUunaiy  game^ 
Tmagination  to  his- view  , 
Presents  it  decked  with  eveiy  hue 
That  can  seduce  him  not  to  spare 
Hb  powers  of  "best  exertion  there, 
But  youth,  health,  vigour  to  exprad 
On  so  desirable  an  end.^ 
Ere  long  approach  life's  evening  shades, 
The  glow  that  &ncy  gave  it  fades; 
And,  eazoed,  too  late,  it  wants  the  grace 
That  fiist  engaged  him  in  the  chase. 

True,  answered  an  angelic  guide, 
Attendant  at  the  senior's  side- 
But  whether  all  the  time  it  cost, 
Toutfge  the  fruitless  chase  be  lost, 
Must  be  decided  by  the  worth 
Of  that,  whkh  called  his  ardour  forth. 
Trifles  pursued,  whate'er  th'  event. 
Must  canse  him  shame  or  discontent; 
A  vicious  object  stiH  is  wone, 
SuooeaBftd  there  he  *wins  a  curse; 
But  he,  who  e'enin  life's  last  stage 
Endeavours  laudable  engrage. 
Is  paid  at  least  in  paaee  of  mind, 
And  sense  of  having  weU  designed; 
And  if,  ere  he  attain  his  end. 
His  sun  pwripitate  descend, 
A  brif^ter  prise  than  that  he  meant 
Shall  reoompease  his  mere  intent 
No  virtuous  wish  can  bear  a  date- 
Either  too  eariy  or  too  late. 


THE  FAITHFUL  BIRD. 

Tbb  greenhouse  is  my  summer  seat; 
My  durubs  displaced  from  that  retreat 

Enjojed  the  open  air ; 
Two  goldfinches,  whose  sprightfy  song 
Had  been  their  mutual  solace  long. 

Lived  happy  prisoners  there. 

They  sang,  as  blithe  as  finches  sing, 
That  flutter  loose  on  golden  wing. 
And  frofic  where  they  list ; 


StnngOBto  fibertsr,  tif  true. 
But  thai  delight  they  never  knew, 
^^nd  therefeve  never  i 


But  nature  wcrin  in  eveiy  breast, 
.  With  foitce  not  easily  suppressed; 

And  Dickfelt  some  desires. 
That  affcer  ipany  an  etfort  vain. 
Instructed  him  at  length  io'gain 

A  pasif  between  Mb' wires. 

The  op^  windows  seemed  f  invite 
The  freeman  to  aferewell  flight; 

But  Tom  wall  still  confined ; 
And  Dick,  although  his  vray  wasqlear^ 
Was  npch  too  generpus  and  sincere, 

Te  leave  his  friend  behind. 

So  settling  on  his  cage,  by  play, 
And  chiip,  and  kiss,  he  seemed  to  say 

You  must  not  live  alone-^ 
Nor  would  he  qmt  ihat  chosen  stand 
TiH  1;  with  sbw  and  cautious  hand, 

Returned  him  to  his  owtL 

O  ye,  who  never  taste  the  joys 
Of  Friendship,  satisfied  with  noise, 

Fandango,  ball,  and  rout ! 
Blush,  when  I  tell  you  how  a  bird, 
A  prison  with  afir^nd  prefened 

To  liberty  without 


THE  NEEDf^SS  ALARM. 

A  TALI. 

Tbebu  isa  field  thnugh  which  I  often  pass. 
Thick  overspread  ^h  moss  and  silky  grass. 
Adjoining  close'  to  Kilvriek's  edhoing  wood, 
Where  oft  the  bitch-fox  hides  her  hapless  brood, 
Reserved  toscdace  many  a  neighbouring  squire. 
That  he  may  fellow  them  through  brake  and  brier, 
Contusion  hazarding  of  neck  or  IrpuiB. 
Which  rural  gentlemen  call  sport  divme. 
A  narrow  bnxdc,  by  rushy  banks  concealed, 
Runs  in  abottom,  and  divides  the  field ; 
Oaksintenpene  it,  that  had  once  a  head. 
But  now  wear  treats  of  oven-wood  instead ; 
And  where  the  land  slopes  to  its  watery  bourn. 
Wide  yawtis  a  gulf  beside  a  ragged  thorn ; 
Bricks  line  the  sides,  but  shivered  long  ago 
And  horrid  brambles  intertwine  betow ; 
A  hoUow  scooped,  I  judge,  in  andent  time. 
For  baking  earth,  or  burning  rock  to  lime. 

Not  yet  the  hawthorn  bore  her  berries  red. 
With  which  thefieldfere,  wmtry  guest,.is  fed ; 
Nor  autumn  yet  had  brushed  from  every  spray 
With  her  chill  hand,  the  mellow  leaves  away; 
But  com  was  housed,  and  beans  were  in  the  stack. 
Now  therefore  issued  forth  the  spotted  paok, 
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With  tails  higli  monMl,  mm  hog  }0m,  and 

throats, 
With  a  whol6  gannlfilad  «f  bsamdlr  nolef^ 
For  which,  alas !  my  destiny  severe, 
Though  ears  she  ga:Te  me  two,  gave  me  bo  ear. 

The  son,  aooomplishing  his  eaily  umuk^ 
His  lamp  now  planted  on  Heaven's  topmast  isch, 
When,  exercise  and  air  my  only  aim, 
And  heedless  whithe^,  to  that  field  Icame, 
Ere  yet  with  ruthless  joy  the  tiappy  hound 
Told  hill  and  dale  that  Reynard's  tsack  WIS  finmd, 
Or  with  the  h^h-nised  horn's  mahdiom  ola^g 
AA  Killwick*  and  all  Dii^SMaciy^  niy. 

/  Sheep  gnaed  the  field:  some  with  soft  bosom 

pressed 
The  herb  as  soft,  wbfle  nibbling fltnyed  tfao  rest; 
Nor  noise  was  heard  but  of  the  hasty  brook, 
Struggling,  detained  in  many  a  petty  nook.. 
All  seemed  so  peaceful,  that,  fin^m  them  conveyed. 
To  me  their  peace  by  kind  contagion  spread. 
But  when  the  huntsman  with  distOided  cheek, 
'Gran  make  his  instrument  of  music  speak, 
And  from  within  the  wood  that  crash  was  heard. 
Though  not  a  hound  6om  whpmlt  boiatappetjed) 
The  sheep  recumbent,  and  the  sheep  that gmed; 
All  huddling  into  phalanx,  stood  and^paed, 
Admiring,  terrified,  the  noivel  stnin, 
Then  coursed  the  GiM  axoond,  and  oounsd  it 

round  again ; 
But,  recollecting,  with  a  sodden  thought. 
That  flight  in  dides  urged  advanced  thsm  noiight,^ 
They  gathered  dose  rouod  the  old  pit's  brink, 
A)^  thought  again— ^but  knew  not  what  to  think. 

The  man  to  solitude  sccustonied  long, 
Perceives  in  eveiy  thing  that  lives  a  tongue; 
Not  animals  abne,  but  shrubs  and  trees 
Have  speech  for  him,  and.  underrtdod  with  ease  \ 
After  long  drought,  when  rains  abundant  &I1, 
He  hears  the  herbs  and  flowers  rejoicing  all; 
Knows  what  the  freshness  of  their  hue  impUes, 
How  glad  they  catch  the  largess  of  tl^e  skies; 
But,  1^  prQciaion  nicer  still,  the  mind 
He  scans  of  every  locomotive  kind ; 
Birds  of  all  feather,  beasts  of  every  name, 
That  serve  man^uid,  or  shun  them,  wild  or  tame; 
7he  knks  and  gestures  of  their  griefii  and  fears 
Have  all  aiticulation  in  his  can; 
JHc  spells  them  true  by  intuition's  light. 
And  needs  no  glossary  to  set  him  right. 

This  truth  pnmisBd  Vfas  needftil  aAA  text, 
To  win  doe  credence  to  what  follows  next. 

Awhile  they  mused^  eurveyitig  evsiy  iao^ 
Thou  hadst  supposed  them  of  supeiior  nee ; 
Their  periwigs  of  wool,  and  tears  combined, 
Stamped  on  each  oounlenanfie  such  marks  o£  mind. 
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That  Sage  they  seemed,  ••  Uwyen  o'sr  a,  dodtt, 
Which,  puBlii^  kmg,  at  last  they  ponle  out; 
Or  academic  tutors,  tesrhjngjeuths, 
Sun  ne'er  to  want  then,  nMthematifi  tivtfaa; 
When  thus  a  muttos,  statdier  than  the  rest, 
A  ram,  the  ewes  and  wethsn  sitfl  addrsssbd^ 

Friendsl  we  have  lived  too  long.  I  Bffferheaid 
Sounds  such  as  tiwn^  eo.woithy  to  be  feaied. 
Could  I  believe,  that  winds  fait  ages  p^ 
In  earth's  dark  i^romb  ha^e  found  at  last  a  vent 
And  firom  ^heir  piisoihhouse  below  uise, 
With  all  these  hideous  bowlings  to  the  skies, 
I  coukl  be  much  composed,  nor  should  appeal^    / 
For  such  a  cause,  to  feel  the  stightest  fear.    ^ 
Yourselves  have  seen,  what  time  the  thundenrbOed, 
All  night,  me  resting  quiet  in  the  fi>Id. 
Or  heard  we  that  treniendous  bray  alone, 
I  coukl  expound  the  melancholy  tone; 
'Should  deem  It  by  our  old  companion  made,        j 
T1)0  mfii  fat  he,  we  know,  has  Utelystrayed,     / 
Ai^  being  lost,  perhaps,  and  wand^nj  wMR  " 
^fight  be  supposed  to  danvmr  for  a  guide. 
But  ah !  those  dreaded  yeUs  what  squI  can  hear 
That  owns'a  carcase,  and  not  quake  for  iearl 
Demons  produce  themdoubttess;  bhuBsn-dawBd 
And-ftnged  with  brass  the  demons  an  abmad; 
I  hold  it  therefbrs  wissst  and  nust  fit, 
That,  life  to  save»  we'leap  into  the  pit 

Him  answesed  then  his  loving  mate  and  true 
But  more  discreet  than  he,  a  Cambrian  ewe 

How !  leap  into  the  pit  our-Kfe  to  aavel 
fo  save  our  life  leap  all  into  the  gnve  1 
For  can  we  find  it  leasl  Contemplate  first 
The  depth,  how  awful  I  felling  there,,  we  bant; 
Or  should  the  brambles,  interposed,  our  feu 
In  part  abated  that  happineisi  were  small; 
For  with  a  race  like.thein  no  chance  I  sse 
Of  peace  or  ease  to  craatuics  dad  as  wa 
Mean-time,  noise  kills  not    fie  it  Dappla'a  bnj, 
Or  be  it  not,  or  be  it  whose  it  may,  ' 

And  rush  those  other  sounds,  that  seem  by  ftoqgQBP 
Of  demons  uttered,  feom  whatever  lungs, 
Sounds  are  but  sounds ;  and,  till  the  cause  i^ipaar. 
We  have  at  least  commodious  standing  hen. 
Come  fiend,  come  fury,  giant,  monster,  blaet 
From  earth  or  hell,  we  can  but  plunge  at  last 

While  thus  she  spake,  I  feints  heard  the  peaJ% 
For  Reynard,  close  attended  at  hb  heels 
By  panting  dbg,  tired  man,  and  spattered  horse. 
Through  mere  good  fortune  took  a  different  oouna. 
The  flock  grew  calm  again ;  and  I,  the  road 
Following,  that  led  me  to  my  own  abode. 
Much  wondered  that  the  silly  sheep  had  found 
Such  cause  of  terror  in  an  empty  sound. 
So  sweet  to  huntsman,  gentleman,  and  hound. 


Beware  of  desperate  steps.    The  darkest  day, 
Live  till  to-moriow,  vrill  have  passed  away. 


/Google 


MiaC^JLAl^OUS.  POEMS. 


133 


BOAOICEA. 


AX  CNMB. 


When  tbe  BzitUli  warrior  qiuen, 
Bleeding  firom  the  Reman  rode, 

Sought,  with  fm  indignant  mien, 
Coooeel  of  bar  doontiy's  gods  j 

Sage  beneelh  the  epipeadSng  oak 
Sat  the  Druid,  hoaiy  chief; 

Every  burning  woid  he  spoke 
^*idl  of  rage,  and  fnll  of  grief.  ^ 

BdneeM !  if  ov  aged  ejea 

Weqi  «pon  til  J  laatrhiew  wroQgi, 
Tis  hecawe  renntment  ties   ' 

AH  Ifae  temn  af  our  toi^siiea. 

Rome  ahill  periah^write  that  word 
,^  In  the  blood  that  she  haa  spilt ; 
Feriah,  hopeleas  and  abhorred, 
'  De^  in  min  as  in  guilt. 

Rome,  Ibr  enpbe  far  renowned, 
Ttampfes  oil  a  tfaonaand  states, ' 

Socm  her  pride  shall  kiss  the  grocmd— 
Balk !  the  Oaid  i>  at  her  gates  I 


Othef] 

Heedfeas  of  a  soldier's  nana ; 
Sounds,  vat  axnaa,  ahaU  win  th0  priae, 

Haonoay  the  path  Ao  frme. 

Then  the  progeny  that  springs 
Ffom  the  forests  of  our  land, 

Aimed  with  thunder,  dad  wjth  wutgs, 
Shall  a  wider  world  command. 

Regiooa  €«sar  nerer  knew 

Thy  posterity  shall  sway ; 
Whtoie  fala  eagles  never  flaw, 

No|ie  minid^  as  tb^. 

Such  the  basd's  prophetic  worda, 
Pvegnant^with  celestial  fire, 

Bff«<^f"g  as  be  swept  the  chords 
Of  bis  sweet  butawful  lyre. 


She  with  aO  a  monaieh'a  pride, 
Felt  them  In  her  bosom  glow : 

Rndicd  to  battle,  fought  and  died ; 
Dying  buried  them  at  the  foe. 

Ruffians,  pitiless  as  piond, 

Heaven  awank  the  Yengeanoe  due; 
Empire  is  on  us  bestowed, 

Shame  and  ruin  wait  for  you. 


HEROISM. 

Tbxbk  waaa  time  when  JEtna*s  rilent  fire 
Slept  unpeicQived,  the  mountain  yet  entire; 


When,' conscious  of  no  danger  fixmi  below, 
She  towered  a  olond-capt  pyramid'  of  snow. 
No  thunders  shook  with  deepintestine  sound 
The  blooming  groves,  that  girdled  her  around. 
Her  unctuDua,  oUves,  and  her  purple  vinea 
(Unfolt  the  fiuy  of  Xhose  bursting  mines) 
The  peaaoint's  hopes,  and  not  in  vain,  assured, 
In  peace  upon  her  doping  sides  matured. 
When  on  a  day,  like  that  of  the  last  doom, 
A  conflagration  labouring  in  her  womb, 
She  teemed  and  heaved  with  an  infernal  birth, 
That  shoo^  the  circling  seaa  and  soUd  earth. 
Dark  and  voluminous  the  vapours  rise, 
And  hang  their  horrors  in  the  neighbouring  akie^ 
While  through  the  Stygian  veil,  that  blots  the  day, 
In  dazzling  streaks  the  vivid  lightnings  play. 
But  oh  I  what  muse,  and  in  what  powers  of  song, 
Can  trace  the  torrent  as  it  bums  along;  . 
Hawie  aqd  devastation  in  &e  van, 
It  marches  o'er  the  prostrate  works  of  man ; 
Vines,  dives,  KeriMgi^  forests  disappear. 
And  all  the  charms  gf  a  Sicilian  yea& 

Revolving  seasons,  fruitless  as  they  pass. 
See  it  an  uninformed  and  idle  mass; 
Without  a  soil  t'  mvite  the  tiller's  care, 
Or  blade,  that  might  redeem  it  from  despair. 
Yet  time  at  length  (what  vrill  not  time  achieve  1) 
Clothes  it  wi&  earth,  and  bids  the  produce  live. 
Once  more  the  spiry  myrtle  crowns' the  gUde, 
And  ruminating  flocks  enjoy  the  shade. 
O  bliss  precarious,  and  unsafe  retreats, 
O  charmihg  Paradise  of  short-lived  sweets ! 
TIm  selftame  gale,  that  wafts  the  fragrance  round. 
Brings  to  the  distant  ear  a  sullen  sound : 
Again  the  moirniain  feds  th'  hnprisoned  foe. 
Again  pours  rum  on  the  vaJfl  below. 
Ten  thousand  swains  the  wasted  scene  depbre. 
That  only  futairo  ages  can  restore. 

Ye  mcinarRhs,  whom  tbe  luro  of  honour  draws, 
Who.writein  blood  the  merits  of  your  cause, 
Who  strike  the  Mow,  than  plead  your  own  defimoe^ 
Gloiy  your  aim,  but  justice  your  psetence; 
Behold  m  iEtna's  amblematfo  firea, 
The  mischieia  your  ambitious  pride  inspires  I 
Fast  by  the  sta^am,  that  bounda  your  just  domain, 
And  tells  you  where  you  have  %right  to  reign,    - 
A  nation  dwella,  not  envioua  of  your  throne, 
Studious  of  peace,  their  neighbours',  and  their  own. 
Ill-fiOed  race !  how  deeply  must  they  me 
Their  only  crxme^  vicinity  to  you  I 
The  trumpet  sounds,  your  «^gions  swarm  abroad, 
Through  the  ripe  hamst  lies  their  destined  road 
At  every  step  beneath  their  feet  they  tread 
The  life  of  multitudea,  a  nation'a  bread  1 
Earth  seems  a  garden  in  its  Liveliest  dress 
Before  them,  and  behind  a  wilderness. 
Famine,  and  Pestilence,  her  first-bom  son. 
Attend  to  finish  what  tbe  sword  begun : 
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And  echoiiig  praues,  such  as  fiends  might  earn, 
And  Folly  pays,  Msounds  at  youV  return. 
~A  calm  succeeds— bat  Plenty,  wHh  her  train 
Of  heart-feh  joys,  succeeds  not  soon  again, 
And  years  of  pining  indigence  fttost  show 
What  scourges  are  the  godf  thatrnle  belor^. 

Yet  man,  laborious  man,  by  slow  d^giees, 
(Such.is  his  thirst  of  opulence  and  ease)     • 
Phes  an  the  sinews  of  industrfous  toil, 
Gleans  up  the  refuse  of  the  general  spoil, 
Rebuilds  the  tower^,  that  smoked  upon  the  plain, 
And  the  suii  gilds  the  shining  spires  again. 

Increasing  commerce  and  Teviving  art 
Renew  the  quarrel  on  the  conqueror's  part ; 
And  the  sad  lesson  must  be  learned  once  more, 
That  wealth  within  is  ruin  at  th^oor. 
What  "are  ye,  monairJis,  lanveled  heroes,  say, 
But  .£tnas  of  the  sufiering  worid  ye  sway  1 
Sweet  Nature,  stripped  of  hor  embrndered  9>be, 
Deplores  the  wasted  regions  of  her  gbbe ; 
And  stands  a  witness  at  Truth's  awftil  b^. 
To  prove  you  there  destroyen  as  ye  are. 

O  place  me  in  some  Heaven-protected  ide, 
Where  Peace,  and  Equity,  and  Freedom  smile ; 
Wl^ere  no  volcano  pours  hjs  fiery  flood, 
No  crested  warrior  dips  his  plume  in  blood ; 
Where  Power  secures  what  industry  has  won ; 
Wliere  to  succeed  is  not  to  be  undone ; 
A  land,  that  distant  tyrants  hate  in  vain,    ; 
In  Britain's  isle,  breath  a-Greoige's  iteign! 


ON  THE  RBCBIPr  OF  BIT  MOTHER'S  Fltmjius 

OUT  OF  NORTOLK. 

Hm  GUI  of  my  Gomln  Anne  Bodhan. 

O  THiT  those  lips  had  language  I    Life  has  passed 
With  me  but  roughly  since  I  heard  thee  last 
Those  lips  are  thine— 4hy  own  sweet  soile  I  see, 
The  same,  that  oft  in  childhood  solaced  me; 
Voice  onljr  fails,  else  how  dMnct  they  say, 
**  Orieve  not,  my  child,  chase  aH  thy  feaors  away  I" 
The  meek  intelligence  of  those  dear  ^es 
(Blest  be  the  art  that  can  immortalise, 
The  art  that  baffles  Time's  tyrannic  daim 
To  quench  it)  here  Mdb  on  me  still  the  same. 
Faithful  remembrancer  of  one  so  deaf, 

0  welcome  guest,  though  unei^peeted  hen ! 
Who  bidd'st  me  konour  with  an  artless  song, 
Afiectbnate,  a  mother  lost  so  hmg. 

1  wOl  obey,  not  willingly  alone. 

But  gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own; 
And,  while  that  fiu»  renews  my  filial  grief. 
Fancy  shall  weave  a  charm  fer  my  relief. 
Shall  steep  me  in  Elysian  reverie, 
A  momentaiy  dream,  that  thou  art  she. 

My  Mother !  when  I  leanied  that  thou  wast  dead, 
Hay,  wast  thou  conscious  of  the  tears  I  shed? 


Hoyered  thy  spirit  o'er  thy  eonowing  son, 
Wretched  e'en  then,  life's  journey  just  begun  1 
Perhi^  thou  gairest  me,  though  unfelt,  a  kiss- 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bfiss— 
Ah,  that  maternal  anile!  it  answers— Yes. 
I  heard  the  bell  tolled  on  thy  burial  day, 
I  saw  the  heaise  that  bore  thee  slow  away, 
And,  turning  firam  mj  nmwiy  window,  diew 

A  kmg,  bng  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adiea!    

But.  wss  it  such  1-~^It  was.— Where  thou  art  guac, 

Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  sound  unknown. 

May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shore. 

The  parting  word'shall  pass  my  lips  no  moiel 

Thy  maidens,  grieved  themselves  at  oiy  conoeS, 

Oft  gave  me  promise  of  thy  quick  return.  • 

What  ardently  I  wished,  I  long  believed, 

And  disappointed  slill,  was  still  deceived. 

By  expectation  every  day  beguiled. 

Dupe  of  to-fnorrotff  dven  from  a  ddld. 

Thus  many  a  sad  to-morrow  came  and  weirt^ 

Till,  all  my  stock  of  infant  sorrow  speM, 

I  learned  at  last  submission  to  my  lol^ 

But,  though  I  less  deplored  thee,  ne'er  ftfgot 

Whereonce  we  dwelt  our  name  is  heard  no  more^ 
Chiklren  pot  thine  have  trod  my  nurseiy  fkur; 
And  where  the  gardener  Robin,  day  by  day, 
Drew  me  to  school  along  the  public  way, 
Delighted  with  my  bauble  ooach,  and  wnqpped 
In  scarlet  mantle  warm,  and  velvet  cap, 
'Tis  now  become  a  hiitoiy  little  kDonra, 
That  once  we  catted  the  pastonl  house  our  own. 
Shortlived  possession!  but  the  reoofd  fat 
That  memoiy  keeps  of  all  thy  kindness  there, 
Still  outlives  many  a  storm,  Uiat  has  eflaoed 
A  thousand  other  themes  leas  deeply  traced. 
Thy  nightly  visits  fo  my  chamber  made, 
That  thou  might'st  know  me  safe  and  warmly 

laid; 
Thy  morning  bounties  era  I  left  my  homi\ 
The  biscuit,  or  confectionaiy  phun; 
The  feagrant  vratera  on  my  cheeks  bestowed 
By  thy  own  hand,  tin  fiesh  fhey  flhone  and  gkwfedf 
All  this,  and  more  endearing  9tSl  than  aD, 
Thy  constant  flow  of  love,  that  knew  no  fell. 
Ne'er  roughened  by  those  cataracts  and  breaks 
That  humour  interposed  too  oAen  makes, 
All  this  still  legible  in  memoiy's  page, 
And  still  to  be  so  to  my  latest  age, 
Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  day 
Such  honours  to  thee  as  my  numben  may; 
Perhaps  a  firail  memorial,  but  sincere, 
Not  scorned  in  Heaven  though  little  noticed  here. 
Could  Time,  his  flight  reveraed,  restore  the  hooia^ 
When,  playing  with  thy  vesture's  tissued  ikmen^ 
The  violet,  the  pink,  and  jessamine, 
I  pricked  them  into  paper  with  a  pra, 
(And  thou  wast  happier  than  myself  the  vrfade, 
Wouldst  softly  speak,  and  stroke  my  head  ami 

smile) 


OigitiEGcl  b' 


Google 


MiaCEUJ^NBO08  PORtfS. 


Oooid  tIkMB  Iknir  fAHNam  di9»  •giiii  «|^pew, 
Mki^  one  TRriflh  btniff  thfln^  wooid  I  wiA  d»m.{ 

betel 
I  woqU  not  tiMt  tty  hflUt-Mhe  dMT  dri^ 
SeoM  Id  to  be  denied,  pexl»pi  I  mighk-^ 
But  no— what  hcrtf  we  <iall  ep  life  k  eodi, 
So  fitde  to  be  lofved,  end  thou  so  much, 
Thai  I  sbrald  ill  lequito  fhee  to  conirtiain 
Th J  imboimd  epirit  into  bonds  again. 

Thon,  ae  a  gtJIant  bark  from  AUnon's  coast 
(The  stonue  afl  weathered  and  the  ocean  croi^ed) 
Shoots  into  port  at  some  weU-haTened  isle, 
Where  spices  bn^atlie,  and  brighter  seasons  smile, 
There  site  qoiesoeiit  on  the^oods,  that  show 
Her  beaateons  fitfrn  ^geOeeted  clear  bebw, 
While  aixs  impregnated  with  incense  pluj 
Aimmd  her,  fimmng  light  her.itieamen  gayi 
So  tlioa,  with  sails  bow  tfwifti  liast  leached  the 

shore^ 
''Where  tempests  never  beat  nor  billows  roar/** 
And  thj  loved  consort  on  the  dangerous  tide 
Of  life  long  since  has  anchored  by  ihj  ride. 
But  me,  scarce  hoping  to  attain  that  lest, 
Ahrajs  fiom  port  withheld,  always 
Me  howling  bhsts  drive  devions,  tempest  tossed, 
Sails  lipped,  seams  opening  wide,  and  compass 

lost^ 
And  day  by  day  some  Current's  thiwaitfaig  force 
Sets  me  more  dstant  fiom  a  prosperous  course. 
Yet  O  the  thoqght,  that  thou  art  safo,  and  he 
That  thoughffis  joy,  anrre  what  may  to  me. 
My  boast  is  not,  that  J  deduce  my  Urth 
Ffom  loins  entluoned,  and  mien  of  fhe  earth*; 
But  lugher  far  my'pioad  prettaMBonsase— 
The  eon  of  paienis  past  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  fareweU-r-TimtS  matndud  has'mn 
His  wonted  course,  yet  what  I  wishsd  is  done. 
By  Ck>nt«nphfio!i%  help,  not  sought  in  vain, 
I  seem  t'  have  fived  my  childhood  o^er  again; 
To  Jiave  lenewed  the  joys  that  once  were  mine, 
Without  the  Bin  of  violating  thine; 
And,  while  the  wings  of  fiuicy  still  are  fiee,^ 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  show  of  thee. 
Time  has  but  half  succeeded  in  his  theft— 
Thyself  removed,  thy  power  to  sooth  me  left 


FRIENDSHIP.  . 

What  virtue,  or  what  mental  fpMS, 
But  men  unqualified  and  base 

Will  boast  it  their  possesoonl 
Proipsian  i^^  their  noble  part 
Of  liberality  of  heart. 

And  duUnesi  of  disorMion, 

If  every  polished  gem  we  find, 
lUnminating  heart  or  mindr 
Provoke  to  imitation: 


10 


N 


No  wonder  ftienddup  does  the 

That  jewel  orthe  purest  flame^ 

Or  rather 


No  knave  but  boldly  win  fietend,     ' 
The  requisites  Hiak  Aim  a^iend,' 

A  real  and  a  sound  one; 
*  Nor  any  fool,  he  would  deceive 
But  prove  as  ready  to  believe, 
And 'dream  that  he  had  found  one. 

Candid,  and  generous,  and  just, 
Boys  care  but  little  whom  they  trust, 

An  ener  soon  corrected — 
For  who  but  learns  in  nper  years, 
That  man,  when  smoolUest  he  appear^ 

Is  most  to  be  onqMctodl 

But  here  agaui,  a  ganger  lies, 
Lest,  having  misapplied  our  eyes. 

And  taken  trash  for  treasure, 
We  should  unwarily  conclude 
Friendship  a  fidse  ideal  good, 

A  mere  UtOfnan  pleasure. 

An  acquisition  rather  rare 
Is  yet  no  subject  of  dsqiab; 

Nor  is  it  wise  complaining, 
If  either  on  forbiddei^  greund. 
Or  where  it  vras  not  to  be  found 

We  sought  without  attaining. 

No  firiendship  will  abide  the  test. 
That  stands  on  sordid  interest, 

Or  meap  sdlf-lovie  erected ; 
Nor  such  as  may  awhile  subsist,  ^ 
Between  the  sot  aiid  spnemilist,. 

For  vicious  ends  oouneded. 

Who  seeks  a  fiiend  should  come  disposed 
T*  exhibit  in  full  bloom  disclosed 

The  graces  and  the  beauties 
That  firom  the  diaracter  hb  seeks; 
For  'tis  a  union,  that  beepeaks 

Reciprocated  duties. 

Mutual  attention  is  implied. 
And  equal  truth  on  eiUier.side, 
■    And  constantly  su^xffled; 
'Tis  sensdess  an^anoe  t'  accuse 
Another  of  fonirter  views. 
Our  own  as  mucli  distorted. 

But  wdl  sinperiiy  suffice'? 

It  is  indeed  above  all  piiee,  ^ 

And  must  be  made  the  basis; 
But  every  virtue  of  the  soul 
Must  constitute  the  charming  whole, 

All  shining  in  thebplaoes. 
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A  fietful  teDEiper  will  divida 

This  doflesC  knot  thai  may  be  twd, 

By  ceaselesB  sharp  oornflion; ' 
A  temper  paaaionate  and  fierce 
Nfay  suddenly  yow  Joys  diapene 

At  one  iftmummtk  <ixploiiirtn. 

In  vain  the  talkative  unite 

In  hopes  of  permanent  deti^ht-;- 

The  secret  just  oommittedy 
Forgetting  its  important  weight, 
They  drop  through  mere  dtabe  toprale, 

And  by  themseWes  outwitted.    ' 

tlow  blight  soe  er  the  prospect  seifms, 
AU  thoughts  of  friendahip  are  but  dnamS) 

If  envy  chance  to  creep  in; 
An-  envious  man,  if  you  sUooeed, 
May  prove  a  dangerous  foe  indeed, 

But  not  a  firiend  worth  Ipeeping. 

As  envy  pines  at  good  possessed, . 
So  jealousy  kxiks  forth  distressed 

On  good  that  seems  appranching; 
^\iid,  if  success  his  steps  attend, 
Oi«seni8  a  rival  in  a  fiiend, 

And  hales  him  for  .encroaching^ 

Hence  authors  of  illUstiious  name, 
(tnless  belied  by  common  Ikme, 

Are  sadly  prone  to  quarrel, ' 
To  deem  the  wit  a  friend  displays 
A  tax  uponf  thdr  own  just  praise, 

And  pluck  each  other's  laurel 

A  man, renowned  for  repartee 
Will  seldom  scruple  to  make  flee 

With  friendship's  finest  feeling, 
Will  thrust  a  dagger  at  jour  breast, 
And  say  he  wounded  you  in  jest, 

.By  way  of  balm  ibr  healing. 

Whoever  keeps  an  open  ear 
For  tattlers,  will  be  siire'to  he%r 

The  trumipet  of  contention ; 
Aspersion  is  the  babbler's  trade, 
To  listen  is  to  lend  him  aid, . 

And  rush  into  dissenaibn. 

A  friendship,  that  in  frequent  fits 
Of  controvenial  rage  emits 

The  sparks- of  >diBputation, 
Like  hand  in  hand  insurance  plates. 
Most  unavoidably  creates 

The  thought  of  conflagration. 

Some  fickle  creatures  bpaat  a  soul 
True  as  a  needle  to  the  pole, 

Their  humour  yet  so  varioua-7- 
They  manifest  their  whole  life  through 
The  needle's  deviations  too, 

Their  love  U  so  precarious 


The  great  and  small  but  ranly 

Oki terms ofamity complete;      '*  j     • 

Plebeians  must  sorrender 
And  yield  so  much  to  noUe  folk, 
It  is  combining  ^  with  smoke, 

Obscurity  with  splendaur. 

Some  are  so  placid  and  serene  < 
(As  Irish  bogs  are  always  greeii) 

They  fdeep  sechre  finom  waking, 
And«re  indeed  a  bog,  ti^  bears 
Your  unparticipated  carea 

Unmoved  and  without  quaking. 

Courtier  and  patriot  can  toot  miz 
Their  heteiogeneoua  politics 

Without  an  efovaoenoe, 
Like  that  tifsahs  with  lemon  juiee, 
Which  does  not  yet  like  that  produoe 

A  friendly  ooaksoenoe. 

Religion  should  extinguiBh  strife, 
And  make  a  calm  of  human  life ; 

But  friends  that  chance  to  difier 
On  (vunts,  which  Grod  has  left  at  large. 
How  fiteely  will  tiiey  meet  and  charge! 

No  combatants  are  stiflSsr. 

To  prove  at  last  my  main  intent 
Needs  no  expense  of  argument, 

No  cutting  and  contriving — 
Seeking  a  real  friend  we  seem 
T'  adopt  the  chenust's  golden  dream, 

Witii  still  less  bope  of  thriving. 

Sometimes  the  feuU  is  all  our  own, 
Some  blemish  in  due  time  made  knanmi 

By  bespass  or  omission ; 
Sometimes  occasion  briugs  to  lig^t 
Our  firiend's  defect  long  hid  fimn  sight. 

And  even  from  Busfacion. 

Then  judge  yourself  and  prove  your  man 
As  circumspectiy  as  yfou  can. 

And,  having  made  election, 
fieware  no  negligence  of  yours. 
Such  as  a  fri^  but  ill  endures, 

Enfeeble  his  affection. 

That  secrets  are  a  si^cred  trust, 

That  firiends  should  be  sincere  and  JHs^ 

That  constancy  befits  them, 
Are  observations  on  the  case, 
Thatsavourmcchofcommon-^ilaoe,  - 

And  all  the  woild  admits  thekn. 

But  'tis  not  timber,  lead,  and  stone. 
An  architect  requires  alone, 

To  finish  a  fine  building— 
The  palace  were  but  half  oomplele, 
If  he  could  possibly  forget 

The  carving  and  the  gilding. 
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The  nukn  that  hnkjatt  Tomar  Jidc, 
And  piovwby  tbumpB  upon  yBVrbtck 

HlHf^  hd'MtoOrfS  JOfVUIBIlt) 

bioch  a  fiiend,  tli^  aM  bad  need 
Be  yery  much  hia  fifiend  indaed, 
TopaDknortobearit    * 

A  nnOaiity  of  mmd, 

Or  aomethii^  not  to  be  dafinad,  . 

Fint  fizeeofir  attentbn; 
So  raaimeia  daoenl  and  pfllile, 
The  aame  we  ptactfaed  at  finfeogbt, 

Moft  aave  it  ftoBi  daelennn. 

Sooie  act  upon  thiapradentplaii, 
"  1^7  little  and  bear  all  yoa  can :" 

Sale  policy^  botiiatafol—    . 
&>  batten  aanda  iBkbibe  the  ahofrar, 
^Qt  ifndei  neither ^fridt  nor  flower, 

Unpleaauit  and  UDgratefiiL 

The  man  I  tmat,  if  ahy  to  me, 
tfhaUfindmeaaieiervedjMhe;     ,  ^ 

No  anbtednge  or  pleading 
ShaUwin  my  Q6iiiftdenoa  again;  ^ 

I  win  by  no  meiJis  entertain 

A  apy  on  my  pkOtiaiM2aag. 

Tbenaamiklea— iaralaal  atlaat 
Tbeie  are  but  aamplea,  and  ataate 

Ofevibyetunmentiioiied — 
May  prove  the  taak  a  taak  iuiieed. 
In  which  Hia  mneh  if  he  auowed 

H<)wever  wdUnteathniad. 

Pnnme  the  aoaich,  an^  yoa  will  ^ 
Good  senae  and  koowledf(e  of  mankind 

To  be  at  kaat  expedkait, 
And,  after  aamiqitig  afl  ihe  mJt, 
Religion  mling  in  the  breast 

A  pnndpal  ingredient 

The  nobleiAfiieiidahip  ever  diown   . 
The  Savioor'a  hiatoiy  makea  Icnown,  > 

Though  Bome  haw)  tamed  and  tamed  it ; 
And  whether  being  erased  at  bbnd, 
Or  aeeking  with  a  Inaaaed  niind, 

Have  not,  it  aeema,  diacemed  it 


O  Fiiendahip,  if  my  aool  lotego 
Thy  dear  delighta  while  here  below  *, 

To  mortify  and  grieve  me, 
B&ay  I  myadf  at  laat  appear 
Unworthy,  baae,  and  inainoere, 

Or  may  my  fiiend  dtibdve  me  I 


'IVithaiichaaitaoldtenattbam,    . 
CieatuhMi.tf  gender,  race. 

The  aqnimd  hero  hia  haurd  proyid^ 

Awaro  of  wintry  a^orma,' 
And  woQ^wcken  explon)  the  iidea 

Of  ragged.oaka  ton  wonne. . 

The  eheep  Bere  amoothea  the  knotted  thoni 

With  fitictionaof  her  fleece; 
And  hero  I  wander  eve  and  itaoite, 

Uka  her,  a  firiend  to  peace. 

Ah!— I  oooM  pity  the  ezfled 

From  this  aecon  retreat^ 
I  woold  not  k»e  it  to  be  aty]ed. 

Tha  happiest  of  ihe  groat 
.       >     . 
But  thotarcanst  taate  nd  cahn  delight; 

Tjhy  p&aaaitro'ii  to  show 
Thy  magnanimity  in  flght. 

Thy  prowoBB  ■  ihercforo  gO"^ 

I  earo  not  vdietber  east  or  north, 

So  I  no  more  may  And  thee; 
The  angry  moae  tfaua  sings  thiee  forth. 

And  clapB<the  g^  behind  thee. 


.    ON  A  MISCHIEVOUS  BULX., 

WB4CB  TSB  OWNER    OF   HIM'  aOLD  AT    TBK 
THOa'a  IMaTANCB. 

*  QiH-Tfaou  ait  all  unfit  to  ahaM 
The  pleaautee  of  thia  phase 


AlNNUS  Bi£MORABILIS,  1189. 

WHttaatoOnmnwrnifiraUon  o(WBjfaieAj*»  faappyBACOtfO 

I  RAN8ACKBD,  ftf  a  {^cmo  of  Bong, 

Much  andent  cfaionicle'and.kmg^' 

I  read  of  bright  eoibattled  fielda, 

Of  trophied  hebneta,  apeaxa,  and  shielda. 

Of  cihiefii  whdM  single  arm  coold  boast 

Prowess  to  dianpate  a  boat; 

ThroDgh  tomea  of  ftUe  and  of  dream 

I  aooght  an  eligible  theme, . 

Bat  none  I  foimd,  or  fonndtbem  ahared 

Already  by  aome  happier  bard. 

To  modem  tiinea,  with  Truth  to  guide 
My  busy  aearoh,  I  next  apidied; 
Hero  dtieawon  and  fleets  dispersed, 
Uiged  load  a  claim  to  be  rohearsed, 
Deeda  a£  unperiahing  renown, 
Our  fiithen'  trinmphaand  our  own. 

Thua,  aa  the  bee,  from  bank  to  bower, 
Aasidfloaa  sips  at  eveiy  flower. 
But  resia  on  none,  till  that  be  iband, 
Whero  most  nectaroobii^eets  abound.     * 
0^1  from  theme  to  theme  dispUyed      ^. ' 
In  manjr  a  page  historic  strayed, 
Sfege  after  oege^  flght  afU*  fight, 
Contemplating  with  small  delight 
(For  feats  of  sangmnaiy  hue 
Not  always  glitter  in  my  view;) 
Tin  settling  ^n  the  current  year, 
I  finmd  the  fiuraooght  treaaare  near; 


nioitirprlhvNiOOglf  ■ 


A  theOM  f  eBDOUi  cwte  1 
Iq  niemofabfe  ei^^itj-ame. 

The  M^  dii^tyiam^^bi^^ 
An  en  chefiflhed  tong  1i^  tte, 
WUch  JoyfU  I  "tvffl  eft  YMd»l, 
And  tha^kibl  vt  m^*  froglil  %diik«<; 
For  then  the  ckiodB  of  eight7-«igbt, 
lliat  threatened  ISnghnd*!  tftn^ASqg  itifb 
With  Umb  of  what  she  leart  ooiild  «pare, 
Her  flovereign'a'tdtelaiy  caite, 
One  breath  of  Heaven,  that  cti^d— HMtotel 
Chased,  never  to  assemhlBinwg: 
And  for  the  richest  otown  oh  earth, 
If  Tallied  by  its  wearer's  worth,  ^ 

The  symbol  of  ft  9ghtOMs  seign 
Sat  fast  on  George's  brows  a^Jn. 

Thiti  peMD  fttid  joy  ligdii  poMMi 
Onr  Odeen's  lon^^'a^Mtad  bnu*; 
Such' joy  and  poitte  Im  esA  bakBown 
By  sQfiiiren  like-hnMif  iaonS| 
Who  ksing,  or  supposing  lost,  ' 
The  good  on  eaxth  they  talned  tnoil^     ' 
For  that  dear  sctfrowVi  iuSce  fbi^6 
AH  hope  of  ha^ypbieis  1)610^, 
Then  suddesnly  YegdntSi^into) 
And  flash  thanksginnfs  to  the  skies! 

O  Ctueen  of  Albion,  queen  of  isles! 
duMse  all  thy  teaHi  wtte  disiil^  t*  dbdlii, 
The  eyes,  that  never  saw  thee;,  shine 
With  joy  not  mudlied  to  fhine, 
Transports  not  dhalgcttMewfih'Wt   - 
mmne  the  kadVMlMMeiit  put, 
And  strangers  to  Ifae  ak  <if  eoiorti, 
Both  In  iheir  tQlIs  aaul  lit  their  sp«% 
The  happineis  of  aniifeced  pvkyuRi, 
That  gilds  thy  ftktans,  dMXrIn  thJobi; 

If  they  who  on  tfay  rtato  attend^ 
Awe^tmck  before  &y  presence  bttid, 
'Tis  but  the  natural  eflbet 
Of  grandeur  that  ensovds  tespecJt^ 
But  she  is  sometfaing  matt  inan  QMMn, 
Who  i^  beloved  whibe  nMr  seeh. 


rOR  TBI  Vta  0F7 


Hear,  Lord,  the  song  of  praise  aiid  pxaydk^ 
In  Heaven  thy  dwelling  place^ 

From  infants  made  the  piD>lic  care, 
And  taught  to  seek  thy  &oe. ' 

Thanks  for  thy  ivoM,  and  ib«r  thjr  ^, 

And  grantus,  we  impldn. 
Never  to  waste  in  %hi!hl  ]plvf 

Thy  holy  mbbafhb  MMe. 


Thanks  thftt  we  hflMr^ot  O  ^^^ 

To  eachdasises  sinesiq^ 
TW^mayliftsnunthowtacV     - 

And  kitoae  wdl  M  heir. 

For  if  vain  thoughts  the  ayads  engage 

Of  older  for  than  we, 
What  hops,  that,  at  our  hie^eM  ^[e, 

Ou^  minds  dUNild  to'e^beliee) 

Muoh  hope,  if  tlHli  o*r  ^Me  W 

Under  tl^  giaites  «way, 
Who  canst  the  wisstt  wiser  maka, 

And  babes  as  vrise  as  they. 

Wisdom  and  bKM  Hhy  wei4  betttfiM^ 

A  sun  that  ne'er  deoBnes, 
And  be  thy  mewieB  shMvieMd  ea  Abes 

Who  placed  «  WiMfee  It  I 


STANZAS 

aobjoliiad  totha  reuly  BBI  of  Qloifalter  of  tha  PtaMi  oTAA 
fMo^  NonhaofiioQ,*  AniK)  Dpm^ 

PaOida  Men  toquo  puUM  ped^  pai^tnimUAamm 
Ragtimqite  turrw.  Dor 

Faie  Death  with  tad  lUMlAkfliwidv  te  dOT 
Of  rajal  balH  and  bovdo  of  the  poor. 

While  thirteen  medus  saw  smeetUfniti 

The  Nen'sbaige4ad0n  w«v«, 
An  these,  lifo's  rambHng  journey  doBs^ 

Have  foiund  their  hdne,  liM  gr«ve. 

Waa.man  (firail  always)  made  moielGnS 

Than  in  foregoing  yeai8.1 
Did  fomine  or  did  plague  prevail, 

That  so  much  death  a{ypeanit 

No  {  these  were  vigcvoos  toi  hmv  flf^ofe^ 
.  Nor  phgue  nor  fonune  eamft; 
This  annual  trfbuto  Dea4h  iei|abB^ 
And  Mivtt  wahss  his  chdm. 

Xiike  crowded  forest-trees  we  stand. 

And  aome  axe  marked  to  fall; 
The  axe  will  smite  at  (Sod's  coamiand. 

And  soon  ifaall  smile  ub  al 


Green  as  the  bay4me,  ever| 

With  its  new  foliage  on, 
The  gay,  the  thoughSssa,*  have  I  sesn, 

I  passed    and  they  wsre  gone. 

Bead,  ye  that  run,  the  amM.  truth, 
With  which  I  chaige  my  page; 

A  wonn  is  in  thelmd  of  youth, 
And  at  the  soot  of  agei 


•OosqnBBdftr  JdhnCbf^  paiihc 
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No] 

No  medknie^tkm^  it  oft  ctn  ^fon^ 
Can  dwajB  \f^  the  tomb. 

And  loonied  m  in  ip^ilnin, 
ThoM  trotha,  tfaon^li,  kiiown^  too  mneh  ivQpit, 
ImajnutteachlnT^    ' 

SopniTftjFMVGWkiHth  iBUol^u^ 

And  ore  he  qfoilt  IIm  po% 
Begp  you  for  ODoa  to  take  &i*.par^  . 

And  answer  9Q— AmeA! 


OK  A  SIMII.AR  OCCASION. 

FOR  THE  TBIB  1769. 

Comnonen  t^quu9,    CmhrapmMU 
BUttf^rwttwr,  ^       Hoc 


Iragnm  the  pnaent  hour,  fir  all  tmi 
Is  a  men  teUwr  <Hi  a  mm^  tidii 

Could  I,  fiom  tieavea  iospixed,  a*  yore  ptesage 
To  ^dkom  the  lifliog  year  ahaO  pvore  hii  laat,   . 
Aa  I  can  mnbor  in  a^  pnnotnal  ptge^ 
And  Hem  danm  tlw  TieUmi  ^tl»  pii^; 

How  each  wo«ld  tivpjjhfiiig  ipcait  tba  ^utmM 


On  wfaieh  the  pte»  ndghl  fltamp  Ite'neil  to  die; 
And,^  reading  here  hia  aeatoiei^  how  tepjete 
Vnth  ansdeoi  neaotog,  hea^enwaid   torn  hie 

qre! 

Time  th(ta  iraidd  Mm  mm  ^raeiow  than  the 

joy* 
In  wUbh  ha  apata  away  the  tnaeom  nmr; 
And  psayer  men  aeaeonab|e  than  the  nsim 
Of  dnmkaida,  or  the  moak^drawing  how. 

Then  doohtkei  many  a  trifler  on  the  biink 
Of  thk  worid'a  hazaidoos  and  headlong  idiore, 
Foreed  to  a  paum,  would  feel  it  good  to  think, 
Told  that  hi^  aettsng  ran  moat  viae  no  more. 

Ah  aalMettMdl  Could  I  piophelm  aay 
Who  next  ia  feted,  and  who  next  to  feB, 
The  TC8t  might  tiien  aeem  privileged  to  play; 
Bat,  naming  none,  the  Ydoe  now  speika  to  all. 

Ofaaerve  the  dappled  fonatei8|  how  light 
They  hoond  and  airy  o'er  the  aunny  glade- 
One  fella-4he  rest,  wide-aealterad  with  affiight, 
Vaniah  at  onoe  into  Ae  daikeat  ehada. 

Had  we  tlieir  wiadora,  ahoold  we,  often  warned, 
8tiU  need  repeated  warnings,  and  at  laat, 
A  thonaand  awlbl  admoniliona  aoomed,, 
Die  aelf-accaaed  of  life  nm  all  to  waatel 
v3 


Sad  waatol  fir  which  no  after-thiift  atonea, 
The  gra^  adnHa  BO  core  fiyir  gak  or  am ; 
Dew-drapa  may  dei^  Ih»ta4  thdihidea  the 
Bat  team  <lfi4^  giH  IW'^^  flow  iqthiiv 

Leam  then,  ye  living!  hy  tl^  mootha  he  tan^ 
Of  all  theae  aepolchrea^  ^latraetera  tnie, 
That,  aaon  or  bte>  death  alio  fe  yonr  lot 
.And  the  next  o^i^ning  pave  may  yawn,  fat  yoa. 


ON  XfSaSSLAJ^  OCCASION. 

Urn  oOjia  at  lw|t^  ha  hiwbad  hii  sgnl  «mgr. 

«  O  nam  adIghtfU  hev  hy  man 

Expaienoed  how  mow. 
The  hoar  that  tenmnatea  Iva  amn, 
^  Hiaihny,andhliwol 

<<  Worida  alMld  Bo»  Wba  me  back  to  «mM 

A^Ub  life'a  dlnaiy  waato^ 
To  aae  agam  my  daya  o'erapiead 

With  all  the  gloomy  paat. 

*<MyhamehaDoaAfmiamthodiM^      . 

Earth,  aaaa^  andam  adiaw! 
An  heaven  onfelded  to  mioe  eyi^a^ 

I  h9>ve  no  eight  i^  yoi^." 

So  apake  Aapaito,  ftm  poaafamd   - 

Of  feith'a  aappoita^  md, 
Then  breathed  hia  aool  ipto  ita  leat^ 

ThKboaomofhiaGod. 


He  fraa  a  man  among  the  few 

Sinoare  onvlitne^  aide; 
And  an  hia  atrvpgth  feom  Scnptwidivw 

To  hoorfy  oaa  a]ppUe4. 

That  rale  tie  prised,  by  that  he  feand^ 

He  hated,  hoped,  and  loved; 
Nor  ever  frownedt  or  aa|l  a^|waieda 

Bar  when  hia  heart  had  roved. 

For  he  waa  ftail  aa  thou  or  I, 

And  evflfelt  wlthmr 
Bat,  when  he  felt  it,  heaved  a  aigh, 

And  loathed  the  thoaght  of  on. 

»  ,  •• 

Soch  fived  2Upaaio;  pmd  at  kat 

Called  op  from  earth  to  heaven, 
The  golf  of  death  triumphant  paamd, 

1^  galea  of  bleaaing  driven. 

£b  joya  he  oilne,  each  reader  cnea^ 

When  my  laat  hour  arrivea: 
They  ahan  be  youra,  my  vena 

Soch  only  be  your  liveOi 
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ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION. 

POft  THB  TBAR  1790. 

ofMiffBin  fwfs  wptn 
Deapin  not  mj  gopd  ooannL 

Hs  who  oU  from  day  to  day, 
Wbeie  the  priscxied  lark  k  hung, 

Heedkaa  of  hk  loudest  lay, 
Hardly  knowi  that  he  haa  fang. 

Whom  flie  watchman  m  his  roand 
Ni^y  lifts  his  voioe  on  high, 

None,  accustomed  to  the  sound, 
Wakes  the  sooner  for  his  cry.    ' 


So  your  ▼erse-man  I,  and  dark, 

Yearly  in  my  song  proclaim 
Death  at  hand— yomselYes  his  merit-* 

And  the  Ibe's  unerring  aioL 

Daly  at  my  time  I  come, 

fiabHahing  to  all  aloud— 
Soon  the  grave  must  be  your  horns, 

.  And  your  only  suit,  a  shroud. 

But  the  monitory,  strain, 

Oft  repeated  in  your  cans 
Seems  to  sound  too  much  in  vain, 

Wins  no  notice,  wakes  no  feais. 

Can  a  truth,  by  all  confessed 
Of  such  magnitude  and  weight 

Oiow,  by  being  oft  impressed, 
Trivial  as  a  parrot's  prate? 

Pleasure's  call  attentbn  wins, 

Hear  it  often  as  we  may; 
New  as  ever  seem  our  sins,  , 

Though  committed  every  day. 

Death  and  Judgment,  Heaven  and  Hell— 

Theee  akme,  so  often  heard, 
No  more  move  us  th^  the  bell. 

When  some  stranger  t^'interred. 

O  then,  ere  the  turf  or  tomb 

Cover  us  from  every  eye, 
Spirit  of  instruction  oome» 

Make  us  learn,  that  we  must  die. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION. 

POR  THE  TBAR  1793. 

FWs^  qmi  poluit  rHvm  eogytoteen  eautM, 
Aique  mah»9  omitea  et  inexoraMeftOMf^ 
Subjeeit  pedibut,  Hrepitumque  Aa^eronh$  avoHt 

Bmj  the  mortal,  vrtiohMttBioed  eflbcta 
To  taeir  fins  caoaa^  can  fear  beneath  fata  fteL 
AM  Death  and  roanag  HMPt  vinaAloui  flrcKi 

\  TuANKLBss  for  fikvouis  from  on  high. 
Man  thinks  he  fiides  too  soon; 


Tho^fh 'tis  Us  privikge  to  die, 
Would  he  impRyvie  the  boon.^ 

But  he,  not  wise  teough  to  scan 

His  blest  concerns  aright, 
Woidd  gkdly  stretch  life's  little  spaa 

To  ages,  if  he  might. 

To  ages  in  a  world  of  pdn, 

To  agM,  where  he  goes  - 
OaDed  by  afllie^ion's  heavy  tshaln,    . 

And  hopeless  of  r^osob 

Stnmge  fondness  of  the  human  heart, 

Enamoured  of  its  harm  \ 
Strange  world,  that  costs  it  so  much  smart, 

And  still  has  power  to  charm. 

Whence  has  the  world  her  magic  powerl 

Why  deem  we  deatha  foel 
JtecoO  from  weary  life's  best  hour. 

And  coyet  bnger  wol 

The  cause  is  Conscience — Coneoenoe  oft 

Her  tale  of  guih  renews: 
Her  voioe  is  terrible  though  soft, 

And  dread  of  death  i 


Then  anxieas  to  be  bnger  spared, 
Man  mourns  hs  ilestiiig  breath: 

All  evils  then  seem  light,  compared 
fnth  the  approach  of  Death. 

'TIS  Judgment  shakes  him ;  there's  the  fear, 
That  prompts  the  vrish  to  stay;  . 

Bie  has  incurred  a  long  arrear, 
And  must  despair  to  pay. 

Pay^-feOow  Christ,  and  all  is  paid: 

His  death  jour  peace  ensures; 
Think  oh  the  grave  where  he  was  laid. 

And  Oalm  descend  to  your; 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION. 

FOR  THE  TBIR  1793. 

Jh  •aeriM  omttm  kmc  tU  una  miOenMa,  «l  umMrvtmimr. 

ClcdeUs. 
Bat  let  wan  ooneur  in  tfii*  mw  — ntiwMn»^  iiwm^ *H»^  w 
end  be  inriolaia. 


\ 


Hb  lives^  who  fives  to  Ood  alone, 
And  all  are  dead  beside; 
,  For  other  source  than  God  is  none 
*     Whence  life  can  be  supplied. 

.To  live  to  God  is  to  reqpite 
His  bve  as  best^  we  may ; 
<To  make  his  precepts  our  delight, 
I    His  promises  our  stay. 

But  life,  vrithin  a  narrow  rii^^ 
Of  giddy  joys  comprised. 
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Ii  ftlaelj  iitfnBd,«ndiio  sneh  thmg, 
Bvl  nitfa«r  ^eiith  dihguiwd. 

Can  lift  in'tliein  deterve'ihe  naiDB^ 
Who  only  Jb^  to  pwre  '< 

For  what  poor  toys  they  o^  ^nlaliii 
An  endleaa  Ills  ahOTO? 


Who^  omch  aiaeaaed,  yet  nothing  ^ 
Much  menaced,  nothing  dread ; 

Hafe  nounda,  which  only  God  can  heal, 
Yet  never  ok.  hie  aid  1 

Who  deAqi  hk  honee  a  naelew  pUoa, 
Faith,  want  of  common  aenae ;    , 

And  axdour  in  the  Chiiatian  race,  > 
A  hypocrite's  pietenoel    . 

Who  tiunple  oider^  and  the  day. 
Which  God  aaeerta  his  own, 

DiahoBoiir  with  unhallowed  pUy, 
Azid  wonhip  chance  alone  1 

If  floorn  of  God'a  commandf ,  impreaaed 

On  word  and. deed,  imply 
The  hotter  pait  of  man  unbleaaed 

Wikh  hie  that  can  not  die: 

Such  want  It,  and  that  want,  uncured 

TSQ  man  leaigns  Ins  breath, 
Speaks  him  a  criminal,  aaauied    t 

Of  everlaating  death.        ^ 

Sad  perio^  to  a  pleasant  coarse  I 

Yet  ao  will  GJod  repay  . 
Sahfaaths  profened  without  remorse, 

And  mercy  cast  away. 


INSCRIPTION 

FOR  THE  TOMB  OF  Mft.  HAMILTON.    . 

PiUB£  here,  and  think;  a  monitoiy  rhyme 
Demands  one  moment  of  thy  fleeting  time. 

CoDsolt  life's  silent  clock,  thy  boundii^S  y^] 
Seesw  St  to  say^"  Health  here  haa  long  to  xeignT 
Hast  thou  the  vigoar  of  thy  yoothl  an  ey^ 
That  beams  delightl  a  heart  nnUught  to  sighl 
Vet  fear.    Youth  ofttimea  healthful  and  at  ease, 
Anticipates  a  day  it  nerer  sees; 
And  many  a  tomb,  like  Hiamilton'^,  aloud 
Exdaims,  "Prepare  thee  for  an  early  shroud." 


EPITAPH  ON  A  HARE. 

Hesb  lies^  whom  hound  did  ne'er  pursue, 
Nor  swifter  greyhound  follow. 

Whose  foet  ne'er  tainted  morning  4ew, 
Nor  ear  heard  huntaman'a  hallo'. 


Old  Tiney,  surliest  of  his  ksnd^ 
Who  nursed  with  tender  care, 

And  to  domestic  bounds  confined 
Was  still  a  wfld  Jack-hare 

Though  duly  firom  my  hand  he  took 

His  pittance  every  night, 
He  did  it  with  a  jealous  looA:, 

Andy  when  he  couI4i  wo^  bite 

His  diet  was  of  wheaten  bread, 
And  milk  and  oats,  and  straw; 

Thistles,  orlettupes  instead, 
With  sand  to  scour  his  maw. 

On  twigs  of  hawthorn  he  rivaled,  . 

Or  pippin's  rusaet  peel, 
And,  when  his  juicy  salads  fidled. 

Sliced  carrot  pleased  him  well. 

A  Turkey  6aipet  was  his  \awil. 
Whereon  .he  loved  to  bound, 

To  skip  and  gainbol  like  a  fawn, 
And  iwmg  his  rump  around. 

Hill  fiisking  was  at  evening  houn, 

For  then  he  loet  his  fear. 
But  most  before  approacliing  ahowers,  ^ 

Or  when  a  storm  drew  near. 

Eight  years  fuad  five  round  rolling  nioons 

He  thus  saw  steal  away, 
Posdng  out  all  lus  idle  poons, 

And  every  night  at  play. 

I  kept  him  for  his  humour's  sakQ, 

For  he  would  oft  beguile 
My  heart  of  thoughts  that  made  it  ache, 

Afld  force  me  to  a  smUe. 

But  now  beneath  his.  walnut  shade 
He  finds  his  k)ng  last  home. 

And  waits,  in  spug  concealment  laid, 
T31  gentler  Puss  shall  come. 

He,sCm  more  aged,  feels  the  shocksi 
From  which  no  care  can  save,      1 

And,  i>artner  once  of  Tiney's  bojc,  I 
Must  soon  partake  his  grave.        | 


EPITAPHIUM  ALTERUM. 

Epcethunjaciet,, 
Gtni  totum  novenninm  vizH^ 
Puss. 
Siste  paulispe^, 
Clui  prsBteiiturus  es, 
Et  tecum  sic  reputa—t  . 
Hunc;iequi0eanis  venatknis, 
Nee  plumbum  i 
Nechqueus, 
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STANZAS 
OK  TBI  rourr  fubucatcom  of  en  ckablbs 

-       GKAKDISON,  IN  1^163. 

To  neeue  flxm  the  tyrtnt'k  ■word 

Th*  oppwed,-^qMecn  and  unimplond, 

To  cheer  the  fact  of  wo; 
From  lawlew  ineolt  to  defend 
An  orphan^B  right— «  &]Ien  friend, 

AndafofgiTenfoei 

Theie,  theee  diitingiiish  firani  the  craiwd, 
And  theke  tlone,  the  great  and  good, 

The  gnardiani  of  mankind ; 
Whooe  bosoms  with  these  Turtues  heave 
O,  with  what  matchless  speed,  thej  leave 

The  multitude  behind ! 

Then  ask  ye,  from  what  canee  on  eaitli 
Viitoes  like  these  dariTo  their  fauth, 

Derived  from  heaven  alone^  • 
Full  on  that  fevoored  breast  thej  shine, 
Where  fidth  and  jsajgnatjon  joia 

To  call  the  Ueasing  dowB. 

Such  is  that  heart:— bnt  while  the  Mnae 
Thy  theme,  O  RichirdsoN)  piusues, 

Her  feeble  spirits  fidnt: 
She  can  not  readi,  and  woold  not  wrong, 
That  sdbjeot  fer  an  angel's  song, 

The  hero,  and  the  saint ! 


ADDRESS  TO  MISS 


ON  R£ADIMa  THE  PRATBR  FOR  QfOXFFBBSllCB. 

And  dwells  there  ma  female  heart, 

By  bounleoos  heaven  designed 
The  choioest  raptoies  to  hki^art. 

To  feel  the  most  refined— 

Dwells  there  a  vvish  in  soch  a  fareast 

Its  natoie  to  feiego. 
To  smother  ih  ignoble  rest 

At  once  both  hlias  and  wol 

Far  be  the  thought,  and  &r  the  stram, 

Which  breathes  the  low  desire. 

Bow  sweet  soe'er  the  verse  complain, 

.Though  Phmbus  string  the  lyre. 

Come  then,  feir  maid,  (in  nators  vHse) 
Who,  knowing  them,  can  tell 


Fmm  gMMyaw^mpstt^  wtial  jsya 
The  gk>wii«  hasona  «paB. 

In  Jnstioe  le  the  Taiiew  poim 
Ofpleasing,  whwhyonahan^  , 

Join  me,  amid  yeur  «ien*  hs«D% 
To  fenn  the  belter  pcayw. 

With  kmeut  Ulm,  m^  Ol^ffmi  hoK 

To  feiiy-knd  be  dmen; 
Wikh  ewy  heibllMit  UuiM  the  «HM 

Mankind  leoeiv^  fioaahativeik 


"Oh!  if  my 

Far  be  it  feom  my  fefte. 
To  live,  onblest  intoipid  es 

And  slomber  on  in  slate. 


"  £aeh  toider  tie  of  life  defied 
Whence  social  pleasoros  spring, 

Unmoved  With  all  the  wbrid  beside^ 
A  solitaiy  tfain^— ^ 

Some  alpine  monntain,  wnyiC  fai  snow, 
Thus  braves  the  whiifing  blast, 

Eternal  winter  doomed  to  know. 
No  genial  firing  to  taste. 

In  vafai  waim -sans  tiieir  influence  shed 

The  aephyrs  sport  in  vain, 
He  xeart,  unchanged,  his  banen  head^ 

Whilst  be#ity  decks  the  phdn. 

What  though  in  scaly  armodr  dresC, 

/n<fi^erence  may  repel 
The  shafts  of  wo— in  such  a  breast 

No  joy  can  ever  dwefi. 

'Tie  woven  in  the  vrorid'sgreat  pUn, 
And  fixed  by  heaven's  deeiee. 

That  aD  the  true  delights  of  man 
Shontd  spring  from  £^m^s<Aiiu 

nris  nukore  bids,  and  wbSit  the  lanw 

Of  nature  we  retain, 
Ov  sctfapproving  bosom  diawe 

A  pleasiiie  from  its  peuL 

Th«s  grief  ilsstf  has  eomferts  dse^ 

The  sordid  nflvtr  know; 
And  ecstacy  attends  the  teai^ 

When  virtue  bids  k  itow. 


For,  when  it  streams  from  thai  pure 
No  bribee  the  heart  can  win. 

To  check,  or  alter  from  its  oonzse 
The  luxury  within. 

Peaee  to  the  pl»lagm  of  saHen  eh«% 
Who,  if  from  labour  eaaed. 

Extend  no  oare  beyond  themeahH^ 
Unplearing  andnnptoased.  ^ 
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Let  vr  few  thoi^«iiao«b  teynnrei. 

Oh !  ipaBti,  iBad  W»e%  la  IB% 
Long  aal  dmw  rthwal  aii^ 

Sweet  8«tt8i]bi%. 

Where'er  the  heateirfy  n^mih  it  nen^ 

With  luBtTfr'beeiajiag  0y«y 
A  tniii,  atteDiIaitf  on  tiiebr  qineh^ 

(Her  Toqr  chonB)  iff. 

The  jocund  Loves  in  S^gv^^htim^ 

With  torches  erer  hnght» 
And  generous  Fiiemlahiphmdift  hond^. 

WitkPlty'e  w4tei7  Oihi. 

The  gentler  nrtmi  too  tie  joined, 

In  youth  ipmiottal  warm, 
Tim  soft  rektions,  wlildi,  comLiued, ' 

Give  life  her  every  charm. 

The  arts  come  saulBi((  m  the  eloes 

And  lend  celestial  fli^ 
The  marbfe  breathes^  the  CBHVBSS  |^e«i% 

The  nMses  sweep  this  ^yia 

"  Stillmay  my  oieldng  bps(Mn  cteavi^ 
To  sofleringB  notmy  own,  ' 

And  still  the  sigh  responsive  heave, 
Where'er  is  heard  a  groan. 

<<  So  PiCf  shall  take  Tutue's  pen, 

Hsr  natural  ally, 
And  fashioning  my  softened  he«(t» 

Pnp«i«it  Iw  tbe  sky." 

This  artless  vovr  nay  heaven  receive,  ' 
And  yoii,  ibnd  maid,  approve;      ^ 

So  may  ydior  goufing  angel  gjlve 
Whate'er  yo«  vrish  or  love:  • 

66  may  the  rosy  ftngessd  how* 

Lead  on  the  vanow  yeaSt 
And  every  jey,  wbioh  BOW  is  jfNHi^   , 

Extend  « laifer  qpbeie', 

And  sons  to  cgme,  asroond  they  wheel, 

Your  goMen  moments  bless, 
¥7ith  sn  a  tendbr  heart  eui  feel, 

Or  lively  fancy  gness. 


'As  if  the  wAilest  of  the  feathered  kind 

Wen»  lur  fihr  lattfe  antf  for  deallk  desi^ied; 

As  if  the  consecrated  hoiix  were  meant 

For  sport,  to  nunda  on  croeky'lntenti 

It  chanced  (such  chaises  Providence  obey] 

He  met  a  iUbw-labourer  on  the  way, 

Whose  heart  the  same  desires  had  once  fa^ftamed; 

But  now  the  savage  temper  was  reclaimed. 

Persuasbn  on  his  fips  had  taken  £Jaoe; 

For  an  plead  well  who  plead  the  cause  of  grace: 

His  iion-heait  with  Scripture  hie  assailed, 

Wooed  him  to  hear  a  sermon,  and  Jp^revailed. 

Hisfidthful  bow  (he  mSghTf  pieashei  diew. 

Swift,  as  the  lightning^laaee^  the  $mm  iew. 

He  vropt;  he  trem^ed;  cast  his  eyes  arovnd, 

To  find  a  woiiie  than  he;  but  none  he  feoad. 

He  feU  his  sins  and  wondeied  be  should  feeL 

Grace  made  the  weund,  a&dgraee  aloneroould  heal. 

Now  fewwell  eatfm,  and  NiiyhMnws,  and  ^! 
He  qmts  the  sinner's  fer  the  mavtyc's  pibe. 
That  hdiy  ^  vhkh  w^hed  with  many  a  tew. 
Gilded  vvith  hope,  yet  iHuded  toe  by  feav. 
The  next,  his  swarthy  famthxsn  of  the  mias 
Learned,  by  his  aiteied  speeGh-*-A»chajBfe  divfaie 
Laughed  whs«  thqr.«b(»uld  hHiewcft^  and  swore 

Iheday 
Was  nigh,  wheft  hewoold  sweac  aefest  as  tiisy. 

No,  (said  the  peniteni,)  s«sh  words  diall  sImk 
This  hreafth  no  nore»  dswMednowto  pr^^. 
ai  if  thou  see'sl  (thtnoiegrothe  Artwe  «es) 
That  I  shall  yet  agaia  l^asf^ieaw^lRfce  Ibaee; 
Now  strike  me  to  the  gnmnd,  oi)  whieh  I  kiMol, 
Ere  yet  this  heart  relapses  iftto  steel; 
Now  take  me  to  that  Heaven  I  once  defied. 
Thy  presence,  thy  embrace  !'*--^e  spc^  and  cBud. 


A  TALE, 

I         FOCmDID  ON  A  FACT  WBXCS  I^IFPUTEB  IM  JANOAftT, 

j  1T79. 

Whebe  Huikiber  poon  Us  rfehoommercial  stream, 

I      There  dwelt  a  wretch,  who  breathed  but  to  bks- 
pheme. 
In  subterraneous  eaves  his  life  he  led, 
Black  m  the  mine  in  which  he  wrought  fer  bread. 
When  on  a  day,  emeiging  from  the  deep, 
A  sahbetiHlay,  (sui^  sabbaths  thousands  keepl) 
The  v^iges  of  his  weekly  tofl  he  bore 
To  buy  a  cock— whose  blood  might  win  him  more 


TO  THg  REV.  MR!  NEWT0N. 
ok  SM  nmnbi  rtoii  ■meniTi.    ; 

That  oeean  you  have  kte  surveyed. 

Those  rocks  I  too  have  seen. 
But  I,  afflicted  and  dismayed^ 

You  tranquil  and  Serene. 

You  from  the  flood-^ontrolliiig  steep 
Saw  stretched  befere  your  view, 

With  consckms  joy,,lhe  threatening  deep, 
No  longer  sodk  to  yoo. 


To  moy  the  waves  that  4 
Upon  the  dangerous  ceasty 

Hoarsely  and  onunously  iqpofca 
OfallmytveasarekMt.^  > 

Your  sea  of  troubles  you  ha've  past. 
And  found  the  peaceful  shore; 

I,  tempestptoared,  and  wrecked  at  hM, 
Come  home  to  port  no  morew 
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A  POETICAL  EPISTLE  TO  LADY 
AUSTEN. 

Dkab  Anna— lietweeh  fiiend  and  friend, 
PiDte  answers  every  common  exu)  \ 
Serves,  in  a  plain  and  homely  way,^ 
T'  express  th'  occurrence  of  the  day; 
Our  health,  the  weather,  and  the  news; 
yrhai  walks  we  take,  what  books  we  choose; 
And  all  the  floating  thoughts  we  find  ' 
Upon  the  sni&oe  of  the  mind.^ 

But  when  a  poet  takes  the  pea, 
Far  mon  alivetthan  other  men, 
He  ftels  a  gentle  tingling  eome 
Down  to  hk  finger  and  his  thomb, 
Derived  ftora  native's  noblest  part, 
The  centre  of  a  glovHng  heart* 
And  this  is  what  the  vroiU,  who  knows 
No  flights  above  the  pitch  of  prose, 
Bis  more  subfime  vagaries  slighting. 
Denominates  an  itch  for  vniting. 
No  wonder  I,  who  sciibble  rhyme 
To  catch  the  triflen  of  the  time, 
And  tell  them  tniths  divine  tod  dear, 
Which,  couched  in  prose,  they  will  not  hear; 
Who  labour  hard  t'  allure  and  draw 
The  loiterers  I  never  saw, 
Should  6el  that  itching,  and  that  tingling, 
With  all  my  purpose  intermingling,  ' 
To  your  intrinsic  merit  true, 
When  called  f  address  myself  to  you. 

Mysterious  are  his  ways,  whose  power 
Brings  fixrth  that  unexpected  hour, 
When  minds,*that  never  met  before, 
Shafl  meet,  unite,  and  part  no  more: 
It  is  th'  aflotment  of  the  skies,^ 
The  hand  of  the  Supremely  W«e,   ' 
That  guides  and  governs  our  aflections, 
And  plans  and  oiden  our  osonezions: 
Directs  us  ia  our  distant  road, 
And  marks  the  bounds  of  our  aboda 
Thus  we  were  settled  when  you  fiMind  us, 
Peasants  and  children  all  around  us, 
Not  dreaming  of  to  dear  a  fiiend, 
Deep  in  the  abyss  of  Silver-End.*  . 
Thus  Martha,  e'on  against  her-wiH,. 
Perched  on  the  top  of  yonder  hiU; 
And  you,  though  you  must  needs  prefer 
The  ftirer  scenes  of  sweet  Sanoerre,t 
Are  come  fiRsn  distant  Loire,.to  choose 
A  cottage  on  the  banks  of  Ouss.      , 
This  page  of  Providence  quite  new,  ^ 
And  now  just  opening  to  our  view, 


*  Ab  gbsBiiiv  put  of  Olnef  ,  adjoliUng  to  die  iMidenoe  of 
Cowper,  which  fimd  the  narlcBi-plaoB. 

*  LadyaiMni^mldenceinFhuiee. 


Emplflys  Mfr  present  thoughts  and  palm 
To  guess,  and  speD,  what  it  oontains; 
Bat  day  by  day,  and  year  by  year, 
YHll  make  the  dark  enigmAdear; 
And  fimnrii  us,  perhap^^at  last,  . 
Like  other  sosnes  already  past, 
YHth  proo(  that  we,^md  our  affiini^ 
Are  part  of  a  Jehovah's  cans: 
.  For  God  uniblds,  by  dow  degrees, 
The  purport  of  his  deep  deortes; 
Sheds  every  hour  a  -clearer  light 
In  aid  of  our  defective  sight ; 
And  spreads,  at  length,  befire  the  soul, 
A  beautiful  and  perfect  whole, 
Whioh  husy  man's  inventive  brun 
Toils  to  antiripate  in  vain. 

Say,  Anna,  had  you  never  known 
The  beauties  of  a  rore  fiill  Mown, 
Could  you,  though  luminous  your  eye, 
By  looking  on  tfo  bod,  descry, 
Or  guess,  with  a  prophetic  power, 
The  fiAure  splendour  of  the  flowerl 
Just  so,  th'  Omnipotent,  who  turns 
Vhe  system  of  a  world's  concerns. 
From  mere  minutiB  can  educe 
Events  of  most  important  use; 
And  bid  a  dawning  sky  display 
ThO'blase  of  a  meridian  day. 
The  worki  of  man  tend,  one  and  all, 
As  needs  (hey  must,  tram  great  so  smldl; 
And  vanity  absorbs  at  length 
The  monuments  of  humaft  strength.. 
But  who  can  tell  how  vast  the  plan '' 
Which  tUs  day's  incident  began)  / 
Too  smaU,  perhaps,  the  slight  oorafMin, 
For  our  dim4ghted  observation;    ' 
It  passed  unnoticed,  as  the  bird      /  . 
That  cleaves  the  yielding  air  unhttutd. 
And  yet  may  prove,  when  underwood, 
A  harbinger  of  endless  good.       / 

Not  that  I  deem,  or  mean  to  <ill 
Friendship  a  blessing  chei^  or  ^nall; 
But  merely  to  remark,  that  ours, 
Like  some  of  nature's  sweetest  flowers, 
Rore  from  a  seed  of  tiny  sire. 
That  seemed  to  prondre  no  such  prise; 
A  transieot  visit  intervening, 
And  made  almost  without  a  meaning, 
(Hardly  the  eflect  of  inclination, 
Much  less  of  pleasing  expectation,) 
Produced  a  fiiendship,  then  begun, 
That  has  cemented  us  in  one; 
And  placed  it  in  our  power  to  prove^ 
By  long  fidelity  and  love, 
That  Sokxnon  has  wisely  spcAen, 
"Atfareefeldcordisnotsafmbreken.''    . 
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SONfl.* 

Whbn  all  witliiQ  b  peace, 

Ho^  Natun  weini  to  Anile! 
Delighta  that  never  oeaae, 

Tbe  live-kMig  da^  beguile.  ^ 
Fioxn  mom  to  dewy  eve, 

With  open  hand  she  ahowen 
Freeh  Ueannge  to  deceive," 

A2id  aooth^the  iilent  home.      ' 

It  IS  content  of  heart 

Gives  nature  pow^  to  please;  • 
The  mind  that  feels  no  smart, 

Enfiviens  all  it  sees:  ^ 

Can  make  a  vrintij  akj 

Seem  bright  as  smiling  May, 
And  evening's  closing  eye 

Am  peep  of  eariy  day. 

The  vast  majestic  globe, 

So^beanteonsly  arrayed 
In  Natue's  varioas  n^e  ' 

With  wondrous  skin  disj^yed, 
Is  to  a  HMHimei's  beait 

A  dreary  wild  at  beat; 
It  Unlters  to  depart,       / 

And  kmg<  to  be  al  le^ 


IBLICTSB  FBOM  AM  OOOABIl^NAL  POEM,  IMTITLBD 
TALEDIGtIOir.      . 

Ob  Friendahipl  Cordial  of  the  human  bnaal 
80  fittle  Ml,  so  fervently  professed! 
Thy  blossoms  deck  onrunsoqiecttng  yean; 
The  produee  of  delidoos  fhut  appears : 
We  hng  the  hopes  of  constancy  and  traih, 
Soefa  is  the  felly  of  our  dreaming  yoath  ; 
Batsoon^absl  detect  the  rash  nditake 
That  Hmgoine  inexperieBce  kves  to  make; 
And  view  with  tears  th' expected  harvest  kMt, 
Decayed  by  fhne^  or  withered  liy  a  feoi^ 
Whoever  ipidoKtikkes  a  friend's  great  part 
Should  be  renewed  in  nature,  pore  in.  heart,       \ 
Prepared  fer  maityrdem,  and  strong  to  prove 
AdMOsandwaystheferoeofgeni^love.      | 
He  may  be  called  to  give  up  health  and  gain, 
T'esefaango  eonlent  fer  trooble,  ease  fetr  pain, 
To  echo  ligh  for  si^,  and  groan  fer  groan, 
And  w«t  his  cheeks  with  sorrows  not  his  own^ 
The  haart  of  man,  fer  such  a  task  too  fra$ 
Wlmn  most  reBed  on,  la  most  sore  to  foil ; 


*  Witoa  at  the  nqoBA  of  Lid(7  i 


And,  sommoped  to  partake  its  fellovr's  wo, 
Starts  from  its  office,  like  a  broken  bow. 

Yotaiiea  of  tpsiness,  and  of -pIsBkine  piova 
Faithless  afike  mfiiBDd4iip  and  in  low. 
Retired  from  all  the  circles  of  die  gay. 
And  an  the  crowds,  that  bnatle  life  away, 
To  scenes,  where  competition,  envy,  strife, 
Beget  po  thnnd^rHclouds  to  trouble  life, , 
Let  me,  the  chaige  of  some  good  angel,  find 
One,  who  has  known,  and  has  escaped  mankind; 
Polite,  yet  virtuous,  who  has  brought  away 
The  mannersy'not  the  morals,  of  the  day : 
With  him,  .perhaps  with  her^  (fer  men  have  known 
No  firmer  fiiendshijps  than  the  feir  havo  shown,) 
Let  me  enjoy,  in  some  unthought^f  spot, 
All  feimer  friends  fergiven,  and  fergot^    ^ 
Down  to  the  ckioe  of  life's  fest  fifding  soen^ 
Union  of  hearts,  without  a  flaw  between. 
'Tie  grace,  )tia  bounty,  and  it  calls  fer  praise. 
If  jQod  give  health,  that  sundiine  of  our  days  1 
And  if  he  add,  a  bileaung  shared  by  few. 
Content  of  heart,  more  praises  still  are  due— 
But  if  he  grant  a  friend,  that  boofk  poenssed. 
Indeed  is  treasure,  and  crowns  aU  the  rest ; 
And  giving  one,  whose  heart  is  in  the  skies. 
Bom  fiNMu  aliove,  and  made  divinely  wise, 
He  gives,  what  bankrupt  nature  never  can. 
Whose  noblest  coin  is  light  and  brittle  man, 
Odd,  purer  fer  than  Ophif  over  knew,  j 

A  soul,  an  image  of  himself  and  therefore  troi.  / 


EPITAPH  ON  JOHNSON. 


Hus  Johnson  lie»--a  sage  by  all  aflowed. 
Whom  tohave  bred,  may  well  make  England  proud ; 
Whose  prose  was  ekquence,  by  wisdom  taught. 
The  graoefiil  veUde  of  virtuous  thought; 
.Whoke  verse  may  claim--gnive,  masculine,  and 

strong, 
Superior  praise  to  the  mere  poet's  song ; 
Who  i^iany  a  noble  gift  froi^^  Heaven  poesesseil, 
And  faith  at  last,  alone  worth  all  the  rest 
O  man,  immortal  by  a  doublp  prize. 
By  feme  on  earth^-4>y  gkny  in  the  skiesl 


TO  MISS 


ON  HER  BIRTH-DA  V 


llayr  many  between  east  and  vrest. 
Disgrace  their  parent  earth, 

Whose  deeds  ooostrain  us  to  detest 
The  day  that  gave  them  birthi 

Not  so  when  Stella's  natal  mom 
Revolving- months  restore, 

We  can  rejoioe  that  she  was  bora, 
'And  wish  her  bom  once  morA. 
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GAATITUDB* 

This  cap,  that  wo  ttehelj  appMSi, 

With  xOiboii-bofiiiid  taanlimldgli, 
Which  leemsb^r  ^  cmt  that  it  naia 

AwAaJdaoM.  of  bniahhig  the  d^ :  * 
Thia  cap  la  mj  amaai  1  cfwa, 

Sfca  gaw  it,  and  g«?6  ma  howda, 
Wieafched  iftto  Ut  elegant  bow, 

Tbaiibboiiinlhwfakiiitiatiad.    . 

Thii.  whMl-&o|ed  iM^W  <3baiz» 

CoBtiiTad  both  Ibr  toU  wul  npoae^ 
Wide  elbowed  tfnd  wadM  with  baii^ 

In  which  I  both  acribUa  and  doatv 
Bright  etudded  lo  dania  tiba  eya^ 

AndnvalinfaiitroofttMli  . 
In  whieh,  or  artionomy  lieai 

Fair  Cawinpaffc  ant;  . 

These  carpeti,,B0  soft  to  the  Toot, 

Caledonia's  tn£Bc  and  piide, 
O  spare  them  ye  knights  of  the  boot^ 

Escaped  from  a  croos-countty  ride. 
This  table  and  nunor  within, 

Secore  from  collision  and  dust^ 
At  which  t  oft  ahave  cheek  and  chi]^ 

And  periwig  nicely  a4iust : 

TtJs  noveaMd  atractaveof  soeirvea^ 

For  ita  beauty  admired  and  its  nae, 
And  chaiged  with  octavos  and  tweltea, 

The  gayeflt  I  had  to  pioduoa; 
Where,  flaming  in  scarlet  and  gold, 

Afjf  poaBBB  enchanted  I  view. 
And  hope,  in  due  time,  to  behold 

Afy  Iliad  and  Qdjaaey  too; 

This,  china,  that  decks  the  alcove, 

Whidi  here  people  can  a  buflbt, 
But  what  the  gods  call  it  above, 

Haa  ne'er  been  revealed  to  ua  yet; 
These  cnxtahM,  that  keep  the  room  waxni 

Orooel,  as  the  season  demands. 
These  atoves  that  Ibr  pinttera  and  ftrrn, 

Seem  the  labour  of  Muldber^i  hands: 

An  theau  are  not  half  Aat  i  ovto 

To  one  from  her  earliest  youth 
To  me  ever  ready  to  show 

Benignity,  fiasndahip^  and  Mih : 
For  time  the^lestreyer  dedaivd 

And  Iba  oC  ow  perishing  kini^ 
It  even  her  &ee  he  haaapand. 

Much  less  could  he  alter  her  nllnd. 

Thus  oompaased  about  with  the  gooda 
And  chattala  of  leisure  and  eaia, 

1  indulge  my  poetical  mooda 
In  many  such  fancies  as  these; 


And  fiaMte  I  ftar  thay  win  aeon— 
Poet'a  gooda  am  not  oAsnao  Ibe; 

The  poalB  iriU  vMisar  that  I  dream. 
Whep  I  amg  of  the  splendour  <]f  mine. 


THE  FLATTXKOwMfLU 

Whem  a  bar  of  pore  nlver,  or  ingot  of  gold, 
la  aent  to  be  flatted  or  vnonght  into  laqgAi 

Itia  passed  between  eyiindere  often  and  loUed 
In  an  engine  of  utmost  mechanical  strength. 

Thus  toitvred  and  aqpeezed,  at  last  it  appears 
Like  a  loose  heap  of  ribbon,  a  gUttering  show. 
Like  music  it  tinkles  and  rings  in  you  aais^ 
And,  wanned  by  the  pleasure,  ia  aU  iu  a  glow. 

Thia  proceaa  achisved,  it  is  doomed  to  aostain 

The  thump-aftei^thtfiBp  of  agoUbeatei'a  BBafleC, 
And  at  laat  js  of  servioa  in  dckneas  or  pima 
.    To  oovier  a  piU  fiv  a  delicate  palate. 

Alaafortbe  poetl  who daraa  undartaha 
To  urgcreformatian  of  natipnal  ifr— 

Hip  head  and  hk  heait  aiabeth  likely  In  ache 
With  the  double  enykympntofmalWtindmin 

If  he  wiah  to  bstnict,  he  ipust  leam  todeG|^ 
Smooth,  ductile,  and  even,  hia  fimcy  must  flow. 

Must  tinkle  mnd  glitter  like  gold  to  the  sight. 
And  catch  Jn  Us  iptogism  A  aenaible  glow. 

After  an,  he  must  beat  it  aathin  and  as  fine 
Aa  the  leaf  that  unftlds  what  an  invalid  awal- 
kwra, 

For  truth  is  unwelooiue,  however  divine, 
And  unless  you  adorn  it  a  nanaea  fellows. 


TO  MRS.  THROCKMORTON, 

ON  BCR  MttMSItWJh  TIUHacaiPT  OK  HORAGS's 

m  UBBOM  avmi. 

Maria,  ixmld  Horace  have  gueaasd 

What  honour  awaited  hia  ode. 
To  Ua  own  fittla  vehune  addressed, 

The  hsnoor  whioh  youhave  beitswad, 
Who  have'traoed  it  in  ffharacitiUi  hsn 

So  elegant,  even  and  neat, 
He  had  kughed  at  the  ottieal  MMei^ 

Whkh  he  aeenM  to  have  treinUed  t»  flMt 

And  snen  if  you  pleaaa  ha  had  said. 

A  iqnnpl^  ib^n  hereafter  juosi^ 
Who  sban  give  oe,  when  you  aia  9A4m^ 

The  gloiy  your  malice  daniaa, 
Shan  dignity  give  to  my  1^, 

Although  but  a  mere  bagatdle; 
And  even  a  poet  shaU  say, 

Nothing  ever  was  written  so  weU. 
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n  ■  ihii  ¥iiii  Iwhwiam  litwniM  inton  M^li  ihn  1 
^ntttMUtao—AoDo  179(1 

"  Mb  4eo^  fevolnKt,  M  iifttwe-dUtr^ 

The  acidplubd  vtom  «h«ll  tiwn^ 

With  PapUaB  tumAi  A  «kh  b^ 


■Bat|»«cgi4hA<i 
Etaped  firom  ^Mfttqfcue, 

Shall  raach  v^  iivfiga  ia  Ae  tomb, 
And  deep  aeewel^  Itea."^ 


3o  tajog,  ih  RomaB  tone  and  lityle, 
The  yofDthftil  baid,  ere  loiig 

Ofdained  to  grace  hia  native  ide 
With  her  BoblfaneBt  eoD^. 


WuQ  hMb  hot  ] 

Healing  tfiA  ted  1UBMe«t 
Of  wnilehM^ifio  have  da^ndiJiMfhiie 

Hie  diead  sepokhnl  Wfltl 

n  &TO  tte  haiids  that  heaved  the 
Where  Mateii'«  aabeiJay, 

That  trembled  not  togiaep  hie4ion» 
AnditealftAi'dDitaw^yl 

0  DWretctftedbaidl  n^/iett 

Thy  living  wocth  repaid, 
Afid  Umd  idolatRNiB  reapect 

Ai  xnnch  affiKmta  thee^lead. 


"TO  MBS.  Kma. 

IHiber  Und  Pmboi  to  Om  Aiiawr.  a  Fatdi-imk  OooDtor- 
pite  of  iMT  oWn  ncuudfl^ 

Tbb  Bazd,  if  e*er  he  feel  at  aO, 
Moat  sure  he  quickened  hy  a  call 

Both  on  hie  heart  and  head, 
To  pi^  wllh  tmefollhai^^he  can 
And  kindkMM  df  a  ladbr  fidr 

Who  deigne  to  deek  hk  bed. 

A  bed  like  thin,  in  andent  time, 
On  Ida*8  banen  top  aablime, 

(As  Homer'aEpic  ahowa) 
Cempoeed  of  sweetest  venial  'flowen, 
'VnthoDt  the  aid  of  aon  and  ihowen, 

For  Jove  and  Jvno  nse. 

Leas  heantiftil,  howeiwr  gay, 
la  that  which  in  Ihe  flboorefafaig  day 
Receives  the  waaiy  swain 


I  pao6  qcnwiuuiL 


»  ^Jt  '^' 


Who,  layii^hBS 
Sleeps  on  some 
Till  i^osedto  toil  agafai. 

What  btboun  of  theloomi  sefe! 
Looofe  BuarfNnisss  haw  greaned  ftr  me! 

Should  einty  maidsn  eome 
To  acnmble  ifer  the  patch  that  bean 
The  impress  ef  |he  sebe  she  wean, 

The  bell  would  toll  for  i 


And  oh,  what  httiae  woidd  enm! 
This  beightdiqpl4y  of  «««y  haa 

All  in  a  momsnl  flsdl 
As  if  a  stonn  should  strip  the  bowen    . 
Of  all  their  tendrils,  leaves,  and  ilowen— 

Each  pocketiiig  a  shred. 

Thanks,  then,  to  eveiy  gentle  fair 
Who  will  notcoDtetopeickniebare, 

As  bnd  ef  boROwed  leathei^ 
And  ihanlbB,  to  One^  abom  dion  al^ 
Xbe  gentle  For  of  Pealinibaa, 
^  Whe  pat  tfie  wMe  ti^aihet. 


THB  An)€ailRNT  OP  THE  POETA 

Two  nymphs,  both  nearly  of  an  age, 
Of  numeroQS  charms  possessed, 

A  warm  dispato  oDee^shaseed  to  wage, 
Whose  temper  was  the  best 

The  worth  of  each  had  been  complete, 

Had  both  aHh»  been  mild: 
But  one,  although  her^snile  was  sweet, 
.     Fniwiied  oftenerliuii  she  smiled. 
And  in  her  Iremoar,  vHianahe  fiewniad, 

Woidd  ndse  her -voloe  aad  loai^ 
And  shake  ^«i4th  fiiiy  to  the  graond 

The  gariand  ihal  she  mm. 

The  other  was  of  gentler  oast, 

From  aH  such  fien^  deax, 
Her  firowns  wen  seldom  koMm  to  last. 

And  never  proved  severe. 

To  poeto  of  renown  in  song 
The  nymphs  referred  the  cause. 

Who,  strange  to  tell,  all  judged  it  wrong, 
And  gave  misplaced  applause. 

They  genfle  called,  tiid  kind  and  ^Dft, 

The  flippant  and  the  eeold. 
And  though  she  changed  her  mood  «»«A, 

That  fidling  Teft  untold. 

No  judges,  sure,  wen  e^  wnad. 

Or  so  resolved  to  e»— 
In  short,  4lie  eharms  her  wtor  tori 

They  kvished  all  «•  km. 
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Thea  thus  the  gpd  wliott  fendly  tfaflj 

Thttr  gwwrt  hmiii^  call, 
Was  beaid,  <xie  genial  •mnmer'a  daj, 

To  leprimand  them  all: 

Since  thoa  ye  ha^  combined,''  ha  aaid, 
"  My  fiiTouzite  nymph  to  alight, 
Adorning  May,  that  peeviah  maid, 
With  June's  undoubted  right, 

'<  The  minx  ahall,  for  your  foO/a  aake, 

Still  prove  heraeif  a  ahnw^- 
SluJl  make  your  aaihUingiingen  adie, 

And  pinch  your  noaea  bins." 


EPITAPH 

ON  MB8.  M.  HIGOINS,  OF  WEaTON. 

L  AURELa  may  flouriah  round  the  oonquetor'a  tomb, 
But  hapi»eat  they,  who  win  the  worid  to  oome: 
BelieveiB  h&ve  a  aiknt  field  to  fight, 
And  their  exploita  an  Toled  Aom  human  aigfat 
They  in  aome  nook,  when  little  known  they 

dwell. 
Kneel,  pray  in  fkith,  and  rout  the  faoata  df  hell; 
Eternal  triumphs  craWn  their  ioila  dhide, 
And  all  thoaetriumphs,  Maxy,  now  an  thine. 


THE  RETIRED  CAT. 

A  PoET'a  Cat,  aedate  and  grave 
Aa  poet  well  could  wiah  to  have, 
Waa  much  addicted  to  inquire 
For  nooka  to  whkh  ahe  might  retire, 
And  when,  aeeun  as  mouse  in  chink, 
She  might  repose,  or  sit  and  think. 
I  know  not  when  ahe  caught  the  trick 
Natun  perhaps  heraeif  had  cast  her 
In  such  a  mould  mLOaopHiaoB, 
Or  eln  she  learned  it  of  her  master. 
Sometimes  ascending,  debonair. 
An  apple-tree,  or  lofty  pear. 
Lodged  with  convenience  in  the  fork. 
She  watched  the  gardener  at  hia  wofk; 
Sometimea  her  ease  and  solace  sought 
In  an  old  empty  vratering-pot. 
Then  wanCtog  nothing,  aave  a  fan, 
To  aeem  aome  nymph  in  her  aed^n, 
Appareled  m  ezactest  sort. 
And  nady  to  be  bo^ne  to  court 

But  love  of  change  it  seems  has  place 
Kot  only  in  our  witer  race ; 
Cata  alao  foel,  aa  well  aa  we. 
That  paaaon'a  force,  and  so  dad  she. 
Her  dimbing,  she  began  to  find. 
Exposed  her  too  much  to  the  wind, 


And  the  old  utensil  if  tin 
Waa  oold  and  eomfortlesB  within: 
She  tfaerefon  wished,  hMtead  of  thosB^ 
Some  place  of  men  aenne  repoae, 
When  neither  oold  might  oonae,  nor  air 
Too  rudely  wanton  will  her  hair. 
And  aou|^  it  in  the  likeliest  mode 
YHthin  bar  master's  am 


A  drawer  it  dianped,  at  bottom  fined 
"^nth  linen  of  the  aoftest  kind,    • 
With  such  as  merehants  introduce 
From  India,  for  the  hdiea'  xm; 
A  drawer  impending  o'er  the  rest, 
Half  open  in  the  topmost  chert, 
Of  depth  enough,  and  none  to  ipare, 
Invited  her  to  dumber  there; 
Puae  with  delight,  beyond  ezprenioo, 
SurviqyBd  the  scene  and  to<^poweerion. 
Recumbent  at  her  ease,  en  long. 
And  lulled  by  her  own  humdrum  aong, 
She  ksft  the  cane  of  lifo  behind, 
And  dept  as  she  would  sleep  her  lait, 
When  in  came,  houaewiifBly  inclined, 
The  chambermaid,  and  ahut  it  &it, 
By  no  mafignity  impelled, 
But  all  unopnsdous  whom  it  held. 

Awakened  by  the  ahock^  (cried  pov) 
'<  Waa  ever  cat  atteiided  thus! 
The  open  dravrer  was  left,  I  see, 
Merely  to  prove  a  nest  for  me. 
For  soon  aa  I  waa  weO  oompoied, 
Then  came  the  maid,  and  it  was  obned. 
How  smooth  these  Iberchiefo,  and  bow  fwertt 
Oh  what  a  delicate  retreat  1 
I  win  reaign  myself  to  rest 
Till  Sol  declining  in  the  west, 
ShaH  call  to  aupper,  when,  no  doubt, 
Suaan  will  come,  and  let  me  out" 

The  evening  came,  the  aun  deModad, 
And  puss  remained  still  unattended. 
The  night  rolled  tardily  away, 
(With  her  indeed  'twas  never  day) 
The  sprightly  mom  her  oooise  renewed, 
The  evening  gray  again  ensued. 
And  puss  came  into  mind  no  more. 
Than  if  entombed  the  day  before  *, 
With  hunger  pinched,  and  {Mnched  for  room, 
She  now  preaaged  approaching  doom. 
Nor  dept  a  angle  vrink,  nor  purred, 
Conadoua  of  jeopardy  incurred. 

That  night,  by  chance,  the  poet,  watehiogi 
Heard  an  inexpUcable  acratcMng; 
His  noble  heart  went  pit^-pat. 
And  to  himaelf  he  said—"  whaf  >  that  T 
He  drew  the  curtain  at  his  side, 
And  forth  he  peeped,  but  nothing  spied. 
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Yet,  by  Iu0  ear  directedjifbefsed 

Something  imprieoned  in  the  chest 

And,  doMbtfiil  what,  with  prudent  care 

ReiolTed  it  should  continue  there. 

At  length  a  voice  wUch  well  he  kneWj 

A  long  and  melancholy,  me^, 

Salutixig  his  poetic  ears, 

Consoled  him  and  dispelled  his  fears; 

He  left  his  bed,  he  trod  the  floor,  ^ 

He  'gan  in  ha«ke  the  dimwers  explore, 

llie  lowest  first,  and  without  stop 

The  rest  in  ordiv  to  th&Aop.. 

For 'tis  a  truth  weO  known  to  most, 

That  whatsoever  Mng  b  lost, 

We  s^k  it,  ere  it  come  tohght. 

In  e?ery  cranny  hut  the  prigfat 

Forth  skipped  the  cat,,  not  now  leplete 

As  errt  with  airy  sel^conceit, 

Nor  in  her  own  fond  o(»nprehsnsion, 

A  theme  fixr  all  the  woild'a  attentbn, 

Bat  modest,  sober,  cured  of  all 

Her  notions  hyperbolical, 

And'wishing  for  a  place  of  rest,, 

Anything  rather  than  a  chest 

Then  stuped  the  poet  into  bed 

Widi  this  reflection  in  hb  head. 

MOAAL. 


Bewaie  of  too  sublime  a  I 
Of  your  own  worth  and  consequenoe. 
The  man  vvho  dreams  himself  so  great, 
And  his  impoitance  of  such  weight, 
That  all  around  in  all  that's  done 
Most  move  and  act  for  him  alone. 
Win  team  in  school  of  tribulation 
The  foUy  of  his  expectation. 


TO  THE  NIGHTINGALE, 

WHICH  THE  4XnU0R  HEARD  SING  ON  NEW-TEAR's 
DAY. 

Whence  is  it,  that  amaxed  I  hear 

From  yonder  withned  spray. 
This  foremost  mom  of  all  the  year. 

The  melody  of  May  1 

And  why,  anoe  thousands  would  be  proud 

Of  sudi  a  favour  shown. 
Am  I  selected  from  the  oowd 

To  witness  it  alonel 

Sing'st  thou,  sweet  Philomel,  to  me, 

For  thai  I  also  long 
Hai«  practised  m  the  groves  like  thee. 

Though  not  like  thee  In  songi 
Or  ong'st  thou  rather  under  force 

Of  some  divine  ooounand, 
Commianoned  to  presage  a  oonrse 

Of  hapuicr  davf  at  handl 


Thrice  welcome  then!  for  many  a  long 

And  joyless  year  have  I, 
As  thou  to-day,  put  forth  my  song 

Beneath  a  wintry  rky. 

But  thee  no  wintry  skies  can  harm,  . 

Who  only  need'st  to  sing. 
To  make  e'en  January  charm, 

.And  every  I 


SONNET. 

TO  WILLIAM  WILBERFORCK,   ESO. 

Tht  country,  Wilberfoioe,  with  just  disdain. 
Hears  thee  by  cruel  men  and  unpious  called 
Frantic,  for  thy  zeal  to  loose  the  enthralled 

From  exile,  public  sate,  and  slavery's  chain. 
Friend  of  the  poor,  the  wnmged,  the  fotter- 
gaDed, 

Fear  not  test  lahour  such  as  thine  be  vain. 
Thou  hast  achieved  a  part;  hast  gained  the  eai 

Of.  Britain's  senate  to  thy  glorious  cause; 

Hope  smiles,  joy  springs,  and  though  cold  caution 
pause 
And  weav«  delay,  the  better  hour  is  near 
That  shall  remunerate  thy  toite  severe 

By  peace  for  Airic,  fenced  with  British  laws. 

Enj<^  what  tium  hast  won,  esteem  and  love 
From  all  the  just  on  earth,  and  all  the  blest  above. 


EPIGRAM. 

PRINTED  IN  THE  NORTHAMPTON  MERCURY. 

To  puriiy  their  wine  some  people  bleed 
'  A  lamb  into  the  barrel,  and  succeed; 
•No  nostrum,  planters  say,  is  half  so  good 
To  make  fine  sugar,  as  a  negro's  blood. 
Now  lanib*  and  negroes  both  are  harmless  things, 
And  thenoe  perhaps  the  wondrous  virtue  springs. 
'Tis  in  the  bteod  of  innocence  alone — 
Good  cause  why  plaiiters  never  try  their  own. 


TO  DR.  AUSTIN, 

OF  CECIL-STREET,  LONDON. 

AirsTiNl  accept  a  grateful  verse  firom  me, 
The  poet's  treasure,  no  inglorious  fee. 
Loved  by  the  Muses,  thy  ingenuous  mind 
Pleasing  requital  in  my  verse  may  fii^; 
Verse  oft  has  dashed  the  scythe  of  Time  i 
Immortaliang  names  which  else  had  died. 
And  01  could  I  command  the  glittering  wealth 
With  whkh  uck  kings  are  glad  to  pnrchaai 
health; 
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1  ladjr  Throckmanon. 


\^ii  truly  1  aivuie; 
Some  fatxae  dayth'  ffiasHwot  hsid 
Of  Him  who  nmdn  thM  i 
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I         Sliuiikl  Daphne  show  a  jealoua  ftown, 

And  envy  seize  the  bay, 
I        Affinning  none  ao  fit  to  aown 

Such  honoured  bcowa  as  they. 

Thy  canae  with  zeal  we  afaall  defend, 
And  with  convincing  power;  ' 
I         For  why  ahodd  not  the  Virginia  fkiend 
Be  crowned  with  virgin's  bower! 


TO  MY  COUSIN,  ANNE  BODHAM, 

ON  UCSITINO    FROM    HER  1    NET-WORK    PURSE, 
MADE  BY  BERSBLF. 

Mt  gentle  Anne,  whom  heretofore, 
When  I  vfaa  young,  and  thou  no  mote 

Than  plaything  for  a  nnne^ 
I  danced  and  fondled  on  my  knee, 
A  kitten  both  in  oze  and  glee, 

I  thank  thee  for  my  purae. 

Gold  pays  the  worth  of  all  thinga  here; 
But  not  of  love;— that  gem'k  too  deaf 

For  licheal  lognea  to  win  it; 
I,  thnefore,  ae  a  pcpof  of  love, 
Esteem  thy  preaent  for  above 

The  beet  thinga  kept  within  it 


TO  MRS.  UNWIN. 

'     Mart!  I  want  a  lyre  with  other  strings, 

Snch  aid  from  heaven  as  some  have  feigned  they 

drew. 
An  eloq[Qenoe  scarce  given  to  mortals,  new 
And  imdebased  by  praise  of  meaner  thinga,  . 
That  ere  throogh  age  or  wo  I  shed  my  wings, 
I  may  record  thy  worth  with  honoor  doe, 
In  veree  aa  mnsical  aa  thou  art  tme, 
And  that  immflrtaliiefl  whom  it  sings. 

!     But  tfa^haft  little  need.    TfaeraisabDok 

By  aerai^  writ  with  beams  of  heavenly  light, 
On  which  the  eyea  of  God  not  rarely  kxtk, 
A  chranicle  of  adioiui  just  and  bright ; 

1^  Then  an  thy  deede,  my  foithiul  Mary,  shine, 
And,  rinoe  thoa  own'st  that  praise,  I  spare  thee 


TO  WILUAM  HAYLEY,  ESO. 

Deae  aiehltect  of  fine  cbatbaitx  in  air. 
Worthier  to  stand  for  ever,  if  they  could, 
Than  any  built  of  stone,  or  yet  of  wood, 

For  bade  of  royal  elephant  to  bear! 

0  for  pennission  from  the  skies  to  shave. 
Much  to  my  own,  though  little  to  tiiy  good, 
With  thee  (not  subject  to  the  jeakma  mood!) 

A  paitaenhip  of  literary  ware! 

11  o  3 


But  I  am  bankrupt  now;  and  doomed  henoefoith 
To  drudge,  in  descant  dry,  on  others'  lays; 

Bards,  I  acknowledge,  of  unequalled  worth! 
But  what  is  oonunentator's  happiest  praispl 

That  hetiaa  ftimiahed  lig)its  for  other  eyes^ 
Which  they,  who  need  them,  use,  and  then  despise. 


ON  A  SPANIEL,  CALLED  BEAU, 

KILLING  A  TOUNO  BIRD. 

A  SPANIEL,  Beau,  that  fares  like  you, 

Well-fed,  and  at  his  ease, 
Should  wiser  be  than  to  pursue 

Each  trifle  that  he  sees. 

BxA  you  have  killed  a  tiny  bird. 

Which  flew  not  till  to^y, 
Against  my  orders,  whom  you  heard 

Forbidding  you  the  prey. 

Nor  did  you  kill  that  you  might  eat, 

And  ease  a  d6ggiih  pain, 
For  him,  though  chased  with  furious  heat. 

Yon  left  where  he  was  slain. 

Nor  vras  he  of  the  thievish  sort, 

Or  one  vTfaom  blood  allures, 
But  innocent  was  all  his  sport 

Whom  you  have  torn  for  yours. 

My  dog!  what  remedy  renudnS) 

Since,  teach  you  all  I  can, 
I  see  you,  after  all  my  pains^ 

So  much  resenible  inant 


BEAU»S  REPLY. 

Sir,  when  I  flew  to  seiie  the  bird 
In  spite  of  your  command, 

A  loodfer  vmoe  than  yours  I  heard, 
And  harder  to  withstand. 


You  cried— forbear— but  in  my 
A  mightier  cried^-piooeed — 

Twaa  Nature,  sir,  whose  strong 
Impelled  me  to  the  deed. 

Yet  much  as  nature  I  lespeet, 
I  ventured  onoe  to  break, 

(As  you  perhaps  may  leeoUect) 
Her  pncept  for  your  sake; 

And  when  your  linnet  on  a  dny, 

Passmg  his  prison  door. 
Had  fluttered  all  hui  strength  aifay, 

And  panting  pressed  the  floor) 
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WcA  knowing  him  a  MCied  thing, 
Not  dettinod  la  n:^  tooUn 

I  on^  kined  his  ruffled  wing^ 
And  licM  the  IoaUmw  inioakh. 

L«i  my  obedience  <A«ii  excuee 

My  diflpbedieooe  now^ 
Nor  eome  reproof  yoiUBelvee  refuee 

From  your  aggrieved  bow*wow; 

If  kilfing  hods  be  each  a  erine^ 
(Which  I  can  hanlly  see,) 

What  think  you,  or,  ofklllii^  Tine 
With  Tene  addreesed  to  mel 


TO  MARY; 

The  twentieth  year  it  well  nigh  past, 
Since  our  first  ^y  was  oveicast, 
Ah  would  that  this  mtglit  be  the  lastt 

MyMaiy!" 

Thy  spixits  have  a  fiinter  flow, 
1  see  them  daily  weaker  grow— — ^ 
'Twas  my  distieai  thai  brou^  thee  knr 

Thy  needles,  once  a  shining  store, 
For  my  sake  restless  heietofoie, 
Now  rust  disused,  and  shine  no  more, 

MyMaryl 

For  tfiough  thou  gladly  wouldst  ftiUU 
The  same  kind  office  for  me  still, 
Thy  nght  now  seoondi  not  thy  wiD, 

MyMaiy! 

But  wen  thou  piayd*st  the  housewife's  pArt, 
And  all  thy  threads  with  magb  ait. 
Have  wound  t&eraselves  about  this  heart, 
MyMaiyl 

Thy  indistinct  expressions  seem 
Like  language  uttered  in  a  dream; 
Yet  me  they  charm,  whatever  the  theme, 
MyMaiy! 

rhy  silver  locks  once  auburn  bri^t, 
Are  still  more  lovely  in  my  nght 
Than  golden  beams  of  orient  light. 

My  Mary! 

FoTfould  I  view  nor  them  nor  thee. 
What  nght  worth  seeing  oould  I  seel 
The  «un  wouU  rise  fai  vain  for  roe, 

MyMaiyi 

Partakers  of  thy  sad  dedma^ 
Thy  hands  their  little  fimse  ieagi| ; 
Yet  gently  prest,  pms  gently  mine, 

MyMazy! 


Such  feebleness  ef  limbs  thou  prov'tt, 
That  now  at  eveiy  step  thou  mov'st^ 
Upheld  by  two,  yet  still  thou  lov'st, 

MyMaiyl 

And  stiQ  lo  tove,  thoc^lL  piest  wilb  iU, 
In  wintry  age  to  M  noohUH, 
With  me  k  to  be  bvely  itill. 

MtyMaiyl 

But  ah!  byconstaatheedlknow. 
How  oft  the  sadness  that  I  show, 
Transforms  thy  smiles  to  looks  of  wo, 

MyMaiy! 

And  should  my  future  k)t  be  cast 
With  much  resemblance  of  the  past, 
Thy  worn-out  heart  will  bree^  at  last, 

My  Maiy ! 


ON  THE  ICE  INLANDS, 

SEEN  FLOAT  we  W  THE  CIERIUV  OCEAK. 

WaiT  portents,  fiom  that  distant  region,  ride. 
Unseen  till  now  hi  ours,  the  astonished  tide  1 
In  ages  past,  old  Proteus,  vrith  his  droves 
Of  wacahes,  sought  the  mbuntains  and  the  groves. 
But  now,  descending  whence  of  late  they  stood, 
Themselves  the  mountains  seem  to  rove  the  flood. 
Dire  times  vrere  they,  fulMiaiged.  with  human 


And  these,  scarce  lev  calamitous  than  those. 
What  view  we  now  1  More  wondrous  still  1  Be- 
hold! 
Uke  burnislied  brass  they  shine,  or  beaten  gold ; 
And  all  around  the  pearl's  pure  splendour  show, 
And  all  around  the  ruby's  fieiy  glow. 
Come  they  from  India,  where  the  burning  earth, 
All  bounteous,  gives  her  richest  treasures  bixth ; 
And  where  the  costly  gems,  that  beam  around 
The  brovfs  of  mighlieBt  potentates,  aie  fbuad  1 
No.    Never  such  a  countleBsdasUng  store 
Had  left,  unseen*  the  Ganges'  peopled  shore. 
Rapadous  haads>  andevei^watchfiil  eyes, 
Should  sooner  far  have  marked  and  seixed  the 

prize. 
Whence  sprang  they  then  1  Ejected  have  they  oome 
From  Ves'vius',  or  from  ^Etna's  burning  wombi 
Thus  shine  they  self4ll«aMd,  or  but  display 
The  borrowed  splendours  of  a  cloudless  day  1 
With  borrowed  beams  they  shine.    The  gales, 

thatbieatha 
Now  landward,  and  the  current's  force  beneath, 
Have  borne  them  nearer :  and  the  nearer  sight, 
Advantaged  more,  contemplates  them  aright 
Their  lofty  summits  crested  high,  they  show, 
With  mingled  sleet,  and  long-incumbent  snow. 
The  rest  is  ice.    Farhenoe,  where  most,  sevei^ 
Bleak  vrinter  well-nigh  saddens  all  the  year 
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Their  inftttl  gMVHik  b^guk    H^ 
Thfiffimofiiiiik  ft/tiBBj  portculoQi'iii'Oitf'c^M^ 
Oft  M  damotnd  hf  tnoaeat  mbB}  f^mtm 
Left  tfaA  talldtS;  to  Jdii  thA-tod  M««f>t 
He  canght)  and  coidled  wttik «  fteerf^g'lilii*' 
The  camnt,  ete  it  naciied  th»bcNmdleM  wute. 
By  fliow  deipeei  uproae  tha  woi^diouft  pile, 
And  kag  suooeodve  ag^s  rolled  the  wUk ; 
Till,  oeaadeai  in  its  gzowth,  it  claimed  to  ataod, 
Tall  as  ita  iiTal  mouBtaina  on  the  land, 
Thnsstood, and  unremoveable by  ^ill, 
Or  fiiloe  of  man^bad  stood  the  stmctum  atill; 
Bat  that,  though  firmly  fixed,  supplanted  yet 
By  preMUie  of  its  own  oasrinoos  weight, 
It  left  the  flfaelTing  beaclt7«^>  ^^  asoond 
That  shook  the  bdlowing  waves  and  rocks  azonnd 
Self-lannched,  and  siviitty^  to  the  briny  wcve^ 
As  If  instiiict  with  stmigdesivs  to  ]|a*6, 
Down  went  the  ponderoofrttass.    80  buds  <tf  old, 
How  Ddos  swam  th'  JEgsan  deep,  have-tnld. 
BntnotofioewailMos*    0elosbose 
Heib,  fruit,  aad^flotset.  She,  esowned  with  lamel, 

wove, 
Even  under  wintiy  skies;  asuaunsrflnAs; 
And  Ddos  was  Apollo's  fayourito  isle. 
But,  honid  wonderen  of  the  deiep,  to  yon, 
He  deems  dnunerian  darimeas  only  due. 
Your  hated  birth  he  ddgned  not  to  survey. 
But,  scomlbl,  tiirned  his  glorious  eyes  away. 
Hence !  se^  yoor  home,  nor  longer  rashly  daxe 
Tbsdaito  of  Phoebns,  and  a  softer  ^; 
Lest  ye  regret j  too  late,  your  native  ooas^ 
In  no  coD^nial  gttif  fi>r  ever  loetr 

THE  CASTAWAT. 

Odscctrest  night  iavjolved  the  d^; 

Th'  Atlantic  billows  xofaed. 
When  BDch  a  destined  wretch  as  I, 

Washed  headkiDg  jfrom  on  boaidy 
Of  fiiends,  of  hopes,  «f  aU  beseftj- 
His  floaiting  home  kt  ever  left. 

No  braver  cUef  Goold  Albion  boast, 

Than  he,  with  whom^we  went^ 
Nor  ever  ahip  left.  AHnoo'siOMSt^ 

With,  wanaef  wishes  smt  . 
He  loved  them  both,  but  both  in.vain, 
Nor  him  beheld^  nor  hwsjsin^ 

Not  long  beaeafii  flie  wlHlBiIng  brfiMi, 

Expert  to  swim  hs  lay ; 
Nor  soon  he  felt  his  straoigth  declinei 

Or  eoorager  die-aiwi^; 
But  vroged  wiA  de«di  &  lasting  steifiii 
Siipported by  dsspaivof  liik 

He  shouted ;  nor  hirftiends  had'fidhd 

To  dieck  the  vesad's  conse,  ^ 
But  so  the  ftuioos  blast  prevailed; 

That,  pilikss,  perlbrce, 


They  left  tfnfr  otiteasi  maftrbettnd, 
And  seodded  sUft  MbMr  tte  tiiBd. 


Some  snooonr  yet  thfej  ctndd  afianA^ 
And,  such  as  stonns  allow, 

The  cask,  tbs  cdep^  th*  ilbMed  eaii^ 
Debyed  not  to  bsMow; 

Bat  he(they  kMw)  nr  dUp  Mrihni, 

Whato'er  they  gave^  dmld  viiit  oMMk 

Nor,  cmel  asit  ssoasd,  ooaU  bSj 
Their  haste  hiiMsIf  oMidMii, 

Aware  that  fii|^  ineoch  a.ssa| 
Alone  could  ressM  them-^  . 

Yet  bitter  ielt  it  still  to  die 

Deserted  and  his  ftieiiisMriiigh. 

He  long  surviresi  who  lives  an  hoar 

In  ocean  self-upheld : 
And  80  long  he,  with  unspent  power 

His^asstiiBgrisp^lsd; 
Ahd ever  as  the  minutesflew, 
Entreated  help,  ovoied— '^AdMAP 

At  length,  his  tra&sieift  respfito  pest. 

His  comnde^  wlio  befiue 
Had  heard  his  voice  in  eveiy  blast. 

Could  catch  the  sound  no  more. 
For  then,  by  toil  subdued,  he  <kank 
The  stifling  wave,  and  then  he  sanL 

No  poet  wept  him:  but  the  page 

Of  navralive  Mnoefe^ 
That  tells  hie  name,  his  worth,  his  age. 

Is  wet  with  AnaonWtsKii 
And  team  bf  bacidr  or  henasMdisd' 
AJike  iminortaliia  the  .dead. 

I  thereibiepitipofe  m)t,.Qr  dream. 

Descanting  an  his  fiOe, 
To  give  the  melancholy  theme 

A  more  endttringdaitoi 
But  ndseiy  stall  deKghtsto»ftM» 
Ito  'swUaBse  in  iMWJhoff'ircaae. 


No  voice  divine  the  stsnn  allayed. 

No  light  propitious  shooej' 
When,  snatched  firom  all  efifectuaTaid, 

We  perished  each  alone: 
Bnt  I  beneath  a  rougher  sea,  . 
And  whelmed  in  deeper  gulfii  than  lie. 


EvBxmUXtmiM  torn  tTfnceiit  Hhaxnt 


1.  THE  GfLOW-WORM. 

BsRBATB  tho  hedge,  or  near  the  stMam, 
A  WORD  IS  known  to  stra^  ] 

That  shows  by  night  a  ludd  1 
Whieh  disappears  by  day. 
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DMpatM  have  bMo,  and  idlL  ptcfail, 
From  whence  hie  nji  prcK^ ; 

Some  gtfe  that  honoar  to  hk  tall^ 
AndotbeiitohiilMd. 

But  thie  kwm>- the  hand  of  night,     s 

That  kindlee  iq>  ttia  ikiai, 
Qbei  him  a  modiwim  o£  li^ 

Pxopoitianad  to  hii  aae* 

Per^pB  uidii]gcait  Nature  meaaft, 

By  roeh  a  kmp  heitoweii, 
To  bid  the  tiaireller,  at  he  went, 

Be  caiefol  whore  he  trad : 

Nor  cnaA  a  woim,  wlioee  neeftil  lij^ 
Mi^  eenre,  however  iman,  . 

To  show  a  stombfing-etone  by  night|    * 
And  eave  him  finm  a  fiJL 

Whatever  ihe  meint,  thif  tnidi  fifine 

Is  kgiUe  and  plain, 
'Tb  power  ahtugfaty  Inds  him  dune, 

N<Hr  bide  him  ehine  in  vein. 

Ye  proud  and  wealthy,  let  thie  theme 
Teach  hnmbler  thooghta  to  yon, 

Since  euch  a  reptile  hae  ita  gem, 
And  boasti  Ua  splendour  too/ 


II.  THE  JACKDAW. 

Thsrb  is  a  bird,  who  by  hia  ooai^ 
And  by  the  hoaneneai  of  hie  note, 

Might  be  aappoaed  a  crow; 
A  great  frequenter  of  the  church, 
Wlwre  Uahc^Iike  he  finaa  a  perch, 

And  dormitofy  tea  . 


Above  the  ateeple  alunea  ^  phle, 
That  tuma  and  toma,  to  indicate 

From  what  point  blows  the  weafliflr. 
Look  up— your  braina  begin  to  ^win^ 
nna  in  the  dooda— that  pleaaea  him, 

He  chooaea  it  tfa^  rather. 

Fond  of  the  apeeulative  iie^ 
Thither  he  wings  hia  airy  flight. 

And  thence  aeeurely  aeea 
The  bnatle  and  the  rueeahow 
That  occijjpy  mankind  bebw 

Secure  and  at  hii  eaae. 

Yon  think,  no  doubt,  he  aits  and  moMi 
On  future  bn^en  bonea  and  bruiaea, 

If  he  should  chance  to  fiJl 
No;  not  a  aingle  thought  like  that 
Eaqilq3|i  hia  phihMophio  pate, 

OrtroubleaitatalL 


He  eaea  that  tl^  great  roondaboot, 
The  world,  with  all  its  mat^  rao^ 

Church,  anoy,  phyaic,  Uw, 
Ita  cualoma,  and  its  bmrineai, 
U  no  oonoem  at  all  of  hia, 

And  aaysT-what  aays  he.i— Caw. 

Thxice  happy  bird!  Itoo  have  seen 
Much  of  the  vanities  men; 

And,  sick  of  having  seen  'erii, 
Would  cheerfully  tbese  limbs  reaigo 
For  such  a  pair  of  wings  as  thine, 

And  such  a  head  between  'em. 


IIL  THE  CRICKET. 
LiTTLB  inmate,  full  of  ^iith, 
-  Chiiping  on  my  kiftoheQ  hearOu 
Whnrasoe'er  be  thine  abode,  - 
Always  haibing^  of  good, 
Pay  mo  for  thy  wann  retreat 
With  a  aong  more  aoft  and  sweety 
In  return  thou  shalt  receive 
Sudi  a  atrain  as  I  can  give. . 


Thus  thy  praise  shall  be  ezpresseA 
Inoflfensive,  welcome  guest!  • 

While  the  rat  is  on  th^  eoout, 
And  the  mouae  with  cuiioua  snout,  ^ 
With  what  vermin  else  infest 
Every  dish,  and  spoil  the  best. 
Frisking  thus  before  the  fire, 
Thou  best  all.thine  hea^a  deairB. 

Thou^  in  voice  and  shape  they  be 
Formed  as  if  akin  to  thee^ 
Thou  Burpassest,  happier  for, 
Hapfiiert  graashopperB  that  are,^ 
Thein  ia  but  a  aummer^  WQgi' 
Thine  endurea  the  winter  k>ng, 
Unimpaired,  and  ahrill,  and  deal, 
Melody  throughout  the  year. 

^either  night,  nor  dawn  of  day, 
'  Puts  a  period  to  thy  play: 
Sing  then-HUid  extend  thy  spaa 
Far  beyond  the  date  of  man. 
*  Wretched  man  wfaoae  years  are  ap^ 
I  In  repining  discontent, 
iLives  not,  aged  though  be  be, 
;  Half  a  apan,  oooqiared  with  theeu 


IV.  THE  PARROT. 

In  painted  plumee  superbly  dreaaed, 
A  native  of  the  gorgeooa  east, 

By  many  a  biUow  toaaed, 
PoD  gains  at  length  the  British  shon^ 
Part  of  the  captain's  precious  store, 

A  present  to  his  toast 
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Bcfindat  maidb  aia  toon  pgeAned, 
To  teadi  famr  ii0>«r  Old  thfln  a  woid, 

Ai  PoQ  can  mafltar  it; 
But  Hit  her  own  important  chasge, 
To  qualify  him.  more  at  laijge, 

And  make  1^  quite,  a  wit . 


SireetPollI  hie  doating  nnatreM  oie^ 
Sweet  PoQl  the  mhnic  biid  xepSeef    ^ 

And  caDs  aloud  for  aadt 
She  next  inatroCts  him  in  the  'tim; 
Tk  now  ^  little  one,  like  Miai,    . 

And  now  a  hidaity  imack. 

At  fint  he  aims  at  what  he  hean; 
And  listening  doae  with  hoth  hb  ean, 

Just  catches  at  Uie  soond; 
But  soon  aitkalates  afend, 
Mnch  to  tfa'.amnsemmt  of  the  crowd, 

And  stons  the  neighboon  loond. 

A  qnehiloQs  old  woman's  voice 
His  hmnoroos  talent  next  employs; 

He  ooolds,  and  gives  the  lie. 
And  now  he  sings,  and  now  is  aicfc, 
Here,  SaS^,  Susan,  eomej  eome  quick, 

Poor  PeUk  like  to  die! 

Befinda  and  her  bird !  'tis  rare 

To  meet  with  such  a  well-matched  peir, 

The  language  and  the  tone, 
Eaoh  cbazMter  in  evecjr  part 
Sustained  with  so  mneh  graoe  and  art,. 

And  both  ini 


When  children  firiit  be^  to  spell, 
And  stammer  out  a  syllable. 

We  tiunk  them  te&ras  creatures} 
ButdiflSculdes  soon  abate, 
When  biids  are  to  be  taught  lo  psile. 

And  women  axe  the  teachers. 


V.  THE  THRAGIAN. 

Tbbacun  parents,  at  his  birth, 
Moom  their  babe  with  many  a  tear, 

But  with  undissembled  mirth 
Place  him  bnathless  on  lus  bier. 

Gieeoe  and  Rome,  with  equal  scorn, 

'  O  the  BKvagesf  exdaim, 
'  Whether  they  rejoice  or  moom, 

Well  entitled  to  the  namel' 

But  the  canse  of  ihii  concern, 
And  thb  plessure  would  tfaey  trMe, 

Even  thejB^gfat  somewhat  learn 
From  tile  savages  of  Thraoe. 


VI.  RECIPROCAL  EINDNEBS. 

THS  PRiKiRT  LAW  OF  NITUSB. 

ARDEOCLur  ftom  his  injured  lord,  in  dread 

Of  faistant  deMfa»  to  lilt's  desert  fled. 

Tiled  with  Us  taflsame  flighty  and  paiehed  with 

He  sped,  at  length,  a  cavern's  cod  reti6«t; 
But  scarce  had  given  to  rest  his  weary  fiame 
When  faugest  of  his  kind,  a  &»  came: 
He  roared  approaching:'  but  the  savage  din 
To  plaintive  ninminrB  chuged,  armned  within, 
And  with  'expressive  looks  Us  lifted  paw 
Presenliiig,  dd  implored  from  whom  he  saw. 
The  fiigitive,  thvoqgfa  tsnor  at  a  stand,     ' 
Dared  not  awhile  afford  his  trembling  hand, 
But  bblder  grown,  at  length  inheient  found 
A  pointed  thorn,  and  drew  it  from  the  wound. 
Tl^  cure  vras  wrought;  he  wiped  the  sanioos 

l*)od. 
And  Arm  and  free  from  paiki  the  Bon  stood. 
Again  he  seeks  the  wilds,  and  day  by  day, 
Regales  his  inmate  with  the  parted  prey. 
Nor  he  disdains  the  dole,  though' unprepared. 
Spread  on  the  ground,  vid  with  a  lioQ  ehared. 
But  thusio  live    still  k)st    sequestered  still-* 
Scares  seetaied  hiskml's  ievenge  aheavier  iO. 
Homel  native  home!  O  mighthe  but  repairl 
He  must^-^  win,  though  death  attmids  him 

there.' 
He  goes,  and  doomed  to  perish,  on  the  sands 
Of  the  flill  theatre  u^iitied  stands: 
When  lot  the  self-same  hon  from  his  cage 
Flies  to  devour  him,  frmiahed  ihto  rage. 
He  flies,  but  viewing  in  his  purposed  prey 
The  man,  his  healer,  pauses  on  his  way, 
I  And  softened  by  lemembianoe  into  sweet 
And  Und  eomposure,  orooehee  at  UsiBet 

Mute  with  astonislinMnt  th'  aseemUy  g«ie: 
Butwhy,  ye  Romans'}  Whence  your  mute  amaaset 
All  Ufls  is  natural:  nature  bade  hiiii  lend 
An  enemy;  ahe  bids  him  ^aie  a  friend. 


Vn.  A  MANUAL. 

Kan  sadant  Uiaa  Am  Art  of  Prindoe;  and  not  to  be 
aqyOMalqgiM. 

Tbbu  is  a  book,  which  we  may  call 

(Its  excellence  is  such) 
Alone  a  library,  though  small ; 

The  ladies  thunib  it  much. 


Words  none,  things  numerous  it  oontainst 
And,  things  with  words  compared. 

Who  needs  be  told,  that  Has  nis  brains, 
Which  meritu  most  regard? 


Iwiiyi  la 
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Ofttimes  ite  leatM  cf  Mulet  bus 

And  opeDed,  it  dispUjv  to  view 
Ttrchpeptt^flittliemoit  . 

Jnot  nuM^  tKV  tMB|  ilinpsd'iifllilDflf 

j&jdoBMi  his  41)10  fiMi:« 
But  all  within  'tis  licUy  linAJ, 

AmMBWsfaft 


ThA  wUlHt  lia^/ibat  I 
CMLviiitinitlMfidr 

P— iiiJtfaKjair 
As  wil^  AiniMrti  cue. 


Thence  ii^taMBte  «fewj  ite, 
A«d  Ibiiiiid  AriwiaBi  w^ 

(They  Aeed  but  to  ooanilt  ti)dr  i^) 
Tfaegr  Miditj  yndwei 

The  faugeat  and  the  longest  kmd 
Phhbb  the  fifijiwi*  pecei 

A  soit  oMHt  needed  by  the  Ubd, 
Or  oeeify  mch  lion  AgiL 


The  lQn.ehM«ed  lM<  whfieh 
.FMsenls»  in  fapfht  amy, 

The  smete  snt,  which  ni^ 
Kokqivto  so  blind  M  they. 


The  third,  the  foozth,  the  fifth  supply 

What  their  oeoasnieiMk,  ^ 
Whowithajm 


Bnt  4iU  wfiih  ifgulir  desiwMe 
FrocnaietoffMllMyiUI, 
In  vnKjhaipnm  lass  and  less; 

ThshNt«nliMiof^ 

01  iiliirkeftmdefgerfiiSypeBt 
la  nanow  ipaee^is  here4 

This  vdiune's  method  and  intonl 
How  hmdnons  and  vfleor! 


It  leaves  no  leader  at  aloes 
Or.  posed,  wlueser  reads: 

No  commentator's  tedktas  gloM, 
SlervDiBfaklsK] 


Search  Bcdiay's  nw^  thounnds  o'^, 
Nor  book  is  treasixed  U|ere, 

Nor  yet  in  Qranta's  nQmeraus  atani, 
That  may  wi|b  this  flompam. 

Not  BsvalnpBs  in  slither  heit 

Of  this  vae  ever  seen, 
Or,  ^At  oontooto  could  jaafly  bsafl^ 

So  brilliant  anu  eo  Mar. 


▼UL  Mf  EWIOMA. 

A  Nbidlk  smell  as  amajl  can  be» 
In  bdk  and  vse  supasses  me^ . 

Nor  is  my  purchase  dear; 
For  little,  and  almost  for  nanght, 
A«  SMiqr  of  my  JUnd«re  bof^ 

As  days  aite  in  th^  year* 

Vet  thoiigh  but  Uttfe  use  we  boatft. 
And  are  prqcured  at  tttde  cost, 

The  labour  is  not  ligh^ 
Nor  few  aztiiioerB  it  udcs, 
All  skillul  in  thdr  ieveral  tasks, 

To  fiiisMon  US  aright 

One  fbees  QMtel  o'er  the  fire, 
A  second  drews  it^nto  wire, 

Th^  sheen  another  pKss, 
Who  dips  in  kaglfae  the  bna 
For  him,  who,  chafing  eveiy  thrsad, 

GKtee  all  an  equal  rizfi. 

A  filth  prepares,  ezaict  and  levnd, 
The  bMbwUhwhieh  it  miMt  becmrn^; 

His  ibUower  makes  itlre^: 
And  with  hii  miUet  and  his  fls 
To  diape  the  point  opploys  awhile 

The.«erenth  and  the  last. 

Now,  thenfiae,  OBdipns!  (ftedaoBD 
What  creature^  wanderful  and  lar^ 

AfBOoessthatobtahM 
Its  purpose  with  eo  mnoh  ado. 
At  la«t  produces!— -tell  me  true, 

And  take  me  for  your  pains  f 


IX.  WARaOWS  SELF*XK>MEST1- 
CATED. 

IK  TBIKITT  OOLLEOB,  CllCBRIDOI. 

NONB  erer  shared  the  sodal  foast, 
Or  as  an  huMto  or  a  guest, 
Beneath  the  oelebnied  dooie, 
Where  (mce  Sir  Isaac  had  his  home, 
Who  saw  not  (and  with  some  delight 
Perhaps  he  viewed  the  novel  sight) 
How  numerous,  at  the  tables  then, 
The  sparrows  b^  their  daily  U», 
For  there,  in  eveiy  nook  and  oeU, 
.    Where  audi  a  fomfly  may  dweD, 
Sure  as  the  vernal  season  cones 
Their  nests  they  weave  in  hope  of  cnimfi% 
Which  kincUy  given,  may  aerve,  ^th  M 
Coavcuient,  their  unfoathered  breed; 
And  oft  as  with  its  suinsaouit  dear, 
The  warning  beO  salutes  the  ear,  ' 
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Ssgadods  llflttiaii  te  ttie  Mmi^, 
They  Mk  A«in  all  th«  fieMi  ttMmttd, 
To  reach  Che  hoapilaUe  kiall, 
Nate  1B6M  «nMtt2v6  to'thd  call, 
AzriTodf  tta  pcfifeionat^  bamli 
Hopping  vtA  daiffScngt  dose  at  hftttd, 
SoliaH  whiyt'tttsy  aoon  reeeho, 
The  apiinUed,  i^nUsons  dertathv. 
Thw  k  a  mhitadb,  thoogh  kffge, 
SttppMrtad  yt  a  ttfvial  chaigo  j ' 
A  afaigle  doit  woidd  dvarpay 
Th'  ezpeildlKlfe'ttf  «vMy  day, 
And  who  o«n  ghidgd  io  smaH  a  grass, 
To  floppliaiili)  naft^  of  the  place. 


X.  FAMILIARITY  DANOEEOUS. 

As  in  her  ancient  mifltreae'  lap 

The  youthiiil  tabby  Uy,, 
They  gave  each  gther  many  a  tap, 

Ahke  diapoaed  to  play. 

Bm  afcrilb  enenea.    IV>a  waaeea  wai^ 

A^d  with  protruded  clawa 
IHooghs  all  the  length  of  Lydia'a  am, 

Mere  wantonness  the  tiauae.         •  / 


U^ 


At  onoe,  resentfiil  of  the  deed, 
She  ahalna  her  to  the  fpfoond, 

With  Dmny  a  threat  that  ahe  ahaM 
With  atifl  A  deeper  wotoid. 

0at|  Iiiycua,  Dia  Chy  nify  Mit} 
It  waa^  vernal  itroke; 

For  ahe  that  will  with  kittena  jest, 
Should  bear  a  IdUen'a  joke. 


XL  INVITATION  TO  THE  RED- 
BREAST. 

SwsBT  biid,  whoa  the  winter  oenatraini^^ 

And  seldom  another  k  oaiH^ 
To  aeek  a  retreat,  while  he  reigna, 

In  the  weD  ahetteied  dweUinga  of  OMui. 
Who  neirer  can  teem  to  hitnide, 

Tho*  in  all  ptaoea  eqnaiy  ftea, 
Come,  aft  aatbe  aeaion  ia  rada^ 

Thoa  ait  sore  to  be  welcome  to  me. 

At  sight  of  tUa  frit  ftefale  say, 

That  pietcea  the  donda  of  the  aaat, 
To  iavaigie  thee  every  day 

My  windows  ahall  ahow  thee  a  feast 
For,  tanght  by  eriterienoa,  I  know 

Thee  mindM  of  benefit  long; 
And  th«t,  tenkM  ftr  aH  1  bestow,  < 

Thoa  wQt  pay  me  with  many  a  aong. 


Then»  aoon  as  the  swell  ot  the  buds 

Beqpeaks  the  renewal  of  spring, 
Fly  hence,  if  thou  wih,  &  the  woods, 

Or  whe^  It  shall  pleato  theertoamg: 
And  ahooldst  thoii,  compelled  by  a  fiost, 

Come  again  to  my  window  or  door, 
Doubt  not  im  affectionate  host, 

Only  pay  as  thoa  pay'dst  me  before. 

Thus  moaic  must  needs  be  confest, 

To  flow^m  a  fountain  above ; 
Else  How  'ijhould  it  work  in  the  Breast 

Unchangeable  fiiendship  and  love ! 
And  who  on  the  globe  can  be  Ibund, 

Save  yoar  generation  and  oun,    . 
That  can  be  deKghted  by  sowmd, 

Or  boasta  any  n^usical powftal 


XII.  QTRADA'S  NIGHTINGALE. 

The  Shepherd  touched  his  teed;  sweet  PUIoinel 
Essayed,  and  oft  assayed  to  catch  the  strain, 

And  treasuring,  as  on  her  ear  they  fell, 
The  numbeiB,  echoed  note  fiitnote  again. 

The  peevish  youth,  vvho  ne'er  had  found  befere 
A  rival  of  his  skill,  indignant  heard. 

And  soon,  (fi>r  various  was  his  tuneful  store) 
In  joftier  toma  defied  the  simple  bird. 

She  dared  thcr  task,  and  ridng,  as  be  rose, 
With  all  the  force,  that  passion  gives,  inspired, 

Return^  the  somulB  awhile,  but  in  the  dose, 
Exhausted  fell,  and  at  his  feet  expired. 

Thus  strength, not  skill; prevailed.'    O&talstrife 
By  thee,  poor  soqgstiWi,  pbyibOy  begm; 

And,  O  aad  vkjtoiy,  whick  eost  tl^  fife, 
And  he  mi^  wish  that  be  had  ifes«er  won! 


XIII.  ODfi 


oir  TUR  tt£tBOp  A  hior^  ' 

Who  Hved  ODA  hundred  ywii^  snd  dM  aaUf  birthday,  179a 

'    AwciENT  dame  how  wide  and  vast, 
To  a  rape  like  oan  appean, 
Rounded  to  an  ori>  at  hurt, 
All  «3iy  nAiltitode  df  yean! 

Wo)  the  herd  of  human  kind, 

Frailer  and  of  feebiet  poweis; 
We,  to  narrow  bounds  confined, 

Sooir  exhaust  the  sum  of  onm. 

Death's  delicious  banquet— we 

Perish  even  from  the  womb, 
Svrifter  than  a  shadow  fiee. 

Nourished  but  to' feed  the  lomb. 
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Seeds  of  mereikH  diflOMa 
Lurk  in  all  that  we  enjojr ;    , 

Some,  that  waste  us  bj  dqgnes, 
SooM,  that  suddenly  destroy. 

Andifiiieo'erieaptheboam      ' 
Commoii  to  the  sons 'of  men  ^ 

What  remains,  but  that  we  mourn, 
Dreun,  and  doat,  and  drivel  then? 

Fast  as  moons  can  wax  and  wane, 
Sorrow  ooQies;  and  while  we  groai^ 

Pant  with  anguish  and  complain, 
Half  our  years  are  fled  and  gdue. 

If  a  few,  (to  few  'tis  given) 
Lingering  on  this  earthly  stage, 

Creep,  and  hah  with  steps  uneven, 
To  the  period  of  an  age. 

Wherefbre  Uto  they  but  to  see 
Cunning,  arraganoe,  and  feroe, 

Sights  lamented  muph  by  thee. 
Holding  their  accustomed  oouieel 

Oft  was  seen,  in  ages  pa4i 
Al)  that  we  with  wondier  view; 

Often  shall  be  to  the  iMt; 
Earth  produces  nothing  new. 

Thee  we  ghitulate;  content,  ^ 
Should  propitious  Heaven  deagn    ' 

Life  for  us,  has  calmly  spent, 
Though  but  half  the  longth  of  thine. 


XIV.  THE  CAUSE  WON. 

T'wo  neighboun  ftirioiMly  diumte: 
A  field— the  subject  of  the  suit 
Trivial  the  spot,  yetiMch  the  lage 
With  which  the  combatants  engage, 
*Twere  hard  to  tell,  who  covets  most 
The  prize — at  whatsoever  cost 
The  pleadings  swell.    Words  still  suffice; 
No  angle  word  but  has  its  piiee: 
No  term  but  yields  some  ftdr  pretence 
For  novel  and  fauSreased  expense. 

Defendant  thus  becomes  a  name,' 
Which  he  ^At  bora  it,  may  disclaim; 
Since  both,  in  one  description  blended, 
Are  plaintifis— when  the  suit  is  ended. 


•     XV.  THE  SILKWORM. 

The  beams  of  April,  en  it  goes, 
A  worm  icaroe  visible,  disclose;  . 
All  winter  long  content  to  dwell 
The  tenant  of  hie  natiye  shell. 


The  sam»proiific  season  gives 
The  siistennane  by  whkh,he  lives, 
'  The  mulberry  lea^  a  simple  store. 
That  iervea  hink— till  he  needs  no  mora; 
For,  his  dimwnsinns  onoe  complete, 
Thencsifefth  none  ever  sees  him  eat ; 
Though,  till  his  growing  fimtf  be  past, 
Scaxoe  ever  is  heseen  to  fest 
That  hour  arrived,  hip  woik  begins,    - 
He  spins  and  vreaves^  and  weaves  and  spins, 
TiD  circle  upon  circle  wound 
OAreless  around  him  and  fffound. 
Conceals  him  with  a  veil,.thoqgli  sljgfat, 
I«iperviouB  to  the  keenest  sight 
ithus  self-enclosed,  as  in  a  cask, 
At  length  he  finisbes  hiS'task: 
And,  though  a  wonn,  when  he  was  lost, 
drcateipillar  at  ihfi  most, 
When  next  we  see  him  wings  he  wean, 
And  in  papitio-pomp  appean ; 
Becomes  oviparous,  supplies 
With  futun  wocrns  and  ftitun  flies 
The  next  ensuing  year;  anddies! 
"rilTen  wenit  fer  the  worid,  if  aH, 
Who  creep  about  this  earthly  ball, 
Though  shorter-lived  than  most  he  be, 
Were  useful  in  thor  kind  as  he. 


XVI.  THE  INNOCENT  THIEF. 

'  If  OT  a  flower  can  be  feund  in  t^  fields, 

Or  the  spot  that  vre  till  for  our  pleasure, 
prom  the  Urgest  to  least,  but  it  yidds 
To  the  bee,  never-vrearied,  a  tnasore. 

filicaroe  any  she  quits  unexplored. 
With  a  diligence  truly  exact ; 

Yet,  steal  what  she  may  fixr  her  hoard, 
Leaves  evidence  none  of  the  feet 

^er  hicrative  task  she  pursues, 
And  pilfen  with  so  much  address, 

That  none  of  their  odour  they  lose, 
Nor  charm  by  their  beauty  the  less. 

Not  thus  Inofiennvely  preys 
The  danker-wonn,  indwelling  fee! 

His  voracity  not  thus^aUays 
The  sparrow,  the  finch,  or  the  crow. 

The  worm,  mon  expensively  fed. 
The  pride  of  the  garden  devoun ; 

And  birds  pick  the  seed  fiom  the  bed. 
Still  kss  to  be  spared  than  the  flowen. 

But  she  with  such  delieate  skill 
.  Her  pillage  so  fits  for  her  use. 
That  the  chymist  in  vain  vrith  his  still 
Would  labour  the  like  to  produce 
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Then  gnidge  not  hat  tanyrtate  aiatit, 

Nor  a  benefit  bkme  M  ft-tkaft{ 
Since,  stole  she  not  dl.tlMt  4hB  iteab, 
'Ndther  hon^  nor  wax  would-be  left. 


XVIL  DENNER'S  OLD  WOMAN. 

In  thb  mivic  htm  of  a  matifan  In  yean, 
How  plainly  the  pencil  of  Depner  itppean ! 
The  matron  henelf,  in  whose  old  age  we  see 
Not  a  trace  of  decline,  what  a  wonder  is  she! 
No  dhnnipes  of  eye,  and  no  cheek  hitn^n^  low. 
No  wrinkle,  or  deep-fiinowed  fix>wn  on  the  brow ! 
Her  forehead  indeed  is  here  circled  tfiound 
With  locks  like  the  ribbon,  with  which  th^ace 

bound; 
While  i^ossy  and  smooth,  and  as  soft  as  the  skin 
Of  a  delicate  peach,  is  the  down  of  her  chin; 
But  nothing  unideasant,  or  sad,  or  severe. 
Or  that  indicates  life  in  its  winter^^-ia  here. 
Tet  ail  is  expressed,  with  fidelity  -due. 
Nor  a  pimple,  or  fireckle,  concealed  from  the  view. 

Many  fond  of  new  sights,  or  who  cherish  a  taste 
For  the  laboors  of  a!Ct,  to  the  spectacle  haste : 
The  youths  all  agree,  4hat  coald  old  age  inspire 
The  passion  of  love,  hen  would  kindle  the  fire, 
And  the  matrons,  with  pletisure,  confess  that  they 

see 
Ridiealoas  nothing  or  lud^dos  in  thee.  . 
The  nymphs  for  themselves  scarcely  hope  a  decline, 
O  wonderiul  womAif !  as  placid  as  thine. 

Strangemsgicitf  artl  which  theyoothoan  engage 
To  pemse,  half-enamomed,  the  foatare#  of  age; 
Aiid  force  from  the  virgin  a  sigh  of  despair, 
That  she  when  ss  old,  shaO  be  equally  fair ! 
How  great  k  the  gloiy,  that  Denner  has  gained. 
Since  ApoDesnot  more  fdr  his  Venus  oibtained  I 


XVHL  THE  TEARS  OP  A  PAINTER. 

Apelics,  hearing  that  his  boy 
Had  just  expired— his  only  joy  1 
Although  the  sight  with  anguish  tore  him, 
Bade  place  his  dear  remains  before  him. 
He  seised  his  brush,  his  colours  spread ; 
Aad— "  Oh !  my  child^  aooept»'*— he  said, 
'*CTis  all  that  J[  can  now  bestow,) 
This  tiibnie  of  a  father's  wo !" 
Then,  foithfiil  to  the  twofold  part, 
Both  of  his  feelings  and  his  art, 
He  closed  his  eyes,  with  tender  «am. 
And  foimed  at  once  a  follow  pair. 
His  brow,  with  amber  locks  beset, 
And  Ups  he  drew,  not  livid  yet ; 
And  shaded  all,  that  b^  had  done, 
To  a  just  unage  of  his  son. 


Thus  for  is  wed.    But  new  again, 
The  cause  of  U^  plttecnal  painl 
Thy  melancholy  task  fulfil ! 
It  needs  the  kst,  kst  touches  stiH 
Agam  his  pencil's  power  he  tries, 
For  on  Ms  lips  a  nnile  he  spies : 
And  still  his  eheek^  uinfsded,  shows 
The  deepest  damask  of  the  rose. 
Then,  heedless  to  the  finished  wliole. 
With  fondest  eagerness  he  ftole. 
Till  scarce  himself  distinctly  knew 
The  cherub  copied  firom  the  true. 

Now,  p^ter,  cease !  thy  task  is  done, 
Lopg  lives  thii(  imsge  of  thy  son; 
Not  short-lived  shall  the  glory  prove. 
Or  of  (hj  labour,  or  thy  love. 


XIX.  THE  MAZE. 

From  right  to  left,'  and  to  and  fn 
Caught  in  a  labyrinth,  you  go^ 
And  turn,  and  turn,  and  turn  again, 
To  solve  the  Mystery,  but  in  vain ; 
Stand  still  and  breathe,  and  take  firom  me 
A  clew  that  sdon  shall  set  you  firee ! 
Not  Ariadne,  if  you  meet  ^er, 
Hefself  could  serve  yon  wi|h  a  better. 
You  entor'd  easily— ^^^  where— 
Apd  make,  with  ease,  your  exit  th^exe  I 


XX.  NO  SORROW  PECULIAR  TO  THE 
SUFFERER.' 

Ths  kwer,  in  melodiouis  'verses 
His  singular  distiess  rehearses. 
Still  closing  with  a  rueful  ay,' 
"  Was  ever  such  a  wretch  as  IT* 
Yes!  thoysands  have  endured  before 
An  thy  distress;  some, haply,  more. 
Unnumbered  Coiydons  complain, 
And  Stiephotts,  of  the  like  disdain; 
And  if  thy  Chfoe  he  of  steel, 
Too  deaf  to  hear,  too  hard  to  fiid ; 
Not  her  akne  that  censure  fits. 
Nor  thod  afone  hast  k)st  thy  wits. 


XXI.  THE  SNAIL. 

T^  grass,  or  leaf,  or  fruit,  or  wall, 
The  snail  sticks  cLmo,  nor  fears  to  fall. 
As  if  he  grew  there,  house  and  all 

Together. 

Within  that  house  seeore  ne  hides, 
When  danger  inmunent  betides 
Of  storm,  AT  other  harm  besides 
Of 
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GffelNitMtbdmidio 

Hif  Mlf-oollBetiiiit 

fie  ihiixilu  i^to  Ilii  IwMie 


Wheunt  he  dweb,  he  dwelle  ekn^ 
Except  hiiiMMlf  has  chattels  none, 
WeQ  iatiiified  to  be  hv  01^ 

Who^tMMore. 

Thus,  henkut-fflce,  hii  lift  he  leads,  ' 

Nor  partner  of  his  banquet  needs, 
And  if  he  merits  one,  only  feeda      '^ 

•    The&slsff. 

.  Who  seeks  lum  must  begone  than bfind, 
(He  and  his  hoote  are  so  combined). 
If,  Jndmg  it,  he  &i^  to  find 


THE  CONTRITE  HEART* 

TflS  Lord  win  happiness  dxTine 
On  contrite  hearts  bestow ; 

Then  tell  me,  gracioiis  Grod,  is  mine 
A  contrite  heart  or  nol 

I  hear,  but  mtfia  tp  hear  in  Tain, 

Insexiflible  as  sted^ 
If  aught  b  fdt,  %B  only  pahi 

To  find  I  can  not  heL 


I  iomettaaei  AU  mynlf  inottnad 

To  lore  thee,  if  1  oonld; 
But  often  feel  another  mind, 

Averse  to  all  that's  0)od. 

My  best  denres  are  ftint  and  few, 
I  fidn  would  strive  for  more; 

Bnt  when  I  ay,  **  My  strength  renew,** 
Seem  weaker  than  before. 

I  see  thy  saints  with  oonftnt  iOfed, 
When  in  thy  house  of  prayer; 

Bat  still  in  bondage  t  am  held, 
And  find  no  comfort  there. 

Oh,  make  this  heart  rejoice  or  eche; 

Deode  this  doubt  fi>r  me; 
And  if  it  be  not  bnkoi,  brsek, 

And  heal  it  if  it  be. 


THE  SHINXNG  LIGHT. 

My  fbimef  hopes  are  dead;' 

My  terror  now  begins ; 

.  lleel,  aks!  that  I  am  dead 

In  tnspaeses  and  sins 


Ah,«UilMrdMllItly1 

IhearthefhvDd^raar;    * 
Thehnv  pfMkiBH  dsatfiBtiBD  B%h| 


When  TreHetw  my  ways, 
I  dread  impending  doom; 

But  slue  a  ftiendly  whisper  says, 
"  Flae  fimii  tiM  wiath  to  c 


1  see,  or  think  I  see, 
A  gfimmeiing  l^nm  afar; 

A  beam  of  day  thAt  ahines  for  1 
To  save  me  fiom  despair. 

Fuwfuunef  of  the  tnti, 
It  maihs  the  pilgrim's  wiqr; 

111  gaze  upon  it  while  I  ran, 
iGid  walbh  the  riang  day. 


THIRSTING  FOR  GOD. 

I  THiBST,  bat  not  as  once  I  did, 
The  Tain  delights  of  earth  to  share ; 

Thy  words,  Immanuel,  all  feiUd 
That  I  should  aeek  my  pleasure  them 

U  was  the  sighs  of  thy  dear  cross 
First  weaned  my  soul  from  eaxth^  things 

And  taught  me  to  esteem  as  dross 
The  mirth  of  fools  and  pomp  of  kiqgu. 

I  want  that  grace  that  springs  fiom  fhee, 
That  quiiiens  all  things  where  it  flov^ 

And  makes  a  wielehed  thote  like  flM^ 
Bloom  as  tfie  myrtle  or  the  rasa. 

Dear  fountain  of  deUght  unknown. 
No  longer  sink  bek>w  the  brim : 

But  orerfiow  and  pour  me  down 
A  liring  and  liib-giving  stream. 

For  sore,  of  all  the  plants  that  share 
The  notice  of  thy  Father's  eye. 

None  proves  less  grateful  to  his  care, 
Or  yields  him  meaner  fimit  tiiaa  I. 


A  TALE.* 

In  Scodand'e  vsalm  where  trees  are  fevr. 

Nor  even  shrubs  abound; 
But  where,  however  bleak  the  view, 

Some  better  things  are  found. 

'  llita  tale.to  fimnkd  OQ  an  an  uticto  offaaidll^iies  lihidi 
the  wilbDr  fband  to  the  Bocldi^hainihlrB  Berakliw  Bstoid^^ 
Jane  1,1799,  in  the  ibUowlncwonli:—     « 

(TiMfMPy  JfoySSL 

In  a  Mock,  or  pulley,  near  the  head  of  the  imm  of  a  gabwt 
DowlyUvatthB  BroomMaw,  theie  toachafltaieta^  nnteail 
6m9ilgiL  The  ne«  waabelk while  the  vonllifaiGiMnock, 
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For  hMbMii  ^wtoMid  vifeapor  bcM* 

And  ti3mmm^*tmwt.mm  tiktmt    . 
As  iM48Bti(Mii<M  tespnUL ' 

In  S<X)tUlld^Nifa^4l»l0Ml«Bl|llil^ 

Th*  luilMPf  thtn^rirftttir 
.Theliistoigr4Mfa.wedcMtPMr,  .. 
AchaffinohiuidhMi] 


The  i^di«  4iOTr  flHtf,  ^M|tth  lelt  a  bnMk 

Wrtii  gwMiihtnMinft  fftod; 
They  puMtaad  wonU  iivie  Imilt  «;Mi^ 

Bui  tand  Mt  vfteeio  I 


T%^  he^kh  mMowred,  Aad  Ihe  iwpoii^ 
^xoept  with  «low«id  dbot, 

Could  yield  thop  nommft 

Long  time  a  bveedin^-plaoe  they  loiight, 
Till  both  giew  vexed  and  tired; 

At  length  a  thip  anbio|(,  brought  * 
The  good  so  Jong  deeiied. 

A  Bhipl-<-<x}Qld  sodi  a  rettieai  tlung 

'  Afibrd  them  place  of  reetS 
Or  was  the  meichantchafged  to  bnng 
The  homeleiB  bbds  a  nest  V 


nush    Silent  heyxen  pirdfit  i 

This  ncer  of  the  sea 
proved  kinder.  tQ  them  than  the  ooast , 

It  served  them  with  a  tiee.    ' 

But  snch  a  tree!  \was  shaven  desl^    ^ 

The  trae  they  <eall  a  na^ 
And  had  m-  hoUow  with  a  whsife 

Through  whkh  the  laoUe  pasNd. 

Within  that  ca^ty  aloft, 
Their  raoflesahome  they  fi±ed, 

Formed  with  materials  neat  and  soft, 
Bents,  wool,  andftathen  ndzt. 

Fmt  hwy  agpi  wHi  pam  ito  floor, 
With  TWMt  spebhs  bedigh^*^ 

The  vsmbI  wvigbi,  ftisakes  the  Aan^ 
And  Inwmis  to  thssight. 

Tile  mollier-lntd  w  gone  to  sea, 
As  she  had  changed  h^  hind; 

But  goes  the  male  1  Far  wiser,  he 
Isdonbtles  leltbel^nai 


andwailbllowwlUtherbybolfaUidL  llioiigh  die  bloc](  li, 
oeeodaiaBy  V>mnA  fat  the  iaepectlonor  the  earteui^  itM^ 
Mrbhsve  ORfiimkeD^henM.  Theeo(k,b(mvv«iVVlelii 
tfaeiMii  »i  whinnv  wMlethi  hen  newr  leeoeeji  btwhea 
itoihalnUfor6od. 


No— soaft'tB  frem  ashore  he  saw 
•The  sringed  nMouion  nioi«^ 

He  flew  to  Maebit,)!]^  a  law. 
9fn6^«E^iUlingl0re. 

Then  parching  at  hb  consent's  side, 

Wat  bosUy  bome  along, 
The  billows  and  jthe  blast  defied^ 

And  cheered  her  with  a  eong: 

The  seanaa  wilhaincen  ddight 
HiMsathered  sldpmates  eyas, 
•  floMDoe'lesaendtingintfaesigfat 
l^en  when  he  tows  a  prise. 

Farseaaianinnoh  believe  in  .s^;iis, 

And  fixr  a  chanee  so  new,   • 
Ealeh  aome  approaching  good  divines, 

And  may  his  hopes  be  traei 
« 
Hail,  hoMNiiied  land  1  a  deseft  where 

Kot  even  birds  «an  hide, 
"Yet  pereni  of  this  loving  pair 

Whoninothmg.ooald  divide. 

And  ye  who,  rather  than  resigii 

Your  matrimonial  plan. 
Were  not  afiEaid  to  ploqgh  the  biise 

In  company  with  man. 

S\or  whose  lean  country  much  diadaiti 

We  English  often  show, 

.  Yet  from  a  ribher  nothing  gain 

But  wantonness  and  wa 

Be  it  your  fortune,  year  by  year. 
The  same  resource  to  prove, 

And  naor  ye,  soqistimes  kAdhig -hflre, 
Intknutwhowtekwel  ' 


SONG  ON  PEACE. 
▲ir-^Ky  ftad^Mphsidterkiib"  As. 

No  longer  I  foOow  a  sound; 

No  longer  a  dream  1  pursue ; 
QHappix^ere!  not  to  be  foond,^ 

Unattainable  treasare,  adieu  1 

I  have  sought  thee  in  spl^dour  and  dress, 
In  the  legions  of  pleasure  and  taste , 

I  have  sought  thee,  and  seem*d  to  possess. 
But  have  proved  thee  a  vision  at  last. 

An  humble  amWtion  and  ha|»^ 
The  voioe'of  true  Wiadoih  inqnres  \ 

'Tk  sufficient,  if  Peace  b^  the  scope 
And  the  summit  of  all  our  desves. 
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COWPERS  WOBXB. 


Peaoemajbetfaekitofthemiiia     . 
That  seeks  it  iiiiDMkiiMiaii^  bve ; 
-  But  rmpture  and  bliss  are  coniiiied 
To  the  glorified  spirits  aboie. 


SONNET  TO  JOHN  JOHNSON, 

ON*HIS  PREmSNTING  ME  WITH  AN  ANTIQUE  )SOn 
OF -HOMER,  1793. 

Kinsman  bekved,  and  ai  a  son,  bf  vm  I 
When  I  behold  this  froit  of  thy  xegud, 
The  scoli^arBd  form  of  my  oU  fitvomit^baid, 
I  reverence  feel  ix  bimj  and  bve  for  thee. ' 
Joy  too-and  grief.    Much  joy  that  there  should  be 
Wise  men  and  l^azA'd,  who  gnidge  not  to  sb- 

ward 

With  some  applaose  my  Bold  sttempt  and  h«id, 
Which  others  sqom:  critics  by  couItes3^ 
The  grief  is  this,  that  sunk  in  Homer's  mine, 

I  lose  my  pradons  yearsAow  soon  to  fidl, 
fl^ipilling  his  gQld,  wdich  howsoe'«r  it  thine, 

Provesdioes,  when  balanced  in  theChrisrian  snakt 
Be  wiser  thou— like  our  forefather  Donne, 
Seek  heavenly  wealth,  and  wotk  lot  God  alone. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  STOm 

ERECTED  AT  THE  SOWING  QT  AOAOYt  9f  UXI  AT 
CHILLINOTdN,  VHE  SEAT  OF  T.  aiFFOBO,^  JBSO. 
XT90. 

Other  stones  the  era  teO, 
YTlien some  feeble  mortal  fell; 
I  stand  here  to  date  the  birth 
Of  these  hardy  sons  of  earth. 

Which  shall  longest  brave  the  sky, 
Storm  and  frost— these  oaks  or  II 
Paas  an  agi  Or  two  away,        ^ 
I  must ^noulder  and  decay; 
But  the  years  that  crumble  mo 
Shall  invigorate  the  tree, 
Spread  its  branch,  dilate  ib  siie, 
lift  its  summit  to4he  skies. 

Cherish  honour,  virtue,  truth, 
So  shaft  thou  prolong  thy  youth. 
Wanting  these,  however  fest 
Man  be  fiz'd,  and  Ibrm'd  to  latft, 
He  is  lifeless  even  now, 
Stone  at  heart,  and  can  not  grow. 


LOVE  ABUSED. 

What  is  there  in  the  vale  of  life 
Balf  80  delightful  as  a  wife, 
Whi«  friendship,  love,  a^4  p^ace  combine 
To  stamp  the  martiage-bond  divine  1 


Tho  Btntm  of  pars  aiMl  t 
Derives  its  curront  from  above; 
And  eardk  a  rinond'Eden  shows 
WhereW  the  healing  water  ^Ibws : 
But  ah  I  if  from  the  dykes  Mid  < 
Of  sensual  natun'v  feiveii^  vans, 
Lust,  like  a  kvrless  Inadstrong  flood, 
Impr^gni^  with  ooae  and  mud,  - 
Descending  &st  on  eveiy  ade,     ** 
Once  mingles  with  the  sacied  tide, 
Faiewall  the  soul-^enliyening  soene ! 
The  banks  that  wore  a  smiSng  green. 
With  rank  defilemeHt  ovi^rspread,    ' 
Bewail  their  flowery  beauties  ^diead; 
The  stream  polluied,  dark,  and  dull, 
DifibMd  Into  a  Stygian  pool, 
Through  life's  last  melancholy  yean 
Is  fed  with  ever-flowing  teats:    . 
ComplaintB  supply  the  staphyr's  pnit, 
And  sighs  that  heave  a  breaking  heart. 


LINES 

OOMPO*D  FOR  A  MEMORIAL  OF  ASbLBT  GOWPER, 

bso.  immediately  after  bis  death,  bt  his 
Nephew  wtlliam,  of  wbston.    junb,  1788. 

Farewell  !  endued  with  all  that  could  engage 
All  heafti  to  love  thee,  both  in  youth  and  age ! 
In  prime  of  life,  fer  sprightllness  enrolled 
Among,  the  gay,  yet  virtuous  as  the  old  ^ 

In  life's  laat  stage,  (O  blessings  rarely  found  t) 
Pleasant  as  youth  with  all  its  blossoms  crown'd ; 
Through  every  period  of  this  changeful  state 
Unchanged  thyself— wise,  good,  aflectimatel 

Maibfe  may  flatter;  and  lest  thfa  should  seem 
O'ercharged  vrith  praises  on  so  dear  a  theme, 
Although  thy  woith  be  more  than  half  ■nppieos'd, 
Love  «fta2<  be  satisfled,  and  veil  the  rest. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  THE  LATE 
JOHN  THORNTON,  ESO.  1790. 

Poets  attempt  the  QoUest  task  they  can, 
Pxaiaing  the  Aotikir  of*  all  good  in  man; 
And,  next,  oommemoratiiig  worthies  kist, 
The  dead  in  wh<^  that  good  abounded  most 

Thee,  therefeie,  of  commercial  feme,  hot  mor^ 
Famed  fer  thy  pro^ty  from  shore  to  shore. 
Thee,  Thornton  i  worthy  in  some  page  to  shine, 
As  honest  and  more  eloquent  than  mine, 
i  mourn ;  or,  since  thrice  happy  thou  must  be. 
The  world,  no  longer  thy  abode,  not  thee. 
Thee  to  deplore,  were  grief  misspent  indeed  j    . 
It  were  to  weep  that  goodness  has  its  meed. 
That  there  is  bliss  prepared  in  yonde^  sky, 
Aod  gbiy  for  the  virtuous  when  they  die. 
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What  pleasure  cut  the  miseor'e  fondled  hoeidf 
Or  •pendlhiift't  prodigal  enjeea  afford, 
Sweet  as  tlie  priYilage  of  heafing  wo    . 
B J  Totne  snflBr'd  oombatltng  below  1  ■ 
lliat  privilege  was  thine;  Heaven  gavp  thee  means 
To  ilhiBiind  with  delight  the  saddest  soenee, 
Till  thy  appeaiance  chased'  ^he  gloom,  forkni 
As  mi^iight,  and  despairing  of  a  monL 
Than  hadst  an  indostrj  in  doing  good, 
Bfrtlei  as  his  who  toils  and  sweats  fo^  food ; 
ATazice,  in  thee,  was  thff  desire  of  wealth  •^ 

Bj  nut  uiperiahahle  or  hj  stealth ; 
And  if  the  genuine  worth  of  gold4epeiid    ' 
On  application  to  its  nobbsk  end,   •  '   , 

Thine  had  a  valne  m  the  scales  of  Heaven, 
SnrpaMing  all  that  mine  or  miftt  had  given. 
And,  though  (3od  made  thee  of  a  nature  prone 
To  diitribation  boondtess  of  thj  own. 
And  rtill  by  motives  of  religions  forc^   ^ 
ImpeU'd  thee  more  to  thitt  heroic  oonrse ; 
Yet  ivwihy  liberality  di^oeet,  < 

Nioeinits  Ahoaoe,  and  of  a.temper'd  heat, 
And,  though  in  act  onWeBiied,  secret  stall, 
if  in  epme  solitude  the  snmmer  riil       * 
Befieihes,  wlwie  it  winds,  the  ftded  gieen,     . 
And  che^  the  diw^nngilowen,  ^nhnrd,  otiseen. 

Snch  was  thy  cfaaiity ;  no  sodden  start, .  ' 
Aiker  long  deep,  of  •passion.in  the  hftait, 
But  iteadfiMt  principle,  and,  in ityhindj- 
Of  dose  relation  to  th' Eternal  mind, - 
Tneed  easily  to  its  trae  sooioe  above, 
To  JBQm,  whose  works  bestnak  Ids  nature,  Iqve. 

Thy  boontiee  all  were  QhrisHan,  and  I  make 
ThiiTCcord  of  thee  for  the  Gospel's  sake; 
That  the  ineredtoloas  themselves  mar  tee 
tems  and  poorer  eTwnplified  in  thee. 


TO  A  YOUNG. FRIEND, 

OR  HIS  IRBlVlMO  AT  CUMBBIDOS  WIT,  WBElf  NO 
BAIN  HAD  FALLEN  THERE, — 1793. 

Ip  Gideon's  fleece,  which  drench'd  with,  dew  he 

found. 
While  nmstora  none  refreshed  the  herbs  aroond. 
Might  fitly  represent  the  Chureh,  endowed 
With  heavenly  gifts,  to  Heathens  not.allow'd ; 
In  pledge,  perhaps,  of  fovonre  from  on  high. 
Thy  locks  were  wet  when  others'  k>cks'  were  dry. 
Heaven  grant  ns  half  the  omen — ^may  we  see 
Ndtdn^rhtonothen^  bof  moehdewonthee! 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  DR.  LLOYD. 

Our  good  old  fiiend  is  gone,  gone  to  his  reit, 
Whose  social  convene  wasjtse^  a  foast 
O  ye  of  riper  age,  who  recollect 
How  oiite  ye  loved,  and  eyred  him  wj^  nqpMt, 
Both  in  the  formnem  ot  his  better  day. 
While  yet  he  ruled  you  with  a  fitther's  sway, 
And  when  impairM  by  time  and  glad  to  rest, 
Yet  stil)  with  looks,  in  mild  complaisance  drest, 
He  took  his-annoal  sbat,  and  mingled  here 
His  sp^ghtly  vein  with  yonn-^ow  drop  a  tear. 
In  mprals  blameless  as  in  manners  meek, 
He  knew  no  wi6h  that  he  might  blnsh  to  speak ; 
Bot^  bappy  m  whatever  state  below, 
And  richer  than  the  ^ch  in  being  so,    " 
Obtain'd  the  hearts  of  all,  and  snch  a  meed 
Ai  length  from  One,*  as  made  him  rich  indeed.' 
Hence  then,  ye  titles,  hence,  not  wanted  here, 
00,  garnish  merit  in, a  brighter  sphere, 
The  faiows  of  those  whose  mom  exalted  lot 
He  oouild  eongratulate,  but  envied  not. 

Light  lie  the  tuif^  good  Senbr!  on  Ihj  breast, 
And  tranquil  as  thy  mind  was,  be.thy  rest ! 
T^ugh,  living,  thou  hadst  more  desert  than  fome. 
And  not  a  stoqe  now  chronicles  thy  name. 


on:  POP, 

A  DOa  BELONiSINq  Ttf  LaDT  THROCKMORTON. 
AOOUBT,  1793. 

Tbooo B  ODoe  a  yap^  and  thoogh  Fop  by  name, 
£[evB  mooldeni  One  whose  bones  some  honour 

ehdhL\  . 
No  sycophant,  althooj^  of  spaniel  race, 
And  though  no  hound,  a  martyr  to  the  fhrnw 
Ye  sqnirxels,  rabbits,  leverets,  rejoice, 
Your  haunts  no  longer  echo  to  bis  voice; 
This  record  of  his  &to  exulting  view, 
He  died  wcnn  out  with  vain  puxMUt  of  you. 

*Yes,'  the  indignant  shade  of  Fop  rrpKra 
*  And  worn  with  vain  purstdt  man  fin  dies.' 


Bq  urn  wbBt  and  andar-maMr  of  WetimfaMer  a^w 
ilftj  ]PMi%  and  ndraA  ftwn  Uiooeapatfoa  wfanha  wai  nwr 
■BYeoty,  vrtik  a  handiome  jptoikNii  finm  ths  ktafi 


pS 


Digitized  by 


Google 


■  \ . 

-  •  *  • 

TOHISFRIEJTDU  ' 


TO  LADT  HESSBTH.     ^ 

Tito  7VtfM>2e,  Aug.  9, 1763. 
HI  DEiB  oouinr, 

Haying  proinJBed  to  wiite  to  jou,  I  nuke  hiMte 
to  be  av  good  iui  zdx<  word.  I  hftve  &  pleasure  ia 
wrkiiig  to  yoa  at  any  tbne,  bdt  eapeda&y  at  the 
present,  ivlien  mgr  days  aie  spent  in  reading  thct 
Joamals,  and  my  mghts  in  dreaming  of  them;* 
an  employment  not  Teiy  agreeable  to  a  head  that 
has  long  hsen  babituatbd  to  the  luxury  of  choosing 
its  subject,  and  has  been  .as  little  emplpyed  npon 
business  as  if  it  had  gnmn  upon  the  sboulden  of 
a  much  wealthier  gentleman.  But  the- numskull 
pays  for  it  now,  and  will  not  presently,  fisget  the 
discipline  it  has  undergone  lately.  If  I  succeed 
in  this  doubtful  pisee  ef  promotion,  f  shall  have  at 
least  tfab  sattsfiwstimi  to  reflect  upon,  that  the 
volumes  I  write  will  be  treasured  up  with  the  ut- 
most care  Ibr  ages,  and  wifi  hat  aa  long  as  thft 
Engttsh  constitution:  a  dttislioR  wMch  tn^bk  to 
satisfy  the  vanity  of  any  anthorwho^  has  a  spark 
of  love  for  his  country.  0}  n^  good  eoonn!  if  I 
was  to  open  my  heart  to  you,  I  oouid  show  you 
strange  sights;  notfardg,  I  flatter  myseH;  tlihtr  would 
shodc  you,  but  a  great  deal  that  would  make  you 
wonder.  I  am  of  a  very  singular  tem^r,  and  very 
unlike  alt  th6  men  that  I  have  ever  conversed  with. 
Certflsnly  I  am  net  an  dioohrte  fool;  but  I  have 
mo^  weaknesses  than  the  gceatsst  of  all  the  foeh 
I  c%n  reoellMt  al  present.  In  short,  if  I  was  as 
fit  for  the  next  world  as  I  am  .unfit  for  this,  and. 
God  forbid  I  should  speak  it  in  vanity,  I  would 
not  change  conditioiis  with  any  saSnt  in  Chiisten- 
dom. 

My  destination  is  settled  at  last,  ai|d  I  have  ob- 
tained a  ftirlough.    Margate  is  the  word,  and 


^hatdo  you  think  wiB«HnB,ooiBint  I  kuMS 
what  you  expect,,  bat  svur  MMe  I  w«»  bom  I  have 
been  good  at  diwqppeiiiliBg  the  most  natanaex" 
pgctatioHs.  Many  yens  ago^  eMob,  tiMve  was  a 
possibilitj  I  mi^  piov^a  vsiy  diflbrent  tfanq^ 
ISramwfaallamilpiraMnt  MychMaeterisnosr 
fixed,  and  ivveted  flu*  upon  me;  and,  between 
fiiends,isnotaTefyqpleiididoi^or]iU;yto  be 
gpilty  of  modi  foscination. 

Adieu,  my  dear  cousin  i  So  xnush  as  I  kiwyou, 
I  wonder  hbsr  the  deuce  it  has  happened  I  was 
nefer  in  lovswith  yon.  Thank  heaven  tiiat  I 
neves  was,  ft»  at  tUs  time  }  haive  hadaple^saie 
in  writing  to  yeuwUch  iivthaf  ease  I  ahsfrid-lia;** 
forfeited.  L^tmahearfiPOBi  you,  or'I  ahallrsap 
but  half  the  reward  tiiaCi*  doe  to  ray  nobis  liriill 
ferenCe. 

Yours  ever,  and  evermore,       W.  O. 


'the  wriier  had  been  xeotttfy  appQiBiadGleKfc  of  the  Jbor- 
oSblotheHoMeoTLardk 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  Esq. 
DEAB  JOE,  ffuntingdUm^  June  dl,  1765. 

The  only  recompense  I  can  make  you  for  your 
kind  attention  to  my  afiUrs  during  my  iflness,  ie 
to  teO  you,  that  by  the  mercy  of  God  I  am  restored 
to  perfect  health  both  of  mind  and  body.  This  I 
believe  wiD  give  you  pleasure,  and  I  would  gladly 
do  any  thing  from  which  you  could  receive  it. 

I  left  St.  Alban's  on  the  seventeenth^  and  ar- 
rived that  day  at  Cambridge,  spent  some  thne  there 
with  my  brother,  and  came  faiths  .on  the  twenty- 
second.  I  have  a  k>dging  that  puts  me  continually 
in  mind  of  our  summer  exeureknis;  we  have  had 
many  worse,  and  except  the  siie  of  it  (which  how- 
ever i^  suffii^t  for  a  angle  man)  but  few  better* 
I  am  not  quite  alone,  having  brought  a  servant 
with  me  torn  St  Alban's,  who  is  iht  very  mnror 
of  fidelity  and  affection  for  his  master.  And 
whereas  the  Turkish  Spy  says,  he  kept  no  aer- 
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ymiAf  lieemam  hQ  yroM  not  kM«  an  enony  in  Im 
hoBM)  1  hned  BUM,  hsbwiae  I  woii^  hiLveufirien^ 
Bien  do  not  «su9%  Imtaw.tbeM  evioomMUiii  <» 
Utoir  laokeffi,  hot  da  they .  iwiiaHy  dnuwrte  tbcooi^ 
but  I  havelvLd «LpQsi6qpft  of  mim^  bo^  in  «JDk- 
new  and  id  ImdAfc,  and  i^s^w  Mir  hia.feUo«. 

The  nwn.Oiiae,  lfiM«Bt  bowthi^apaU  ii,  ia 
tlM  BAoafc  agMcaMa  ofeoiaateDoa  in.llua'twrt  of  tbe 
^Mdd;  alUuatqjniift  b  I  balievo  aa  wide aa  the 
'^TlMBiea  at  Windaoff^  iMr.doea  tiio  alver  Tbanea 
better  deoeive  tlal  tff^thet,  nor  baa  il  mne  floweia 
upba  ila  baiik%  Uieae  being  attabatea  wbieh  in 
strict  trath  belong  toneitber.  Fluellin  would  aay, 
tbey  aie  aa  bbe  aa  mf  fingaia  to  my  fingera^  and 
thae  ifl  aaboon  in  both.  It  b.a  npbfeatroaato 
bathe  in,  and  I  afaaU  make  that  nae  of  it  thiee 
tiaaea^a  -aMek,  having  intiodnced  myaelf  to  it  for 
the  fisat  tone  thia  monung. 

I  beg  yon  iriU  Kmeaoberme  to>  ali  ny  fiienda, 

whicb  ia  a-  taak  wiU  coat  yon  no  gseat  paina.to 

CTeqto    partienlazly  lemembear  me  ti>  fhoae  of 

your  own  houae,  and  bdieve  me 

Yotai  vefy  afiactmnate^ 


W.C. 


TO  LADY- HESKETH. 

,     ■: ,      BanHngdinif  JvJy  1, 1765. 

XT  DEAR  LAf)T  ME8KETQ, 

Since  the  Tiait  yon  were  ao  kind  ai^  to  pay  me 
m  the  Temple  (the  only  ibne  I  ever  law  yon*  with- 
out pleaan^e,)  what  have  I  not  snfleredt^  And 
cince  it  haa^jieaaed  Gfod  to  restore  me  to  Hie  nae 
sf  my.ieaaon,  what  have  I  not  enjoyed!  Yon 
know,  by  experience,  how  pleasant  it  ia  to  ftel  the 
fimt  approaelk^  of  health  after  a  fever;  but,  Oh 
ihe  fever  <^  the  braih !  To  feef  die  qnenchiiig  of 
that  five  la  indeed  a  bleaaing  whidi  \  think  it  im- 
poanble  to  receive  wlthont  the  moat  consanmiate 
gratitode.  Terrible  aa  this  chaaliflement  la,  I' ac- 
knowledge in  it  the  hand  of  an  in£xute  juatice; 
nor  ia  it  at  all  9aom  diflSpolt  fin  me  to  peiceiye  in 
it  the  hand  of  an  infinite  meicy  likewise:  when 
I  conaider  the  eSSetX  it  baa  had' upon  me,  I  am  et- 
esedingly  thanklbt  ibr  it,  aiid,  withdot  hypocrisy, 
esteem  it  the  greateat  bkesing,  next  to  life  itadf,  I 
ever  Teeeivedfirom  the  divine  bounty.  I  pray  God 
tint  I  may  ever  retain  thia  aanae  of  it,  and  then  I 
am  eve  I  ahall  eontinoe  to  be,  aa  I  am  at  preeent, 
naBy  h^jpy. 

I  wiiie  thoB  to  yon  that  yon  may  not  think  me 
afixlom  and  wretched  creatore;  ^^dneh  yoo  might 
be  apt  to  do  eonaideiing  my  very  distant  removal 
flmm  ewy  ftiend  I  have  hi  the  worid--a  circom- 
atanee  wUoh,  befi>re  thieevent  befel  ma,  woald  un- 
doobledlyhavemademeao;  bat  my  affliction  baa 
tanght  me  a  road  to  happinesa  wbidi  without  it  I ' 
dMokl  never  have  fimnd;  ^  I  know,  and  have ' 
cxpeiienoe  of  it  every  day,  that  the  mercy  of  Grod, ' 
to  him  who  bdievea  himeelf  the  object  of  it,  is 


mora  than  aofficient-to  oompenaate  fine  the  loaa  of 
evjbiy  otoes  bieaaing. 

Yon  may  now  infiwm  all  t]M)ae  whoiQ  you  think 
raaUy  intemsted  in  my  vrelfioe,  that  thegr  liava  no 
need,  to  be  appieheQaive  on  the  aeoi6  of  a^iy  liap- 
pinesB  at  pf«ae|it.  And  you  yourself  will  believe 
that  my  happineatf  ia  no  dream,  beeauae  I  liave 
told  yegQ  the  foundation ^  which  it  is  buUt..  What 
I  have  written  would  appear  fikftenthusiaam  to 
many,  for  we  are  apt  to  give  that  name  to  every 
warn  aifectien  of  the  mind  in  others  tr^ych  we 
have  i|ot  experienced  in  ouradvea;  but  to  you, 
who  have  ao  muoh  to  be  thankful  for,  and  a  tepk- 
per  indinad  to  gratitude  it  will  not  q^pear  so. . 

I  beg  yen  wiiU  give  my  love  to  sLr  Thomae, 
and  beiiava  that  I  am  oblige^  to  you  both  ^r.in- 
qnuikig  s^ftar  me  at  St  Aiban^a. 

Yours  ev^,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

'  BvanUngdmii  July  4, 1766. 

BfeiKG  juiA  emerged  from  the  Quae,  I  sit  down 
to .  thank  you,  my  dear  oooaln,  for  your  friendly 
and  comfortably  letter.  What  eould  you  think  of 
my  unaeconntable  behaviour  to  you  in  that  visit  I 
mentioned  in  my  laatl  I  remember  I  neither  spoke 
to  you,  nor  lodkeA  at  you.  The  sohition  of  the 
mystery  indeed  foBowed  Mhm  after,  but  at  the 
thne  it  must  have  bem  inexpfieable.  The  uproar 
withiii  vraa  even  then  begun,  and  my  silence  vraa 
only  te  snikineas  of  a  thundesslorm  before  it 
opens.  '  lam  glad,  howwer,  that  the  only  mataace 
in  which  I  knew  not  how  to  value  your  eampany 
waa,'when  I  waa  not  in  my  eenaea.  Itwaa  the 
first  irf'  the  kind,  and  I  txust  in  God  it  will  be  the 
hist. 

Hew  naturanydoee  a^etimi  malbe  ^ua  Chna* 
tianit !  and  how  impossible  ia  it  wh^  all  human 
hrip  is  vain  and  the  whole  eardi  teopoor  and  tri- 
flii^  to  ftimish  uf  vrith  one  moment^  peiuie,  hcfw 
impoasible  is  it  then  to  avoid  looking  at  the  goapelt 
It  grves  me  somecopoem,  though  at  the  same  time  it 
Increaaes  my  gratitude,  to  reflect  that  a  convert  made 
in  Bedlam  ia  more  likdy  to  be  a  dtomUing  bfeok 
toothers;  than  to  advance  their  ^foith.  But  if  k 
has  that  effect  uponany^  it  is  owing  to  their  rea- 
soning amiss,  and  dravnng  their  condusiona  firom 
false  premises.  He  who  can  aaeribe  an  amende 
ment  cif  life  and  manners,  and  a  reformation  of  the 
heart  itself,  to  madness,  ia  guilty  of  an  absurdity 
that  in  any  other  caae  would  foaten  the  imputation 
of  madneaa  upon  himself;  for  by  ao  doing  he  aa- 
cribes  a  reasonable  effoct  to  an  unreasonable  cauae, 
and  a  poaitive  effect  to  a  negative.  But  when 
ChristiBnity  only  is  to  be  sacrificed,  he  tliat  staha 
deepest  is  alwaya  the  vriseat  man.  Vor.  iry  dear 
cousiii,  yourself  will  be  apt  to  think.  ?  iany  tha 
matter  too  far,  and  that  in  the  present  warmth  o* 
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my  h^art  I  make  too  ample  a  eonoemon  in  laying 
chat  I  am  only  now  a  oon^iC'  Yon  think  I  al- 
wayg  bdieved,  .and  I  thought  w  too {  bat  yra  were 
deoei^  andao  wae  I.  I  called  mywlf  indeed  a 
Christian,  but  He  who  knows  my  heart  knew* 
that  I  never  did  a  right  thing,  nor  abitained  tnm 
a  wrong  one,  became  I  wae  m.  But  if  I  did  ' 
ther,  it  waeunder  the  influence  of  eome  other  mo- 
tive. And  4t  ie  euch  eeeming  Chiietians,  auch 
pretending  believers,  that  do  most  mischief  to  the 
cause,  and  furnish  ibe  strongest  aigunients  to  sup- 
port the  infidelity  of  their  enemies:  unlesi  profes- 
sion and  conduct  go  together,  tbq  man's  Kfe  is  a 
lie,  and  the  validity  of  wHu  he  professes  itself  is 
called  in  <iuestion.  The  difference  between  a 
Christian  and  an  Unbeliever  would  be  so  striking, 
if  the  treacherous  allies  of  the  chuich  would  go 
over  at  once  to  the  other  side,  that  I  am  satisfied 
religion  would  be  no  loser  by  the  baigain. 

I  rei^kon  it  one  instance  of  the  providence  that 
has  attended  me  throughout  fbiB  whole  event,  that 
instead  of  being  delivered  into  the  han(}B  of  <me  of 
the  London  phyacians,  Vho  were  ao  much  nearer 
thai  I  wonder  I  was  not,  I  wascarfied  to  Doctor 
Cotton.  I  was  not  only  treated  by  him  with  the 
greatest  tenderness  Trhile  I  was  iU,  and  attended 
with  the  utmost  diligence,  but  When  my  reaeon 
was  restore^  to  me,  and  I  iiad  so  much  need  of  a 
religious  firiend  tocouvezse  with,  to  whom  I  could 
op6a  my  mind  upon  the  subject  without  reserve,  I 
could  hardly  have  found  a  fitter  penon  for  the 
purpose.  My  eagemees  and  anxiety  to  settle  my 
opinions  upon  that  long  neglected  point  made  it 
necessary  that,  while  my  mind  was  yet  weak^and 
my  qsrits  uncerUdn,  I  should. have  some  assist- 
anoe.  The  doctor  was  as  ready  to  administer 
relief  to  me  in  this  article  likevnse,  and  as,  well 
qualified  to  do  it,  as  in  thar  which  was  more  imme- 
diately his  province.  How  many  i^ysidans  would 
have  thought  this  an  irregular  appetite,  ^  a 
symptom  of  remaining  madness!  But  if  it  were 
so,  my  ficiend  was  as  mad  as  mys^f/^and  it  is  well 
for  me  that  he  was  so. 

My  dear  cousin,  you  know  not  half  the  deliver- 
aaoes  I  have  received;  my  brother  is  the  only  one 
in  the  femily  who  does.  My  aeooveiy  is  inde^  a 
■gnal  one,  but  a  greater  if  possible  went  before  it. 
My  ftiture  life  must  expreas  my  thankfiilness,  for 
by  words  I  can  not  do  it 

I  pray  Qodto  Uess  yon  and  my  firiend  sir  Tho- 
mas. Youxs  ever,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

HunHngdon,  Julyt^  ITbo. 

KT  DEAR  LADT  HZSKSTH, 

My  pen  runs  so  fast  yon  will  begin  to  wish  you 
had  not  put  it  in  motion,  but  you  must  consider 


we  hkve  not  met  even  by  letteridmost  these  two 
yesTB^  which  will  account  in  some  measure  for 
my  pestering  you  in  this  manner  ;^  besides,  my  last 
was  no  answer  to  yooiS|  and  therefore  I  ooasider 
myselfSs  still  in.  your  debt  To  say  truth,  I  have 
this  long  time  premised  myself  a  oortespondeiice 
with  you  as  one  pf  my  principal  plsasurea. 

I  shoukl  have  written  to  yon  fitom  St  Alhan's 
long  since,  but  wao  vrilHng  to  perfbnq  quarantine 
first,  both  for  my  own  sake  and  becauw  I  thought 
my  letten  would  be  more  satisfectoiy  to  you  ficom 
any  other  quarter.  You  will  peroaive  I  aUowfd 
myself  a  vbry  sufiident  time  forthe  puippse,  for  I 
date  my  recovery  fiom  the  twenty-fifth  of  kst  Jnly, 
having  been  ill  seven  months,  and  waH  twelvo 
months.  It  was  on  that  day  my  brother  came  to 
see  me.  I  was  far  from  well  .when  he  came  in; 
yet  though  he  only  staid  one  day  with  me,  fais 
company  served  to  put  to  flight  a  thousand  deliri- 
urns  ^  delusions  whbh  I  sill  laboured  under, 
and  the  next  morning  1  found  myself  a  new  etmr 
ture.    But  to  the,  present  puQxise. 

Asfer  asl  am  acquainted  with  this  place,  Ilike 
it  extremely.  Mr.  Ho^igaon,  the  minkter  of  the 
parish,  made  me  a  visit  the  day  before-yesteiday. 
He  ii  vety  sensible,  a  good  preacher,  and  oonsd- 
entious  in  the  dischaige  of  his  duty.  He  is  veiy 
well  known  to  Doctor  Newton,  JBlriiop  of  Bristol, 
the  aqithor  of  the  treatise  on  the  Prophecies,  one 
of  our.  best  bishops,  and  who  has  vnkten  the 
most  demonstrative  proqf  of  the  truth  of  Chris- 
tianity, in  my  mip^i  ^t  ever  was  published. 

There  is  a  village  called  Hertford,  about  a  mile 
and  a  half  from  hence.  The  chuidkthere  is  veiy 
prettily  ntuated  upon  a  rising  ground,  so  ckise  to 
the  river  that  it  washes  the  wall  of  the  churchy  anL 
I  found  an  epitaph  there,  the  other  morning,  the 
two  first  lines  of  which  bdng  better  than  any  thing 
else  I  saw  there  I  made  ahift  to  remember.  It 
is  by  a  widow  on  her  husband. 

"Thaa  wast  too  good  to  Ilfo  on  eaxth  wUh  me. 
And  I  not  good  enough  to  dla  whh  thea" 

The  distance  of  tjiis  pkte  firam  Cambridge  is 
the  worst  circumstance  belonging  to  it  My  bro- 
ther and  I  are  -fifteen  miks  asunder,  which,  con- 
sidering that  1  came  hither  for  the  sake  of  being 
near  him,  is  rather  too  much.  I  vrish  that  young 
man  was  better  known  in  the  fomily.  He  has  as 
many  good  qualities,  ss  his  nearest  kindred  oould 
vrish  to  find  in  him.  - 

As  Mr.  Ctuin  veiy  nmndly  expressed  himsdf 
me  such  occasion,  '  here  is  very  plentiiul 
accommodation,  ai^i  great  happiness  of  provision.' 
So  that  if  I  starve,  it  must  be  through  focgetfiil* 
ncss^  rather  than  scarcity. 

Fare  thee  vrell,  my  good  and  dear  cousin. 

Ever  youn,  W.  C. 
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TO  LADY  HESKETH.     . 
mr  DEAR  cocaiN,  Ju/y  12, 1776. 

Yoa  •»  'Veiy  goodhtame,  and  if  yoa  wil|  only 
eantinae  to  write  at  aiich  intenrala  as  yoa  find  con- 
wnient,  I  ahafl  VQceive  alT  tbat  pleasure  which  I 
pffoposed  to  mypeirfrom  on^  oorrespondentie. .  L 
dedie  no  more  than  that  you  would  never  drop 
me  lor  any  great  length  of  timq  together,  for  I  shaB 
then  think  you  only  write  because  something  hap- 
pened to  pot  you  in  mind  of  me,  or  for  some  other 
reason  equally  mortifyiiig.  I  am  not  however^so 
vnieasonable  as  to  expect  you  should  perform  ihis 
Mt  of  friendship  so  frequently*  alB  myself,  for  you 
five  in  a  world  swarming  with  engagements,  and 
my  hgiara  are  almost  all  my  own.  Youmustevety 
day  be  employed  in  doing  what  is  expected  from 
you  by  a  thousand  bthers,  and  I  have  nothing  to 
do  bnt  what  is  most  agreeable  to  myself. 

Out  mentioning 'Newton's  treatise  on  the  Pro- 
phecies brings  to  my  mind  an  anecdote  of  Dr. 
Young,  who,  you  Itnow,  died  lately  at  Welwyn. 
Dr.  Cotton,  who  was  intimate  with  him,  paid  him 
a  -not  about  a  fortnight  befbre'he  was  seized  with 
his  last  illness.  The  old  man  was  then  in  perfect 
health ;  the  antiquity  of  bis  person,  the  gravity  of 
utterance,  and  the  earnestness  with  which  he  dis- 
eocined  about  religion,  gave  him,  in  the  doctor's 
eye,  the  appearance  of  a  prophet  "they  had  been 
didivering  their  sentiments  upoii  this  book  of  New- 
ton, when  Young  closed  the  conference  thus*. — 
'My  friend,  there  are  two  consideralbns  upon 
which  my  faith  in  Christ  is  bmlt  upon  a  rock ;  the 
fiH  of  man,  the  redemption  of  man,  and  the  resur- 
rection of  man,  Uie  three  cardinal  articles  of  our 
religion,  ta6  such  as  human  ingenuity  could  never 
have  invented,  therefore  they  must  be  divine. — 
The  other  argument  is  this — If  the  Prophecies 
have  been  friLfilled  (of  which  th^re  is  abundant 
demonstradon)  the  scripture,  must  be  the  word  of 
God;  and  if  the  scripture  is  the  word  of  (}od, 
Gfaii^iamty  must  be  true.' 

This  treatise  on  the  prop^edes  serves  a  double 
purpose ;  it  jiot  only  proved  the  truth  of  religion, 
in  a  manner  that  never  has  been  nor  ever  can  be 
controverted,  but  it  proves  likewise,  that  the  Ro- 
man catholic  is  the  apostate  and  antichristian 
church,  so  frequently  forietold  both  in  the  old  &nd ' 
new  testaments.  IndeeQ,  so  fatally  connected  is  | 
the  refutation  of  popery  with  the  truth  of.christi- ! 
anity,  when  the  latter  is  evinced  by  the  completion  i 
of  the  prophesies,  that  in  proportion  as  light  is 
thrown  upon  the  one,^  the  deformities  and  errors . 
of  the  other  are  more  plainly  exhibited.  But  I 
leave  you  to  the  book  itself',  there  are  parts  of  it 
which  may  possibly  afford  you  less  entertainmeht 
than  the  rest,  because  you  have  never  fc^een  a 
sehool-bciy;  but  in  the  main  it  is  so  interesting, 
18 


andjou  are  so^lbnd  of  that  which  is  so,  that  I  am 
sure  yoa- will' like  it. 

My  d^ar  cousin,  honf  happy  am  J  in  having'  a 
friend  to  whom  i  can  open  my  heart  upon  tiieso' 
Bubjocte !  I  haye  many  intimates  In  the  world, 
and  have  had  many  more  tluA  I  shall  have  here- 
after, to  whom  a  k>ng  letter  on  these  most  impor- 
tant aitkles  would  appear  tiresome,  it  least,'  if  not 
impertinent.  But  I  am  not  afraid  of  meeting  with 
that  reception  from  you,  who  baye  never  yet  made 
it  your  interest  that  there  should  be  no  truth  in  the 
word  of  GKx). '  May  this  everlasting  truth  be  your 
comfort  while  you  live,  and  attend  yoil  with  peace 
and  joy  in  your  last  moments  \  I  lovo  you  too 
well  not  to  make  ihis  a  part  of  my  prayers,  and 
when  I  remember  my  friends  on' these  oocasbns, 
there  is  no  likelihood  that  you  can  be  forgotten. 
Yours  ever,  W.  C. 

P.  S.  Cambridge.^ — ^I  add  this  postscript  at  my 
brother's  rooms.^  He  desires  to  be  afiectionately 
remembered  to  you,  and  if  .you  are  jn  town  about 
a  fortnight  henoe,  when  he  proposee  to  be  there 
himself,  will  take  a  breakfast  with  you. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

Buntingdon,  August  1,  1765. 

MT  DEAR  COUSIN, 

If  I  was  to  measu^  your  obligation  to  write  by 
my  own  desire  to  hear  from  you,  I  should  call  you 
an  idle  correspondent  if  a  post  went  by  without 
bringing  ine  a  letter,'  but  I  am  not  so  unreasona- 
ble; on  the  contrary,  I  think  myself  very  happy  in 
hearing  from  you  upon  your  own  terms,  as  you  find 
most  convenient.  Your  short  history  of  my  family 
is  a  very  ac<^ptable  part  of  your  letter ;  if  they 
really  interest  themselves  in  my  welfbe,  it  is  a 
miark  of  their  great  charity  for  one  who  has  been 
a  disappointment  and  a  vexation  to  them  ever 
since  he  has  been  of  consequence  to  be  cither.  M} 
friend,  the  major's  behaviour  to  me,  after  all  he 
suffered  by  ray  abandoning  his  interest  and  my 
own  in  so  miserable  a  manner,  is  a  noble  instance 
of  generosity,  and  true  greatness  of  mind;  and  in- 
deed-1  know  no  nian  in  vrhom  those  quafities  are 
more  conspicuous ;  one  need  only  furnish  him  with 
an  opportuni^  to  display  them,  and  thoy  are  al- 
ways ready  to  show  themselves  in  hiii  words  and 
actions,  and  even  in  his  countenance  at  a  moment's 
warning.  I  have  great  reason  to  be  thankful — I 
have  lost  none  of  my  acquaintance  but  those  whom 
I  determined  not  to  keep.  I  am  sorry  this  ^lass  is 
so  numerous.  What  would  I  not  give,  that  every 
friend  I  have  in  the  world  were  not  ahnost  but 
altogether  christians !  My  dear  cousin,  I  am  half 
afraid  to  talk  in  this  style,  lest  t  should  seem  to 
indijigc  a  censorious  humour,  instead  of  hoping,  an 
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I  Gught^  the  best  for  all  men.  But  wha^  can  be 
■aid  against  pcularproof  1  and  what  is  hope  when 
it  is  built  upon  presumption  3  To  use  t|ie  most 
holy  name  in  the  universe  for  no  purp(^,  or  a  had 
one,  contrary  to  his  own  express  •commandment :  ■ 
to  pQM  the  day,  and  the  succeeding  days,  weeks, 
and  niqnths,.and  years,  without  one  act  of  private 
devotion,  one  conresrion  of  our  sins,  or  one  thanks- 
giving for  the;numberless  blessing^  we  enjoy;  to 
hear  the  word  of  God  in  public  with  a  distracted 
attention,  or  with  none  at  ajl ;  to  absent  ourselves 
voluntarily  from  the. blessed  oonmiunion,  and  to 
live  in  the  total  neglect  of  it,  though  our  Saviour 
has  charged  it  upon  us  with  an  express  injunction, 
are  the  common  and  ordinary  liberties  which  the 
generality  of  pipfessors  allow  themselves:  and 
what  is  this  but  to  live  without  God  in  the  world ! 
Many  causes  may  be  asngned  for  this  antichris- 
tian  spirit,  so  prevalent  among  Christians ;  but  one 
of  the  principal  I  take  to  be  their  utter  forgetful- 
noss  that  they  have  the  word  of  God  in  tl)eir  pos- 
session. 

My  friend  sir  William  Russell  was  distantly 
rclat^  to  a  very  accomplished  man,  who,  though 
he  never  believed  the  gospel,  admir^  the  scrip- 
tures as  tho  sublimest  compositions  in  the  world, 
and  read  them 'often.  I  haye  been  mtimate  myself 
with  a  man  of  fine  taste,  who  has  confessed  to  m6 
that,  though  he  could  not  subscribe  to  the  troth 
of  Christianity  itself,  .yet  he  never  coufd  read  St. 
Luke's  account  of  our  Saviour's^  appearance  tp  the 
two.  disciples  going  to  EmmaOs,  without  being 
wonflerfully  aHected  by  it;  and.  he  thought  that 
if  the  stamp  of  divinity  was  any  where  to  be  found 
in  scripture,  it  was  strongly  marked  .and  visibly 
impressed  upon  that  passage.  If  these  men,  whose 
hearts  were  chilled  with  the  darkness  of  iniSdelity,' 
could  find  such  charms  in  the  mere  style  of  the 
scripture,  what  must  they  find  there,  whose  eye 
penetrates  deeper  than  the  letter,  and  who  firmly 
believe  themselves  interested  in  all  the  invaluable 
privileges  of  the  gospel  1  '  He  that  believeth  on 
me  is  passed  from  death  Unto  life,'  though  it  be  ^ 
plain  a  sentence  as  words  can'  form^^  ha^  more 
beauties  in  it  for  such.a  person  than  all  the  labours 
antiquity  can  boast  of  If  my-pqor  miui  of  taste, 
whom  I  have  just  mentioned,  had  searched  a  little 
further,  he  might  haye  found  other  parts  of  the 
sacred  liistbr y  as  strongly  marked  with  the  cha- 
racters of  divinity  as  that  he  mentioned.  The 
{Arable  ot  the  prodigal  son,  the  most  beautiful  fic- 
tion that  ever  was  invented ;  our  Saviour's  speech 
to  his  disciptee,  with  which  he  eloses  his  earthly 
ministration,  full  of  the  subUmest  di^tyand  ten- 
derest  affectbn,  surpass  every  thing  that  I  ever 
read,  and,  like  the  spirit  by  which  they  were  dio 
taied,  fiy  directly  to  the  hear^.  If  the  scripture 
did  noit  disdain  all.  affectation  of  ornament,  one 

ihottd  call  these,  and  such  as  these,  the  omamen- 
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tal  parts  of  it ;  but  the  matter  of  it  is  Chat  upon 
which  it  principally  stakes  its  credit  with  us,  and 
the  style,  however  excellent  and  peculiar  to  itself, 
is  only  one  of  ihase  many  external  evidences  by 
which  it  recommends  itself  to  our  belief. 

I  shall  be  very  mack  obliged  to  you  for  the  book 
you  mention ;  you  could  not  have  sent  me  any 
thing  that  would  have  been  more  welcome,  unless 
you  .had  «ent  me  your  own  meditations  instead  ot 
thenk 

YiJUM,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

Huntingdon,  August  17,  1765. 

You  told  me,  my  dear  cou^n,  that  I  need  not 
fear  writing  too  oflben,  aqd  you  perceive  I  take  yOu 
at  your  word.  At  present,  however}.!  shall  do 
little,  more  than  thank  you  for  the  Meditations, 
which  I  admire  excee<tingly:  the  author  of  them 
manifestly  loved  the  truth  with  an  undissembled 
affection,  had  made  ^  great  progress  in  the  know- 
ledge of  it,  and  experienced  all  the  happmeas  that 
naturally  results  from  thsft  noUest  of  attainments. 
There  is  one  circuiAstantc,  which- he  gives  tis  fre- 
quent occasion  to  observe  in  him,  which  I  believe 
will  ever  be  found  in  the  philosophy  of  every  true 
>|Chri8tian.  I  mean  the  eminent  rank  which  he 
assigns  to  faith  among  the  virtues,  as  the  source 
and  parent  of  them  all.  There  is  nothing  morn 
infollibfy  true  than  this,  and  doubtless  it  is  with  a 
view  to  the  purifving  and  sandi^ing  nature  of  a 
true  faith,  that  our  Saviour  says,  *  He  that  be- 
lieveth in  me  hath  everlasting  liife,'  with  many 
other  expressions  to  the  same  purpose.  Consi- 
dered in  this  light,  no  wonder  it  has  the  power  •of 
salvation  ascribed  tb  it !  Considered  in  any  other, 
we  must  suppose  it  to  operate  Uke  an  oriental  talis- 
man, if  it  obtains  for  us  the  least  ^vantage,  which 
is  an  afiront  io  him  who  innsts  upon  our  having 
it,  and  wiU  on  no  other  terms  admit  os  tohis  &- 
vour.  I  mentfon  this  distinguishing  article  in  his 
Reflections  the  rather,  because  it  serves  for  a  solid 
foundation  to  the  distinction  I  made,  iti  my  last, 
between  the  specious  professor  and  the  true  be- 
liever, between  him  whose  faith  is  his  Sunday- 
suit  and  him  who  never  puts  it  off  at  all — a  dis- 
tinction I  am  a  little  fearful  sometimes  of  making, 
because  it  is  a  heavy  stroke  upon  the  practice  of 
more  than  half  the  Christians  in  the  wbrid. 

My  dear  cousin,  I  told  you  I  read  the  book  with 
great  pleasure,  which  may  be  accounted  for  from 
its  own  merit,  but  perhaps  it  pleased  me  the  more 
becftuse  you  had  travelled  the  same  road  before 
me.  You  know  there  is  such  a  pleasure  as  this, 
which  would  want  great  explanation  to  some  folks, 
being  perhaps  >  mystery  to  those  whose  hearts  are 
a  mere  muscle,  and  serve  only  for  the  purpob<4  of 
an  even  ctrculatioa     •  W  C 
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TO  LADY  HESKETH. ' 

Sbp^4, 1765. 
TsotTGH  I  have  Boifie  fery  agreeable  acqiudntance 
«t  Himtingd<ni,  my  dear  oousmj  none  of  their 
Tisito  are  so  agi^eeable  as  the  arrival  of  yoar'Ictten: 
I^jhank  ^u  for 'that  which  I  have  jurt  received 
from.  Dnxx&rd;  and  particularly  for  that  part  gf  it 
where  ytm  give  me  an  unlimited  liberty  npon  the 
subject  I  have  already  so  often  written  upon. 
Whatever  interests  us  deeply  as  naturally  flows 
into  tiie  pen  as  it  does  firom  the  lips,  when  eveiy 
restraint  is  taken  away;  and  t^e  meet  with  a  fiiend 
indulgent  enough-  to  attend  to  us.  How  many,  in 
an  that  variety  of  characters  with  whom  I  am  ac- 
quainted, could  I  fihd  after  the  strictest  search,  to 
whom  I  could  write  as  I  do  to  youl  I  hope  the 
number  win  increase.  I  am  sure  it  can  not  easily 
be  diminished.    Poor  !  I  have  heard  th9 

whole  of  his  history,  and  can  only  lament  wha£  I 
am  sure  I  can  make  no  apology  for.  Two  of  my 
firiends  have  been  cut  off  during  myiflnesi^  in  the 
midstof  sucha  Hfe  as  It  is  frightful  to  reflect  upon; 
and  here  am  I,  in  better  health  and  spirits  than  I 
can  almost  remember  to  have  enjoyed  before,  after 
having  spent  tnonths  in  the  apprehen^on  of  instant 
death.  How  mysterious  are  the  ways  of  Provi- 
dence! Why  did  I  receive  grace  and  me^rcyl  Why 
was  I  preserved,  afl!icted  for  my  good,  recdved,  as 
I  tm^  into  &vour,  and. blessed  with  the  greatest 
happineas  I  qan  ever  know  or  hope  for  in  this  Bfo, 
while  these  were  overtaken  by  the^great  arrest^ 
unawakened,  unrepenting,  and  .every  way  unpre- 
pared  for  iti  His  inimite  Wisdom,  to  whose  in* 
finite  merc^  I  owe  it  aU,  can  solve  these  questions, 
and  ncnsi  beside  him.  If  a  free-thinker,  as  many 
a  man  misralls  himself,  could  be  brought  to  give  a 
serious  answer  to  th^m,  he  would  certainly  say-^ 
'  Without  doubt,  sir,  you  waSs  in  great  danger,  you 
had  a  tiarrow  escape,  a  most  fortunate  one  indeed.' 
How  excessively  foo^h,  as  weU  as  shocking!  As 
if  life  depended  up6n  luck,  and  aU  that  we  are  or 
can-  be,  aU  that  we  have  or  hop6  for,  could  possibly 
be  referred  to  accident.  Yet  to  this  freedom  of 
thought  it  is  owing  that  he,  who,  as  our  Saviour 
tells  us,  i^  thorougUy  apprized  of  the  death  ot  the 
meanest  of  his  creatures,  is  supposed  to  leave  those, 
whom  he  has  made  in  his  own  image  to  the  meroy 
fif  chance ;  and  to  this,  therefore,  it  Is  fikewise  ow- 
ing that  the-  correction  whieh  our  heavenly  Father 
bestows  upon  us,  that  we  ftay  be  fitted  to  receiw 
his  blessing,  is  so  often  disai^inted  of  its  benevo- 
lent intention,  and  ^at  men  despise  the  chastenbig 
of  the  Almighty.  Fevers  and  aU  diseases  are  ac- 
ddents;  and  long  life,  i«coyery  at  least  from  sick- 
neM,  is  the  gift  of  the  ph jaiclan.  No  man  can  be 
a  greater  friend  to  the  use  of  means  upon'  these 
occasions  than  myself,  for  it  were  presumption  and 
#wtJ>iMiaittn  to  neglect  them.    God  has  endued 


them  with  salutacf  piyipertiea  pn  purpose  that  we 
m%ht  avail  ourselves  of  them,  otherwise  that  part 
of  his  creation  wtre  in  vain'.  But  to  impute  our 
recovery  to  the  medicine^and  to  carry «ur  views  no 
furtlvBr,  is  Id  ^b  God  of  his  honour;  and  is  saying 
in  effect  he  has  parted  with  the  keys  of  life  and 
death,  and,  by  giving  to  a  drug  the  power  to  heal 
us,  bas  placed  our  Mves  out  of  his  ovrA  reach.  He 
that  thanks  thim  may  as  wen  faU  upon  his  knees 
at  once,  and  return  thanks  to  the  medidne  that 
cured  bW,  fiir  it  was  certainly  more  immediately 
instrumental  in  his  recovery  than  either  the  apo- 
thecary or  the^doctor.  My  dear  cousin,  a  firm  per- 
suasion of  the  superintendence  of  Providence  over 
aU  our  concerns  is  absolutely  necessary  to  our  hap- 
piness. .  Without  it  we  can  not  be  s^id  to  beUevo 
in.  the  scripture,  or  practise  any  thing  like  resigna- 
tion to  his  win.  If  I  am  convinced  lW  no  afflic- 
tion can  befid  me  without  the  permisnon  of  GM, 
I  am  convinoed  likewise  that  he  se^  and  knows 
tha^  I  am  afllicted^  believing  this,  I  must  in^  the 
same  d^ree  beUeve  that,  if  I  pray  to  him  for -de- 
liverance, he  hears  me;  I  must  needs  know  like- 
wise with  equal  assurance  that,  if  he  bean,  he  vidll 
also  deliver  me,  if  that  wiU  upon  the  whole  be  most 
conducive  to  my  happiness;  and  if  he  does  not  de- 
liver me^  I  may  be  wen  assured  (hat  W  has  none 
bnt  ihe  most  benevolent  intention  In  declining  it. 
He  made  us,  not  because  we  could  add  to'  bis  hajp- 
pitiesB,  which  was  alvmys  perfect,  but.'  that  wo 
might  be  happy  ourselves;  and  will  he  not  in  all 
his  dispensations  tdwards  us,  even  in  the  minutest, 
Qonsult  that  exid  fi)r  which  be  ma^  usi  To  sup- 
pose the  eodtrary',  is  (which  we  are  not  always 
aware  of)  aflftonting  every  one  of  his  attributes; 
and  at '  the  same  time,  the  certain  consequence  of 
dkbelieving  his  dare  fbrus  is,  thiit  w6  renounce  ut- 
terly our  dependence  upon  Um.  In  tfaitf  view  it 
will  appear  plainly  that  the  Une  of  duty  is  not 
stretched  too  tight,  when  we  are  told  that  we  <Mqght 
to  aoisept  every  tUipg  at  his  hands  as  a  blesring, 
and  td  be  thapkfbl  even  while  we  smart  under  the 
rod  of  iron  with  ^hich  he  sometimes  Utiles  us. 
Without  this  persuasion,  every  blessing,  however 
We  may  think  obrseWes  happy  in  it,  kwes  its 
greatest  recdnmiendatlon,  and  every  affliction  is  fn- 
tdlerable.  Death  itself  must  be  weieome  to  him 
who  has  this  faith,  and  he  who  has  it  not  must  aim 
at  it,  if  he  is  not  a  madman.  Yon  cah  not  thuik 
how  ghui  I  am  to  hear  you  are  going  to  oomntenoe 
ladyandQiiBfereaBofFreemantle.*  IknowitweU; 
ancl  I  could  go  from  Southampton  blindfold.  Tou 
are  kind  to  invite  me  to  it,  and  I  shanbeso  kind  to 
myself  as  to  accept  the  invitatitm,  though  I  should 
not  for  a  slight  consideration  be  prevailed  upon  to 
quit  my  beloved  retirement  at  Huntingdon, 

Yours  ever,  W.  C. 
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Lbt.  10,  U,  19. 


TO  UJ>Y  HE8KETH. 

BiinHngdon,  SepU  14, 17G& 

MT  DfAR  COUUX, 

Teb  longer  I  Ii?e  beie,  thci  better  I^^likeitiw 
place,  and  the  peop^  wbo  belong  to  it  I  am 
upon  Teiygood  teiBM  with  nq  leu  than  fiv^  fanih 
Uea,  beeidee  two  or  three  odd  ecrambling  fellons 
like  mjeeif.  The  last  awiiwiintanoe  I  nuide  here 
i«  with  the  race  of  the  Uriwine,  conaeting  of  fittheg 
and  mother,  son  and  daoghter,  the  moat  oomfiurtar 


ble,  aocial  MkM  joo  ever  Joiew.    The  eon  is  about  aake,  whoaeinteiceesbn  fiw  aU  hisfaithM^Hnranti 


twenty-one  jean  of  age,  one  of.  the  n¥vt  ume- 
aerved  and  amiable  young  majL  I  ever  eonroned 
with.  He  ia  no^  yet  arrived  at  thai  timb  of  lift, 
when  rtiapkaon  rerommenda  itmlf  to  ne  in  the  fbim- 
of  wisdom,  and  seta  eveiy  thing^but  our  own  dear 
aelvea  at  an  immeaaarable  distance  finm  our  ea- 
teem  a^d  oonfidenoe.  Consequently  he  ia  known 
almost  as  soon  as  seen,  and'  having  nothing  in  his 
heart  that  inakea  it  neceanry  &u  him  to  keep  it 
baned  and  bolted,  opens  it  tothepernsal  even  of  a 
strange^.  The&ther  is  actoigyman,and  thesoo 
18  designed  lor  orders.  The  d^ign,  howsQver,  is 
qjuto  his  o(Wn,  pMcseding- merely  team  his  being 
ai^  having  always  been  smoere  in  his  belief  and< 
love  of  the  gospel.  Another  acquauit^noe  I  hava 
lately  made  is  with  a  |idr.  NiohdsQn,  a  Korthr 
country  divine^  veiy  poor,  but  very  good,  and  veiy 
happy.  He  reads  prayen  here  twioea  daj,  idl  the 
year  lound^  and  travels  on  fixit  to  serve  two. 
dnuches  eveiy  Sunday  through  the  year,  his  jour- 
nej  out  and  home  again  being  sixteen  miles.  I 
sapped  vrith  him  last  nigbt*  He  gave  me  braad 
aqd  cheese,  and  a,  black  jug  of  ale  of  his  own 
bfiswing,  and  doubtleas  bicrwej  by  bis  own  hands. 
Another  of  my  acgnaintapoB  is  Mr.  -r— ,  a  thin, 
tall,  old  man»  and  a|  good  as  he  is  thiix  He 
dniika  nothing  but  water,  andeata  no  fleah;.  partly 
(I  believe)  fiom*  a  raligioua^jMnqple  (for  he  is  veiy 
leligMwa),  and  paxUy  in  the  spirir  of  a  valetu- 
dinaiiaa.  He  is  to  be  met  with  evei;  nwnuQg 
of  hialife^at  about  six  o'clock,  at  a  Ibnntain  of  very 
fine  water,  ahoitt  a  mile  firom  the  town,  winch  k 
ncfconedeztremelyliketheBiiitoi  spring.  Being 
both  oariy^risens  and  tba  only  eariy  walkeisin  the 
plaoe,  vre  soon  became  acquainted.  His  Kreat 
pie^  can  be.  equalled  by  nothiog  but  hi»  gmat 
FQgukrity,  for  herls  the  most  perfect  time-piece  in 
the  worid.  I  have  received  a  visit  likevrise  ficon 
Mr.  — *.  He  is  very  much  a  geotleman,  well- 
read^  ami  sensible.  I'ampennaded,inahert,that 
if  I  had  Che  choioe  of  aU  En^aad,  where  to  fix  my 
abude,  I  could  net  have  chosen  better  for  myself 
and  most  likely  I  should  notiiave  chosen  so  well 
-    You  say,  y«i  hope  it  isnot  nyscsBaiyfoir  aalva- 


he  himself  tells  us,  afflict  willingly  the  sons  of  men. 
DoubtlMsthen  are  many,  vifao,  hasriagbeen  plnced 
by  hit  good  provideiAse  out  of  the  reach  of  any 
^eat  evil  and  the  influenoi  of  bad  ^vnpK  have 
foouttheir  vezy  infoncy  been  pavtakerapf  the  giaee 
ofhis'holy  spirit,  in  such  a  manner  aa  never  to 
have  aUevired  themselves  in  any  grievous  ofienee 
against  him.  i/Uy  you  k>ve  hifn  more  and  moce 
day  by  day  *,  as  ewy  daj^  while  you.  think  upon 
him,  you  will  find  him.  more  worthy  of  .your  love : 
and  may  you  be  finally  accepted  with  him  foirhis 


can  not  byt  prevail  I  * 


Youmever,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETE: 

Buntin^^don,  Oct.  10,  1705. 

MT  DEAR  COUSIN, 

I  SHOULD  grumble  at  your  long  silence,  if  I  did 
not  know  that  one  may  love  one's  iriends  very  well, 
though  one  is  not  always  In  the  humour  to  write 
to  them.  Besides,  I  have  Che  satisfaction  of  being 
perfectly  sure  that  you  have  at  lelurt;'  twenty  times 
mcoBected  the  debt  you  owe  me,  and  as  often  re- 
solved to  pay  it :  and  perhaps  while  you  remain 
indebted  to  me,  you  think  of  me  twice  aa  often  as 
you  woyiddo,  if  the  account  was  clear.  These 
are  the  reflectionfi  with  which  I  oomfort  myself, 
under  the  affliction  of  not  hearing  from  you;  my 
temper  does  not  incline  me  to  jealousy,  and  if  it 
did,  I  should  set  all  right  by  having  recoune  to  what  - 
I  have  already  received  ficom  you. 

I  thank  God  for  your  fiiiendship»  and  for  ever> 
fiiend  I  have ;  for  iJl  the  pleasing  dicumstanote 
of  my  Btuation  here,  for  my  health  of  body,  and 
perfect  serenity  oi  mind.  To  recollect^the  past, 
and  compare  it  vrith  the  piesent,  is  all  I  have  peed 
of  to  fill  me  vrith  gratitude :  and  to  be  grateftd  ia 
to  be  happy.  Not  that  I  think  myself  sulBciently 
thankful,  or  that  I  shall  ever  be  so  in  this  life. 
The  wannest  heart  perhaps  only  foels  by  fits,  and . 
is  often  a«  insensible  as  the  coldest  This  at  least 
is  fre^^ii^^y  ^^  <^<^^  ^^  mine,  and  oftener  than 
it  should  be.  '  But  the  mercy  that  can  fovgive  ini- 
quity vrill  never  be  severe  to  mark  our  firailties;  to 
that  mexcy,  my  dear  cousin,  I  commend  you,  vrith 
earnest  wishes  for  your  Welfare,  and  remain  yoor 
ever  afiiectionat^  .W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

Buntin^d4m,  Od.  18, 1765. 
I  WISH  you  joy,  iqy  dear  cousin,  of  beiiy  safely 
arrived  in  poit  firam  the  stQims  of  Southampton. 
For  my  own  part,  who  am  but  as  a  Thames 


lion,  to  undergo  Hie  same  afflictions^  that  I  have  |  wherry,  in  a  worid  foil  (^tempest  and  commotion, 
undeigsne.  Nol  mydearoousin.  God  deals  with  I  know  so  vrell  the  valde  of  the  creek  I  have  put 
hia  thiUmi  aa  a  Bwici^  fol^beri  he  doeq  not,  as  into,  imd  the  sni^nesa  It  afibida  me»  tl^  I  havn 


Digitized  by  LjQOQIC 


list.  ISI. 


LfiTllSKB. 


M 


t  Modde  sympathy  ^vvith  yon  In  ^  pleiutoie  joa 
imd  ill  bddg  ofK»  more  bliritnri  t()l)Mnfafd.  I 
knotr  enoosii  of  Afin  Motley  to  -eeiid  tier  'my^ 
oompUnieiits ;  'to  ivUeh,'  if  I  lied  never  Men  net , 
hfer  affixnon  Ibr  yxra  wocdd  siMScsently  enQtle  hef .* 
If  I  Mgleeted  to-do  H:  sooner,  it  k  onJy  beeaim  I 
till  utaMUy  mpt  to  negfect  what  I  ought  to  d5; 
and  if  I  was  aagenteel  uslam  negligent,  I  ahoidd 
be  tiw  most  didightfiil  ereatue  in  the  tinifer^. 
I  hm  glad  yon  think  eo  foroarahly  of  my  Hnn- 
tingdoniequaintiaice;  fhey.eie  indeed  a  nice  set 
of  iblka,  and  aoit  me  exaietly.  I  ahovid  haVe  been 
man  pazlicnlar  in  'my  aec6ant  of  Misi  UnWin, 
if  I  had  hadmaferiab  for  a  minute  deaeriplion. 
She  ii  dboqt  eighteen  years  of  age,  rather  hand- 
some and  getiteel.  In  her  mother's  company  she 
says  lillte;  not  because  her  ttiother  requires  it  of 
bar,  btt  because  she  seems  gYad.of  tiiat  excuse  for 
not  tflking,  bein^  somewhat  incKned  to  beshfhl- 
noK.  These  is  the  jnost  remaikaUe  cordiality 
between  all  the  paits  of  the  fiunily;  andthemothe^ 
end  duighter  seem  to  doat  upon  each  fltii^.  The 
lint  ukne  I  went  to  the  house  I  was  introdneed'to 
the  daughter  alone;  and  sat  witii  her  near  half 
in  hour,  before  her  brother  came  in,  who  had  ap> 
pobted  me  to  call  upon  him.  •  Talkiilg  in  neces- 
niymaiefe-a^^e,  to  distinguish  the  persons  ef 
the  drama  Ikm  tUe  chairs  they  sit  on :  aoeordingly 
she  talked  a  great  deal,  imd  extremely  well ;  and, 
like  tiie  rest  of  the  faznily ,  behaved  with  as  much 
Mae  of  address  as  if  we  had  been  dd  acquaintance. 
She  resembles  her  mother  in  her  great  piety,  who 
b  ene  of  the  most  remarkable  instances  of  it  I 
have  ever  seen.  They  are  altogether  the  cheer- 
fullest  and  most  engaging  family-^pieoe  it  is  pOirf 
bk  to  conceive. — Sfince  I  wtoto  the  above,  I  met 
Mift  Unwin  in  ^  ^ft^f  ^^  ^^^  i^mn  ynth 
her.  She  and  I  walked  together  near  two  hoofs 
IB  the  garien,  and  hada  convsnalion  vdnoh  did 
me  moie  good  tlian  I  shoald  hare  received  fitan 
imuidienee  of  the  fillBt  prince  in  ^nrope.  'Th«t 
Woman  is  a  blessing  ta  me,  and  i  never  see  her 
without  bong- the  better  for  her  compakiy.  I  am 
tnMedinthe  fotfiily  as  if. I  was  a  riear  relation, 
•nd  have  been  repeatedly  invited  to  call  upon  tiiem 
>t  an  times.  You  know  what  a  shy  foDow  I  am ; 
1  can  not  prevail  with  myself  to  make  so  mndh 
Qs»  of  tMs  privilege  as  I  am  si^e  they  intend  I 
ihuild;  -but  perhaps  thb  awkwardness  will  wear 
«ff  henafter.  It  was  my  earnest  request  before  I 
left  St  Albai^  that  wherever  it  might  pkase 
i^nrndenoe  to  dispose  of  me^  1  might  meet  with 
Mich  an  acquaintance  as  I  find  in  Mrs.  Unwin. 
How  happy  it  is  to  believe, "with  asteadfast  assnr- 
ttioe,  that  our  petitioiv  are  heard  even  while  we 
ue  making  them— «nd  how  delightiul  to  meet 
with  a  proof  uf  it  in  the  eflMual  and  actual  grant 
af  them !  Sorely  it  is  a  grtkcioUs  finishing  given  to 
thoee  means,  which  the  Ahnighty  has  l^^en  pleased 
Q 


(6  make  use  of  for  my  Conyertfon.  After  having 
been  aeservecDy  rendered  'uimt  for  any  society,  to 
be  again  quafified  fiir  it,  and  fidmlttod  at  once  hito 
\hi  feRowship  hf  those,  whom'  Ood  regards  lut  the 
exedlent  of  ihe  earth,  and  whom,  in  the  emphatl- 
cal  language  Of  BeTlpture,  he  prmfemes  ae  the 
apple  of  Us  eye,  is  a  bfesnilg  wMcb  carries  with 
il  the  stamp  and  v&ribie  sUperseriptkni  ci  divine 
boonty— «.  grace  tanUmited  as  ondeseorved;  and, 
Ukfi  its.  glorious  Author,  fiee  iiv  its  couie,  and 
Messed  in  its  c^ieration  t 

My  dear  osasih!  Health  and  happiness,  aaid 
above  all,  the  Ikvour  of  our  gfAt  >and  graeiooi 
LiM^^ttendyou!  WMle weseskithisKdritanil 
in  truth,  we  are  infinitely  ikiore  secure  of  it  thda 
of  the  next  breath  we  expect  to  draw.  Heaven 
and  earth  haTe  dieir  desthied  periods;  .ton  thou- 
sand worlds  will  vanish  at  the  consomiuation  of  al 
thii^;  hut4heword  of  God  stnnieth  fhs^  ^ahd 
they  who  trust  in  hfan  shall  iiever  be  confovmded. 

My  love  to  aU  who  enquire  after  me. 

I      Yours  ikflbettonately,  W.  O. 


TO  MAJOR  COWPER. 

BunHngdon,  Oct.  IB,  1766i 

MT  DBAS  Ml^OR,      . 

.  I  hate  neither  kMt  the  use  of  n^to^tioriiiy 
naemory,  though  my  onaocountable  silence  might 
incline  yon  to  suspect  that  I  had  lost  both.  The 
history  of  those  things  which  have,  ficom  time  to 
time,  prevented  my  scHlJblihg,  would  not  only  be 
insip^  but  extremely  vduminous;  for  which  rea- 
sons they  will  not  make  thmr  appearance  at  pre- 
seni,  nor  probably  at  any  time  hereafter.  If  my 
neglecting  towrito  to  yoh  were  a  ptoof  that  I  had 
never  thooght  of  yon,  and  thai  had  been  leaiiy  the 
case,  five  ^faiUuigs  apiece  would  have  bete  mooh 
too  Utile  to  give  for  <he  sight  of  sndia  monstof  1 
but  I  am  no  sdch  mdiister,  nordo  I  perceive  in  , 
logrielfthe  leasttenidency  tosnch  atransfoimatioii. 
You  may  leooHeet  thai  thad  but  .very  mwomlbrt- 
able«xpeista)lioos  of  the  accommodatien  I  shoold 
meet  with  at  Huntingdon.  How  much  better  is 
ft  totake  our  lot,  when  it  shall  please  Piovidenoe 
tocastit^withOotanidBty!  Had  I  chosen  for  my- 
self it  is  UDpossbie  I  co^  hAve  fixed  upon  a 
place  so  agreeable  to  ine  in  all  lespectsu  I  so 
much  dreaded  the  thooght  of  having  a  new  ao- 
quaintanoe  to'make,  vrith  no  other  reoommenda- 
tioathanthat  of  behig  a  perfoct  stranger,  that  I 
heaidly  wished  no  creatnie  here  might  take  the 
least,notice  of  me.  Instead  of  whkh,  ni  about 
two  months  after  my  arrival,  I  became  known  to 
all  the  visitable  people  here)  and  do  veiily  Amk  u 
the  most  agreeable  neighbourhood  I  em  ikw. 

Herearo  thtee  foqiihes  who  have  received  me 
with  the  utmost  citililgr;  and  two  in  paitkulir 
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Imve  treated  me  w^  M  iDttck  coidialitj,  as  if  their 
pedigreea  aod  mine  bad  gnfmi  upon  the  aame 
ifieep-flkin.  .^efld^  these,  them  are  tjiiee  oar  iona 
fiogle  men  v^o  suit  my  teoqwr  to  a  hair.  The 
townisbneofthepeatest  in  England;  the  coun- 
try is  fine  lor  several  miles  about  it;  and.  the  roads, 
which  are  all  turnpike,  and  strike  out  four  or  Are 
dl£S8rent  way*,  are  peiiecUy  good  all  the  year 
round.  I  mention  tiiis  latter  dicumstanoe  chiefly 
because  my  distance  from  Cambridge  has  made  a 
iMCseman  of  me  at  last,  or  at  least  is  likely  ^to  do 
soi  My  brether  and  I  meet  every  week,  A>y  an 
alternate  redpraeatbn  of  inte<oeuiSe^  as  Sam  John- 
son wovld  express  it;,  sometimes  I  get  a  lift  iif  a 
neighbour's  chaise,  but  general^  ride.  •  As  to  my 
ownpenonalconditisB,  I  am  mubh  happier  than 
the  day  is  long,  and  sunshine  and  candlelight  see 
me  perfectly  contented.  I  get  books  in  abund: 
ance,  as  much  company  as  I  choese,  a  deal  of  oonir 
fortable  leiafure^  and  enjoy  betteif  health,  I  think, 
than  for  many  yeare  past  What  is  there  want- 
ing to  niake  me  happy  1  Nothing,  if  I  can  but 
be  as  thankAil  as.<J  ought;  and  I  trust  that  He 
who  has  bestowed  so  many  blesslngB  upon  me,  will 
give  me  gratitude  to  crown  thein  ajl.  1  beg.  you 
will  give  my  love  to  my  dear  cousin  Maria,  and  to 
every  body  at  the  Paris.  ,If  Mrs.  Maitland  is 
with  you,  as  I  suspect  by  a  passage  in  Lady  Hes^ 
keth's  letter  to  me,  pray  remember  me  to  her  very 
aflSsctionately.  And  believe  me,  my  dear  friend,, 
ever  yours. 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  EQCL 

DEAR  JOE,  October  35, 1765b 

I  AM  afraid  the  month  of  October  has.ptoved 
rather  unlavonrable  to  the  belle  Sssemblee  at 
Southampton;  high  winds  'and  continual  rains 
being  bitter  Aendtnies  to  that  agreeable  lounge, 
which  you  and  I  are  equally  fond  of  (  have  very 
cordially  betaken  myself  to  my  books,^  and  my 
fireside;  and  seldom  leave  them  unless  for  ezer- 
dse.  I  haw  added  another  fiunily  to  the  number 
of  those  I  was  acquainted  with  when  you  "were 
here.  Their  name  is  Unwip— the  most  agreeable 
people  iniaginable ;  quite  sedaUe;,  and  as  free  from 
the  ceremoniovs  civility  of  country  gentlefolks  as 
any  I  ever  jnet  vrith.  They  treat  liie  faiore  like  a 
near  relatiom  than  a  stranger,  and  their  house  is 
alvrays  open  to  me.  The  old  gentleipan  carries 
me  tto  Cambridge  in  his  chaise,  tie  is  a  man  oF 
learning  and  good  sense,  and  as  simple  as  parson 
Adams,  His  ynh  has  a  very  uncommon  under- 
standing; has  read  much  to  excelletit  purpose,  and 
is  more  polite  than  a  duchess.  The  son  who  be- 
longs to  Cambridge,  is  a  'most  amiable  young  man, 
and  the'  daughter  quite  of  a  piece  with  the  rest  of 
the  frimily.    They  see  bqt  little  company,  whkih 


suits  nSB  exactly;  go  when  I  will,  I  find  a  house 
full  of  peace  And  oordiality  in  all  its  parts,  and  I 
am  sore  to  heur  no  scandal,  W  Sudi  discourse 
instead  of  it  as  we  are  all  better  for.  You  remem- 
ber Rousseau's  descriptipn  of  an  English  morning; 
such  are  the  moniings  I  spend  wit^  t|iese  good  peo- 
ple; and  theeveningsdifierfrom  them  in  nothing) 
except  that  they  are  still  more,  snug  and  quieteri 
Now  I  know  them,  I  wonder  that  I  liked  Hun  J 
tingdon  so  well  before  I  knew  Ihegi,  and  am  apt 
to  think  I  shouldfind  every  pUce  disagreeable  thiii 
had  not^an  Unwih  belongii\g  to  it    .  .  / 

This  incident(Convince8  me  of  the  truth  of  an 
observation  I  have  often  made,  that  when  we  cir- 
cumscribe our  estinutte  of  allthst  is  clever  within 
the  limits  of  our  own  acquaintai)ce  (which  I  at 
least  have  been  always  apt  to  do,)  we  are  guilty 
of  a  very  uncharitaUe  censure  upon  the  rest  of  the 
worid,  and  of  a'  narrowness  of  thinfeing  diagraoe- 
ful  to  ourselves.  Wapping  and  RediifT  may  con- 
tain some  of  the  most  amiable  persons  living,  and 
such  as  one  would  go  to  Wapping  and  Redriff  to 
make  acquaintance  with.  You  remember  Mr. 
Gray'sstanza— 

'  Full  many  a  geqa  of  purest  ray  serene 

The  deep  unfiith<»n^d  caves  of  ocean 'hear; 

Fifil  many  a  flower  is  borh  to  blush  unseen; 

And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air.' 
YouiB,  dear  Joe, ,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

HunHngdon^  March  6,  1766. 

MT  PEAR  OOnsiK, 

Ibaye  for  some  tiibe  past  impi)ted  your  s&nce 
to  the  cause  which  you  yourselilsaMgn  for  it,  vis. 
to  my  change  ^  situatioU :  and.  was  ^v<en  saga- 
cious enough  to  account  for  the  frequency  of  your 
letters  io  me,  while  I  Uved  alone,  from  yotir  atten- 
tion to  me  in  a  state  of  such  solitude  as  seemed  to 
make  it  an  act  of  particular  charity  to  vrrite  to 
me.  I  bless  God  for  it,  I  was  happy  even  then; 
solitude  has  nothing  gloomy  in  it  if  the  soul  points 
upwards.  St.  Paul  t^lls  his  Hebrew  converts, 
*  ye  ax^  come  (already  come)  to  Mount  Sion,  to 
an  iimumeral^e  company  of  angels,  to  the  general 
assembly  of  the  first-bom,  which  are  written  in 
heaven,  and  to  Jesus  the  mediator  of  the  new  co- 
venant' Whbn  this  is  the  case,  as  surely  it  was 
with  them,  or  the  Spirit  of  Truth  had  never  spoken 
it,  there  is  aft  end  of  the  melancholy  and  dullneas 
of  a  solitary  hie  at  pnce.  You  will  not  suspect 
me,  my  dear  ccijuan,  of  a  design  to  understand  this 
passage  literally.  But  this,  however,  it  oertaiidy 
mean^;  that  a  lively  fidth'  is  able  to  anticipate  in 
some  measure  the  joys  of  that  heavenly  society, 
whiohHhe  soyl  ahall  actually  possess  hereafter. 

Since  I  have  chaxiged  my  situation,  I  have  found 
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•till  greater  cauae-bf  thankflgiving  to  the  Fathei^ 
of  all  mercies.  The  fiunify  with.wh«Hn  I  Jive  are. 
CfaristianB;  and  it  ha»  pleased  the  Almighty  to 
bimg  me  to  the  knowledge  of  them,  that  I  idaj 
want  DO  meaKB  of  imprcfvemeiit  in  thattemper 
and  oonductwhich  he  is  pleased  to  roquire  in  all 
hisaerrants. 

My  dear  cousin!  one  half  of  the  christian  world 
would  call  this  madness,  fahatidskn,  and  ibtly:  hut 
are  not  all  these  things  warranted  by  the  word  of 
Grod,  not  ox^  ih  the- passages  I  have  cited,  but  in 
many  others  1  If  we  have  no  cqpomunion  with 
€iod  here,  surely  .we  can  expect  none  henafter. 
A  faith  that  does  nqi  plaice  our  conversation  in 
tkeaven;  that  does  not  warm  the  hteart,  and  purify 
it  too:  that  de^  not,  in  short,  govern  our  thought, 
word,  and  deedj  is  po  faith,  nor  will  it  obtain  fof 
us  any  spiritual  blessing  here  or  her^af&r.  Let 
us  see  therefore,  my  dear  cousin,  that  we  do  not  de- 
ceive ourselves  in  a  maltterof  such  infinite  moment. 
The  world  will  be  ever  telling  us  that  we  ^ns  good 
enough ;  and  the  worid  will  vilify  us  behind  our 
backs.  But  it  is  not  the  Worid  which  tries  the 
heart;  that  is  the  prerogative  of  God  alon^.  My 
dear  cousin!  I  hav6  often  prayed  for  you  behind 
your  back,  and  now  I  pray  for  you  to  your  face. 
There  are  many  who  would  not  forgive  me  ibis 
wrong;  but  I  have  k<nown»  yo^  so  long,  and  so 
well,  that  I  am  not  afraid  of  telling  you  how  sincere- 
ly I  wish  lor  your  growth  in  every  christian  gfice, 
in  every  thing  that  may  promote  and  secure  your 
everlaating^elfare. 

I  am  obliged  to  Mm.  Cowper  for  the  book,  which 
you  perceive  arrived  safe.  I  am  willing  fo  consi-^ 
der  it  as  an  intimation  on  he?  part  tHat  she  wohld 
wish  me  to  write  to  her,  and  shall  do  it  accord- 
ingly. My  drcuinstanc^  are  rather  particular, 
such  as  call  upon  iny  friends,  those  I  mean  who 
are  trilly  such,  to  take  some  little  notice  of  me ; 
and  wiU  naturally  make  those  who  are  not  such 
m  sincerity  rather  shy  or  doing  it  To  this  I  im- 
pute the  silence  of  many  with  regard  to  me,  who, 
before  the  affliction  that  oefel  me,  were  ready 
enough  to  convex  with  me. 

Yours  ever,  "W.  C. 


TO  MRS.  COWPER. 

MY  DBAB  COUSIN, 

I  AM  much  obBged  to  yon  for  PearsaU's  Medi- 
tatiods,  especially  as  it  fumishes  me  with  an  ooea- 
flon  of  writing  to  you,  which  is  all  I  have  waitbd 
lor.  My  friends  must  excuse  me,  if  I  write  to  none 
but  those  who  lay  it  fairiy  m  my  way  to  do  so: 
The  inference  I  am  apt  to  draw  from  their  silence 
■,  that  they  wish  me  to  be  silent  top. 

I-have  great  T^uK>n,  my  dear  oonsiii,  to  be  thank- 
fol  to  the  graeioas  Proridence  that  conducted  me 


to  this  p^.  The  jad^WMMFlsaSe  I  live  is 
so  excellent  a  person,  and  regafds  fpe  wit^  a  friend- 
ship  so  trulv  christian,  that  I  ^sduld  almost  fancy 
my  own  mo&er  restored  to  life  again,  to  compen- 
sate to  9ie  for  all  the  friends'  I  htbre  lost,  and  all 
my  connexions  broken.  Sl^e  has  a  sdto  at  Cam- 
bridge in  all  respects  worthy  of  such  a  mother, 
die  most  amiable  young  man  I  ever  knew.  His 
natural  and  acquired  endowments  are*  very  consi- 
derable ;  and  as  to  his  virtues,  I  need  only  say 
that  he  is  a  christian.  It  ought  to*  be  a  matter  of 
daily  thanksgiving  Co  me,  that  I  am  admitted  into 
the  society  of  such  persons;  and  I  pray  God  to 
make  ipe  and  keep  mo  Vvorthy  of  t^em.      / 

Your  brother  Martin  iias  been  very  kind  to  me, 
having  written  tome  twice  in  a  style in4iich,  thkigh 
it  ^vas  once  irksome  to  me,  to  say  the  least,  I  now 
know,  how  to  value.  T  pray  GJod  to  forgive  roe  the 
many  light  things  I  have  both  said  and  thought 
of  him  and  his  labours.  Hereafter  I  shall  consi- 
der him  as  a  burning  and  a  shining  light,  and  as 
one  of  those  '-who,  havhig  turned  many  unto 
righteousness,  shall  sldne  hereafter  as  the  stars 
for  ever  and  ever.* 

So  niuch  for  the  state  of  my  heart ;  as  to  my 
.spirits,  I  am  cheerful  and  happy,  and  haVing  peace 
with  Qod  have  peace  within  myself  For  the  con- 
tinuance of  this  Messing  I  trust  to  Him  who  gives 
it :  and  they  who  trust  in  tiim  shall  never  be  cou- 
fonnded.  Yours  affectionately,  W.  C. 

Huntingdon,  at  the,  Rev.  Mr.  Unwinds, 

,  March  i2,  ns^. 


TO  MRS.  COWPER. 

MT  DEAR  COUBIK,       ^  *     *  '  ^ 

I  AGREE  with  you  that  letters  Are  not  essential 
to  friendship;  but  they  seem  to  he  a  natural  fruit 
of  it,  when  they  are  the  only  intercourse  that  can 
be  had.  And  a  friendship  producing  no  sensible 
efleMs  is  so  like  indifference,  that  the  af^Miaiance 
may  easily  deceive  even  an  acute  discemer.  I  r^ 
tract,  however,  all  that  I  said  in  my  last  upon  this 
subject,  having  reason  to  suspect  that  it  proceeded 
from  a  principle  which  I  would  discourage  ih  my- 
self upoi^  all  occasions,  even  a  piide  that  felt  itself 
hurt  upon  ^  mere  suspicion  of  neglect.  I  have  so 
much  cause  for  humility,,  and  so  much  need  of  it 
too,  and  every  little  snimking  resentment  is  such 
an  eneto^  to  if,  tha|  I  hope  I  sh^ll  never  give  quar- 
ter to  any  thing  that  appears  in  the  shape  of  suJ- 
lenness,  or  self-consequence,  hereafter.  Alas !  if 
my  best  Friend,  who  laid  down  his  life  for  me,  were 
to  remember  all  the  instahces  in  which  I  have  ne- 
glected him,  and  to  plead  them  agunst  me  in  judg- 
ment, where  should  I  hide'^my  guifty.^head  in  tint 
day  of  recompense  1  I  wiH  pray,  therefore,  for 
blessings  Hlpon  my  friends,  even  though  they  oeasr 
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.o  be  BO*  and;upoft  my  enoiqi^B,  thoii|^h  ihef 
tinue  a\kh.  The  deccitfulneM  of  the  natvnl 
heart  is  inconoeivable.  I  know  well  that  I  paflsed 
upon  my  frienda  for  a  penon  at  least  idi^oaly 
inclined,  if  liot  actually  religioaa;  and  what.'ia 
more  wonderful,  I  thought  myself  aChiiatian, 
when  I  had  no  faith  in  Christ, 'when  I  saw  no 
heauty  >in  him  that  I  should  desire  him ;  in  shoit, 
when  I4iad  neither  &ith  nor  love,  nor  any  christ- 
hii  grace  whatever,  but  a  thousand  seeds  of  rebel- 
lion instead,  evermqre  springing  up  in  fn^aity 
against  him.  But  blasted  be  God;  even  the  Gcod 
who  is  become  my  salvation,  the  hail  of  affliction, 
and  rebuke  £>r  ain,  has  swept  away  the  refuge  of 
lieii.  It  pleased  jthe  ^A.hnighty  in  gieat  mercy  to 
set  all  my  mimleeds  before  me.    At  length,  the 


try  and  shrewdnes*  of  aiguQMmt,  those  pssngM 
in  the  scripture  which,  ^uem  to  fitvoui  the  opinioa; 
but  still,  ^  certain  means  .hating  been  afforded 
us,  no  certain  end  can  be  attaiieil;  and  after  dS 
that  can  be  said,  it  will  stiU  be  doilbtfal  whether 
we  shall  kmw  each  other  or  not 
.  As  to  arguments  founded,  upon  human  j^Mfa 
only,  it  would  be  easy  to  muster  up  a  mttch  great- 
er number  on  the  sffirmativB  side  of  the  questiin, 
than  it  would  be  worth  my  while  to  write,  or  yoim 
to  read.  Let  us  see,  therefore,  what  the  sciipture 
says,  or  seems  to  say ».  towards  the  proof  of  it;  aod 
of  this  kind'of  argument  also  I  shall  ina^  but  a 
firw  of  those  which  seem  to  taie  to  be  the  ftiiest 
and  clearest  for  the  purpose.  .For  after -all,  a  dis- 
putant on  either  side  of  this  question  is  in  danger 


storm  bong  past,  a  quiet  and  peaceful  serenity  of  I  of  tha(  censure  of  our  blessed  Lord's,  'Ye  do  err, 
soul  succeeded,  aviph  as  ever  attends' the  gift  ofjnot  knowing  the  scripture,  nor  the  power  of  God.' 


lively  faith  in  t^e  all-sufficient  atonement,  and  the 
sweet  pense.  of  mercy  and  pardon  purehitoed  by  the 
blood  of  Christ.  .  Thus  did  he  break  me,  and'bind 
me  up;  thus  did  he  wound  me,  and  his  hands 
made  me  whole.  My  doar  cowin,  I  makb  no  apo- 
logy fqr  entertaining  you  vrith  the  history  of  my 
convenion,  because  I  know  you  to  be  a  Christian 
in  the  sterling  import  of  the  appellation.  Thi»  is 
however  but  a  very  summaiy  account  of  the  mair 
ter,  neither  would  a'l^ter  contain  the  astonishing 
particulars  of  it  If  we  ever  meet  again  .in  this 
world,  I  will  relate  them  to  you  byword  of  mouth; 
if  not,  they  will  serve  for  the  subject  of  a  confer- 
ence in  the  next,  where  I  doubt  not  \  shall  remem- 
ber and  redord  them  with  a  gratitude  better  suited 
to  the  subject. 
Youre,  my  dear  cousiiii  afifectjonately,  YT-  C. 


TO  MRS.  COWPER. 

M7  nEAA  COUSIN,  April  17,  1766. 

As  in  matters  unattainable  by  reason,  and  un- 
revealed  in  the  Scripture,  it  is  impoorible  .to  aigue 
af^all;  so  in  matten  concerning  which  reason  can 
only  give  a  probable  guess,  and,  the  scripture  has 
Aiade  no  explicit' discovery,  it  is,  though  not  im- 
possible to  argue  at  all,  yet  impossible  to  aigue  to 
any  certain  conclusion.  This  seems,  to  me  to  be 
the  very  case  with  the  point  in  questjon — reason  is^ 
able  to  form  many  plausible  oonjectuses  concerning 
the  possibiUty  of  our  Jknowing'  each  other  in  a  fu- 
ture state ;  and  the  scripture  has,  here  and  there, 
favoured  us  With  an  expression  that  looks  at  least 
like  a  stight.intiniatlon  of  it ;  but  'because  a  con- 
jecture can  never  amount  io  a  proof,  and  a  slight 
intinuttion  can  not  be  construed  into  a  positive  as- 
•tenion,  therefore  I  think  we  caif  never  come'  to 
'iny  absolute  ooncluaion  upon  the  subject  We 
may  mdeod  reation  about  the  plausibility  nf  iNir 
vonfecturcs,  aiid  wo  may  discuss,  with  great  Indus- 


Af  to  paraUes,  I  know  it  has  been  said,  in  the 
diapute  coi)oeming.the  intermediate  state,  that  they 
are  not  argumentative ;  but  this  l^^ving  bedn  con- 
troverted by  xery  wise  and  good  men,  and  the  pa- 
rable of  Dives  and  Lazarus  having  been  used  bj 
^nch  to  prove  an  inieimediate  state,  I  see  not  why 
it  may  not  be  as  fairly  usjod  for  the  prtof  of  any 
other  matter  whk^  it  seems  fairly  to  imply.  In 
this  parable  we  see  that  Dives  is  represented  as 
knowing  Lazarus,  and  Abraham  as  kiiowing  them 
both,  and  the  discourse  between  them  is  entirely 
ooncermng  their  respective  characters  and  circam- 
i  upon  «arth.  Here,  therefore,  oai  Sa\ioai 
to  countenance  the  notbn  of  a  mutoal 
knowledge  and  recoUeotjion ;  ioid  if  asoul  that  hai 
perished  shall  know  the  soul  that  is  saved,  surely 
the  hein  of  salvation  shall  know^uid  recollect  each 
Other. 

In  the  firrt  epistle  to  the  Thessaloniaita,  the  »- 
cond  chapter,  afid 'nineteenth  verw,  St  Paul  sayi, 
What  is  oaf  hope,  or  joy,  or  crown  of  rejoiciiigl 
Are  not  even  ye  in  the  presence  of  our  lK>nlJesQi 
Christ  at  his  coming  1  For  ye  are  >ur  glory  and 
ourjoy.'  ' 

As  to  the  hope  which  the  apoetie  has  ibnDed 
concerning  them,  he  himself  tefera  the  accomplish- 
ment of  it  to  the  doming  of  Christ,  meaning  thai 
then  he  should  receive  the  recompense  of  his  lar 
hours  ,in  their  behalf;  >hia  joy  and  glory  he  refera 
likewiee  to  the  same  period,  both  whidi  would  re- 
sult irom  the  sight  of  such  mimbers  redeemed  by 
the  blessing  of  Grod  upon  his  ministration,  when 
he  should  present  Uiem  before  the  great  Judge,  and 
sayt  in  thto  words  of  a  grepiter  than  himself,  'I^! 
I,  and  the  children  whom  thou  hast  given  me.' 
This  seems  to  imply  that  the  apostle  should  know 
the  converta^d  the  converts  the  apostle,  at  leaA 
at  the  d^  of  judgment;  and  if  then,  why  not 
aiWrwardsl 

See  also  the  fourth  chapter  of  that  ejlistks,  verses 
13, 14, 16,  which  I  have  not  room  to  transcribe 
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tksk  Sat  their  deoefuie4  bratbzvQ,  ioilioitiii^  tlnqn  picntilMl haivprt «f umoQilamiai,  wm  w  agn^ 


hope  by  which  be  tiMchee,  i^moi  P  f^9Wti  4i«ir 
i^ialMt  Eventhie,  'T^4  tbe^Aw^uch  fife^p  in 
Jepns  shall  Qpd  hnffi  wUh  him.'  In<o4iWw<»<bi, 
and  by  &^fiMr<pan^nae.4«N)y,  ftelUMg  them  Ihet 
th^  Aie  -«oly.tfiUn.  from  tbepi.  £>'  a  seasoa,  aqd 
that  Uwy  should  reoeivd  thein  at  (heir  vesuraectiack 

If  yon  can  taJbe  off  th»^fiffoe  of  Ihese  iazt%  mgr 
dear  cousin,  you  will  fff  a  great  way  towaids 
shaking  wy  opinion  {  if  nat,  I  think  .thoy,  most  go 
a  great  way  towards  shaking  yonrs. 

The  rea«Ni  vifhy  I  did  not  setidyoa  n^  opinion 
of  Peanall  was,  becawe  I  had  not  then  load  him{ 
I  have,iBad  him  since,  and  like  him  much,  cspe- 
daUy  the  latter  part  of  l^m;  but  you  hare  whet- 
ted my  curiosity  to  see  the  last  letter  by  teani^  it 
out :  unleaajron  can  give  me  a  good  mason  why  1 
sheold  not  see  it,  I  ^ail  iDu^mre  fyt  the  book  the 
fiiHt  time  I  gp  to  Camhiidge.  ^Perhaps  I  may  be 
partial  to  Herv^  Sat  the  9^  of  his  .other  wiitii^; 
but  I  can  not  gweJPearsaJl  the  pre&rsnoe  to  hmi, 
tori  think  himpne^if  the  most  scriptural  wtStem 
mtVe  world.  Yours,  W.  C. 


TO  MRS.  cowper: 

irr  DEAR  C017BIN,  April  18, 1766. 

Hat  Ufa  galie.as  &r  as  I  thought  needAil  to  jus- 
tify the  opinion  of^our  lyeetingand  knowii^  each 
other  h^reafier,  I  find,  upon  mfleciion,.that  I  ha^e 
done  but  half  my  bnsiown,  imd  that  j>ne  of  the 
qysrians  you  proposed,  reoMins  entirely-'Unoonsi- 
dared,  w.  -'  Wheth^  the  things  of  our  'present 
state  will  pot  be  of  too  low  and.  mean  a  i^ttuxo  to 
ei^age  our  thoughts,  or  make  a  ^art  of  our.comr 
munieations  in  haaven.! 

The  common  and  ordinary  oocumnoes  of  life, 
no  doubt,  and  eren  the  ties.oif  kindred,  and'of  all 
temporal  interests,  will  be  entirely  diw^arded  firom 
amongBt4)iat  WP7  «MMty ;  Md  poonbly  even  the 
remembrance  of  them  done  away.  But  it  does 
not  theiefom.  Mow  that  o^r  (^piritjaal  coocenis, 
even  in- this  life,  will  be  forgotten;  neither  do  I 
think  that  they  can  ever  appear  tnfiing  to  us  m 
any 'the  most  distant  period  of  etennty.  God,  as 
you  say  in  refi»ence  to  the  scdpture,  will  be  all  in 
aH.  But  does  not  that  exptpswon  mpan,  thatbei^ig' 
adniift*^  to  so  near  an  approach  to  our  lieaveidy 
Father  and  Redeemer,  our  whole  nature,  the  soul 
and  all  its  'faculties,  will  be  employed  in  praising 
and  adoring  him  1  Doubtless  however  this  wijl 
be  the  case^  and  if  so,  wiU  it  not  famish  out  a 
^orious  theine  of  thanksgiving,  to  recollect '  The 
ank  whence  we  wem  hewn,  and.  the  hole  of  the 
ft  whence  we  ^ere  digged  V  To  reooUc^pt  .the 
itoB  when  our  &ith,  which  under  the  tuition  and 


ftiVt,4nd  pBoducing>9s.^  To.ieooUect  the  va: 
ziou^  attanpts  (hat  w«re  made  upon  it,vhy  the 
Wo«4)  the  telly  and  the.daTil,  and  its  vamrai  tri- 
"vrn^  over  all^  by  ^  asasraaoe  of  God,  thixN]|^ 
01^  L^  JesQS  Oudst.1  At  pnsant,  whatever 
our  convictions  may  be.  of  the  sinf^ihiMa  and  wft* 
itipladn  of -our  natwe,  wo  can  make  butia  veK^ 
imperfect  estimato  either-  of  our  weakness  ar  our 
^t  Then,  nodonbt,  we  shall  undentaod  tfie 
full  value  of  the  wondariul  salvption  wrought  ««t 
Sat  us:  and  it  seems  xvasonable.to  suppose,  thai, 
in  orikffto  fiirm  a  just  idea  of  oui  redemptien,  ^0' 
shall  be  able  to  form  vjjfai  one  of  the  dsnger  we 
have,  escaped ;  when  we  know  how  weak  and  frail 
we  weie,aurely  vro  ahall  be  mma  ab^  to  tender 
due  praise  and  honour  to  his  streogth  who  foqght 
fpr  us;  when  we  know  oompktdly  the  hntofiilniwi 
of  siii^  the  nghtof.God,  and  howfleeply  we 
were  tainted  by  it,  we  shaH  know  how  to  value  the 
bk>od  by  wh^h  vre  irere  .deansed  as  we  ought 
Thovtwenty-fbur  elden,  in  the  fifth  of  the  ^veU- 
tions,  give  glory  to  God  for  their  redemptibn'out 
of  ovety  khadied,  and  toogiie,  and  people,  and 
nation.  This  surely  unpl&M  a  mtoospeet  t6  their 
mspeotivB  conditions  upon  earth,  and  tiiat  each 
remembeKed  out  of  what  particular  kindred  and 
naticm  he  had  been  redeemed;  and  if  so,  then  sura- 
ly  iStiB  miriutest  duranmstanoe  of  their  redemtjtioa 
dd  not  OKape  their  msmory.  They  who  triumph 
ofvcr  the  hrast,  in  ti|B  fifteenth  chapter,  sing  the 
song*  of  BAoses,  the  servant  of  God ;  and  what  was 
that  «>iig  1  A  subima  leoofd  of  JsMei's  ddivcr* 
anee,  and  the  ilesUuiiaiii  of  her  enemies  in  the 
Red  Sea,  tnncid'im  doubt  of  te  song  whidi  the 
itodeemiBd  in  SSanahaO  sing  tooelebrate  Ihcir  own 
•alvatfon,  and  the  deleat  of  their  flfnitoal  eneaues. 
Thii,  sgain,  imfdies  a  leooDedion  of  the  dangen 
they  had  befeie  ehoooiHeaed,  and  the  ^unplieo  d 
stsength  and  aidour  they  liad  in  0<rety  emttgeacf 
received  fto^tiie  gnat  deiirerer  oat  cfall.  These 
quatatioos  do  1^  indeed  praia  that  Amr  warfiM 
upon  earth  itfohides  a  part  of  their  convene  with 
each  olhei|  bat  they  prove  that  it  b  a  theme  not 
unwoithy  lo  be  heard  even  before  the  throne  of 
God,  and  themfixe  it  can  not  he  ^D£t  Sat  Becipio>. 

,  But  you  doubt  whether  tteare  is  any  oommum- 
cation  between  the  blessed  at  all;  nekher  do  I  re» 
collect  any  scripture  that  proves  it,  or  that  bean 
afiy.  reUtion  to  the  sulgeot  But  reason  seems  to 
require  it  so  peremptonly,  that  a  society  without 
social  intercoorae  seems  to  ba  a  aoleoisin,  and  a 
ooi^radiction  in  terms  ^  and  the  inhab^tanta  of 
thaOd  regions  are  caIled,^you  km>w,  an  innumsaa- 
ble  company,  and  an  oMsmUy,.  which  seems  to 
convey  the  idea  of  society  as  clearly  as  the  word 
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Human  tatimony  wdghs  botlHtldin  mat- 
ten  of  this  sort,  bat  l6t  UWe  all  the.weig^ifc.  it 
can:  I  know  no  greater  naaiea  in  divuiity  than 
WatU  and  Dod^idge^  ibty  wete  both  of  this 
opinion,  an4  I  tend  you  the  words  of  ihe  latter: — 
*  Our  companioru  in  glory  may  pirobably  asalat 
us  by  thgax  wise  and  good  observjitioos,  when  we 
oome  to  make  the  pronidenM  qf  Ood,  hen  upon 
eaith;  Under-  the  guidance  and  direction  of  our 
iicrd  Jesus  Ohiist,  the  aubjeet  Qftniir  matual  conr 


^Imk,  my  dear  cousin,  I  have  spread  out  my 
reasons  before  you  for  an  opinion  whieh,  whether 
adnfitted  or  denied,  affects  not  the  state  o^  interest 
of  our  souL  May  our  Creator,  Redeemer,  and 
Sanctifier,  conduct  us  into  his  own  Jferusalem ; 
where  there  shall  be  no  nigbt,  neither  any  dark- 
ness at  ail ;  where  we  shall  be  free  eyen  from  in- 
nocent error,  and  perfect  in  the  light  of  the  know- 
Jedge  of  God  in  thecfoce  of  Jesus  Christ. 

'YounifoithiuUy,W.C. 


TO  MRS.  COWPER. 

HufUingdon^  8tpt.  3, 1766. 

Mr  VtXRCOUBlV, 

.  It  is  reckoned,  ydu  know,  a  great  achievement 
to  silence  an  opponent  in  disputation;'  and  youi 
silence  was  of  sq  bug  a  continuance,  that  I  might 
wdl  begin  to  'j^ease  oSiynlf  with  the  apprehannoa 
of  having  aooonfplished  so  arduous  a^  mattef.  To 
be  seiiousj  however,  I  am  not  sorry  that  what  I 
have  said  concerning  otfr  knowledge  6f  each  other 
in  a  ftiturs  state  has  a  little  intdined  you  to  the 
affirmative^  For  though  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord 
shall  be  sure  i>f  bting  as  happy  in  that  state  as  in- 
finite po:ver,  employed  by  infinite  goodness,  can 
make  them ;  and  therefore  it  may  seem  immaterial 
whether  we  shall  or  shall  not,  recdiect  each  other 
hereafter,  yet  our  present  happineeft  at  least  is  a 
little  interested  in  the  question.  A  parent,  a  friend^ 
a  wife,  must  needs,  I  think,  feel  a  little  heaitache 
at  the  thought  of  an  eternal  separation  from  the 
objecto  of  her  regard*,  and  not  to  know  them  when 
she  meete  them-  in  another  life,  or  never  to  meet 
them  at  all,  araounte,-  though  not  altogether,  yet 
nearly  to  the  same  thing/  Remember  them  I  think 
she  needs  must.  .  To  bear  that  they  are  happy, 
vrill  indeed  be  lio  small  addition  to  h^  own  felicity^ 
but  to  see  them  so  wiU  surely  be  a  greater.  Thus 
at  least  it  appears  to  our  present  human-appreh^n-. 
sion ;  consequently,  therefore,  to  think  that  when 
we  leave  them,  we  lose  them  for  ev^f,  that  "we 
must  remain  eternaliy'ignorant  whether  they,  that 
were  flesh  of  our  fiosh,  and  bofte  of  our  bon^,  par- 
take with  us  of  celestial  gloiy,  or  are  disinherited 
of  their  heavenly  portion,  must  shed  a  dismal  gloom 


over  all  oqr  present  comiekions.  For  my  own 
part,  this  Ufo  Is  such  a  momentaiy  thing,  and  all 
ito  interest*  have  80  shrunk  in  my  estimation,  since 
by  the  graee  of  oar  Lend  Jenis  Cluist  I  became 
attentiye  te  the  things  of  andther,  that,  like  & 
worm  in  the  bod  of-  aU  my  friendships  and  afi^ 
tions)  diis  very  thought  vpould  eat  out  th^  heart 
of  them  ail,  had  I  a  thousand;  and  vvere  their  date 
to  terminate  with  this-  life,  I  think  I  should  have 
no  inclination  to  cultivate  and  improve  such  a  fb- 
gifive  business.  Tei  friendship  is  necessary  to 
our  hiqppiness  here;  and  built  ppon  christian  prin- 
ciples, upon  which  only  it  can  stand,  b  a  thing 
-even  ~of  religbus  sanctlon-i^or  what  is  that  love 
vrhich  the  Holy  Spirit,  speaking  by  St  John,  so 
much  inculcates,  but  frietidshipl  the  only  kive 
which  deserves  the  name;  a  love  which-can  toil, 
and  watch;  and  deny  itself^  vid  go  to  death  for  ito 
brbther.  Worldly  frienddiips  are  a  poor  weed 
compared  with  tlds:  and  even  this  union  of  spizifc 
in  the  bond  of  peace^  w^oid  suflfer,  in  my  mind  at 
least,  cQUld  I  think  it  vrere  only  coeval  with  our 
earthly  mansions.  It  may  possibly  argue  great 
weakiiesB  in  me,  in  this  instance,  to  stand  so  much 
in  need  of  future  hopes  tp  support  me  in  the  dis- 
chaiige  of  present  dul^.  But  so  it  is^I  am  lar,  I 
know,  very  (ar  from  being  periect  in.  christian  love, 
or  any  other  divine  attainment^  and  am  thereibre 
unwilling  to  forego  whatever  may  help  me  in  my 
progress.  • 

Yod  are  so  kind  as  to  inquins^after  my  health, 
for  whkh  reason  I  jnust  tell  you,  what  otherwise 
would  not  be  worth  mentfoning,  that  1  have  lately 
been  just  enough  indisposed  to  convinoe  me  that 
not  only  human  life  in  general,  but  mine  in  parti- 
cular, VngB  by  %  slender  tiuread.  I  am  stool 
enough  in  appearance,  yet  a  little  illness  demolish- 
es me.  '  I  have  had  a  severe  shake,  and  the  build- 
ing is  not  so  firm  as  it  was.  But  I  bfess  Grod  for 
it  vrith  all  my 'heart  if  the  inner-man  be  but 
strengthened  day  by  day,  as,  I  hope,  under  the 
renewing  ^nflnences  of  the  Holy  Qhost  it  will  be, 
no  matter  how  soon  the  outward  is  dissolved.  He 
who  has  in  a  m^mer  raised  me  fiton  the  dead,  in 
a  hteni  sense,  has  given  me  the  grace,  I  trust,  tp 
be  ready  at  the  shortest  notice  to  surrender  up  to 
him  that  life  which  I  have  twice  rec^ved  from  him. 
Whether  I  live  or  die,  I  deore  it  may  be  to  His 
glory,  and  it  must  be  to  my  happineeB.^*-!  tha:>k 
Ood  that  I  have  those  amongst  my  kindred  to 
wh9m  I  can  write  without  reserve  my  sentiments 
upon  thu  subject,,  as  I  do  to  you.  A  letter  upon 
any  other  subject  is  more  insipid  |o  me  than  ever 
my  task  wak  when  a  schootboy ;  and  I  sf,y  not  Urn 
in  vain  gloty,  God  forbid!  but  to  show  yon  what 
the  Almighty,  whose  name  I  am  unworthy  to  men- 
tion, .has^one  for  me,  the  chief  of  sinnen.  Once 
he  was  a  terror  to  me,  and  his  sdrvioe,  Oh  what  a 
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•ikwu!  Now  I  can  fl&y  I  love  Urn,  and 
his  holy  naftw,  fipd  I  am  now  so  h  Appj  as  whan  I 
apeak  o£  his  mexcies  to  me. .  '.    ^   • 

Yonn,  dear  oourin,  W.  0-. 


TO  MS3.  OOWPBR. 

MT  DEAB  couaiN,     BunHfigcUn,  <H*  90, 17661 

I  AM  yery  aony  ht  poof  Chailea'f  iIlneBB,  and 
hope  yoa  will  aoo^  haye  cauae  to  t^ank.  Gad 
I  for  his  ooDt^pletd  reooiiBiy.  We  hate  an  epidemical 
J  fever  m  this  ooimtiy  likewise,  which  kaves  hehhid 
it  a  eontinnal  aighkig,  almpet  to  safibcatoiii  not 
that  I  ha^e  seen  any  instance  of  it,  for,  blessed  be 
God  i  OUT  fiumly  have  hitherto  escaped  it,  bat  such 
was  the  aooount  I  heard  of  it  this  jnoining, 
'  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  the  interest  yoa  take  in 
my  welfare,  and  for  your  idquiring  so  paidcolarly 
I  after  the  manner  in  which  my  time  ^Misses  here.  As 
I  to  amuaemenia,  I  mean  wlurt  the  world  calls  soch,. 
we  haTe^nonoi  tile  place  injleed  'swarms  with  then^ 
^  Biid  caids  and  dancing  ar6  the  professed  bosiness 
of  almost  all  ihe  gentle  inhabitants  of  Huntingdon. 
We  refuse  to|take  part  in  them,  or  to,  be  accessaries 
to  this  way  of  muideriqg  our  time,  and  by  so  doing 
have  acquired  the;  name  of  Methodist^. .  Hailing 
foki  you  how  we  do  not  spend  our  time,  I  will  next 
aayhowwedo.  We  breakfast  commonly  bQtween 
eight  and  nine^  till  .eleven,  we  read  dther  the 
Sckipture,  orthe  sermons  of  some  faithful  preach- 
er of  those  b^y  ipystepes ;  at  eleven  we  attond  Di- 
vine Service,  which  is  peifonned  heip  twice  ^every 
day ;  and  £rDm  twelve  .to  three  we  a^parato  and 
amuse  ouiaelves  as  we  please.  Dyring  that  intor- 
tal  I  either  zead  in  my  own  apartment,  or  walk,  or 
ride,  or  work  in  the  garden.  We  sdiilom  sit  an 
hour  after  dinner^  but  if  the  weather  permits  ad- 
journ to  the  garden,  where  with  Mrs.  XJnwin  and 
her  son  I  have  generally  the  pleasoie  of  religious 
I  conversation  till  toa^time.  If  it  rains,  or  Ib  too 
windy  for  walking,  we  either  converse  within  doors, 
or  sing  some  hymns  of  Martin's  collection,  and  by 
tl^  help  of  Mrs.  Unwin's  harpsidiord  make  up  a 
tolerable  concert,  in  which  our  hearts,  I  hope,  ore 
the  best  and  meet  muaicahperformenk  Afler  tea 
I  we  sally  ibrth  to  walk  in  good  earnest.  Mrs.  Tin- 
I  win  is  a  good  walker,  and  we  have  generally  tra- 
velled about  four  miles  before  we  see  home  again. 
When  the  days  are  shoprt,  we  makq  this  excursion 
in  the  former  part  of  the  day,  between  church-time 
and  dinner.  At  night  we  read  and  converse,  as 
before,  till  supper,  and  commonly  finish  the  evening 
either  with  hymns  or  a  sermon,  and  last  of  all  the  | 
fiunily  are  called  to  prayers. .  I  need  not  tell  you 
Aiat  such  a  life  as  this  is  consLstent  with  the  utmost ' 
cheerfulness;  accordingly  we  are  all  happy,  and  . 
dwell  together  in  unity  as  brethren.  Mrs.  Un-I 
nin  has  almost  a  maternal  affection  for  me,  and  I 


havg.something  very  like  a,  filial  one  for'her,  and 
Jber  son  and  I  kre  brothers.  Blessed  be  the  God 
of  our  salvation  for  such  compf^d(»is,  and  for  such 
a  life;  abbve  all,  fm^  a  heart  to  like  it 

,  I  have  had.mkny  anxious  thoughts  about  taking 
oidezs;  and  I  believe  every  new  convert  is  apt  to 
ihink.hjmself  called  upon  for  that  purpose ;  but  it 
has  plelued  GcSd,.  by  means  which  there  is  no  n^ 
to  particulaiue,  to  give  me  full  satisfaction  as  to 
the  propriety  of  declining  it;  indeed  they  whp 
have  the  Ifeast  idea  of  what  I  have  suffered  fkom 
the  dread  of  public  exhibitions,  will  readily  Mcuaa 
my  never  attempting  them  hereafter,  tn  %Ym 
meantime,  if  it  please  the  Almighty,  I  may  be  an 
iiutrdraent  of  turning' inany  to  the  truth  in,  a  pri- 
vate w^y,  and  I  hope  that  my  endeavours  in  this 
w^y  have  not  U^sa  .entirely  unsuccessful.'  Had  I 
the  zeal  df  Moses,  I  should  want  an  Aaron  t5  be 
my  spokesman. 

IfoUn  ever,  my.  dear  ooudo,  W.  C. 


TO  MRS.  COWP^IR. 
MY  DEia  couf IN,  •  Jifarcfc  11, 1707. 

To  find  those  v(  Vim  1  love,  clearly  and  strongly 
persuaded  of  evangelical  truth,  gives  me  a  pleasure 
superior  to  any  thing  that  this'  world  ^can  afford 
me.  Judge  then,  whether  your  l(etter,  in  which 
the  body  and^  8u\)stanoe  of  a  saving  faith  is  so  evi- 
dently set  forth,  could  meet  with  a  lukewarm  re- 
ception at  my  hands,  or  be  entertained  with'  indif- 
ference !  Would  you  know  the  true  reason  of  my 
bug  silence  1  '  Conscbus  that  my  religious  prin- 
ciples are  generally  excepted  against,  and  that  .the 
conduct  they  produce,  wherever  they  are  heartily 
maintained,  is  still  more  the  object  of  disapprol»- 
tion  than  those  principles  themselves ;  and  remem- 
hiring  that  I  had  madeuboth  the  one  and  the  other 
known  to  you,  without  having  any  clear  a^raranca 
that  our  faith  in'  Jesus  was  of  the  same  stamp  and 
character ;  I  could  n^  help  thinking  it  ];ibS8ible  that 
you  might  disapprove  both  my  sentimente  and  prac- 
tice ;  £at  you  might  think  the  one  imsupported  by 
Scripture,  and  the  other  whimsical,  and  linnepes- 
sarily  stri6t  and  rigorous,  and  conaequentiy  would 
be  jsather  pleased  with  the  suspension  of  a  corres- 
pondence, which  a  different  way  of  thinking  upon 
80  momentous  a  subject  as  that  we  wrote  .upon,  was 
likely  to  reiidef  tedious  and  irksome  to  you. 

'  I  have  told  you  the  truth  from  my  heart ;  forgive 
me  these  injurious  suspidons.  and  never  imagine 
that  I  bball  hear'fibm  you  upon  this  delightful 
theme  withpiit  a  real  joy,'  or  without  prayer  to  GKvl 
to  prosper  you  in  the  way  of.  his  truth,  )us  sancti- 
fying and  saving  truth.  The  book  you  mention 
lies  novr  upon  my  table.  Marshal  is  an  old  9<&- 
quapHance  of  mine :  I  have  both  read  him  and 
hesiid  him  read  with  pleasure  and  edification.  The 
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eiouB  Uood,  and  from  the-pcmtttx^Uhylrmvp'^] 
that,  donupt  and  i^rr^tched  in  cranelYeB,  in  Um, 
and  in  him  anly^  w«  ara  complete ;  lluil  '\fiio^ 
united  to  Jmob  by  a  lively  faith,  we  bore  a  wsSA 
and  eternal  interest  In  hia  obeclnnce  and  luffninga, 
to  justify  U8  befoft  tlie  fikoe  of  oivlieaTaily  Father 
and  that  all  fhis  inestimable  trea8iiie,'the  eanost 
of  wliifihiflin  grace,  and  its  oonrammation  in  glo- 
ry, is  given,  fteely  ^ten  to  us  of  God;  in  short, 
that  he  hath  opened  the  kbgdom  of  Heaven  ioaU 
Miewera.  ^These  -are  the  tmths  which,  by  fhe 
grace  of  Grod,  shall  ever  be  dearer  to  mBihaxi  life 
itself;  shall  ever  be  placed  ne±t  my  heart,  as  tSbd 
throho  whereon  thtf  Saviour  .himsdf  shall  ah,  to 
sway  all  its  motions,  and  reduce  thai  world  of  ini- 
quity and  rebellion  to  a  iBtaAe  of  filial  and  afieo^ 
donate  obedieuce  to  the  will  Of  the  most  Hdy. 

These,  jny  dear  cousin,  an?  the  truths,  tp  which 
by  nature  we  are  enemies  ithty  debase  the  sinner, 
and  oxalt  the  Saviour,  to  a  degree  which  the  piide 
of  our  hearty  (till  ^laii^alty'  grace  subdues  them^is 
determined  never  to  alow.  Maythe^Ahnigfaty 
reVC'd'his  Son  in  oar' hearts  continually  more, and 
moie,  and  teach  us  to  increase  in  bve  towards  him 
coiitinualty,  for  having  given  us  the  unspeiLkaUe 
riches  of  Christ !        >  Yourji'  faithfully,  W,  C. 


TO  MftS.  COWPER. 

MT  DEAR  COUSIN,  MotTch  14, 1767. 

I  JUST  add  a  line  by  way  of  Postscript  to  my 
kist,  to.appiise  jon  of  the  arrival  of  a  very  dear 
firicnd  of  mine  at  the  Park  on  Friday  next,  the  son 
of  Mr.  Unwin,  whom  I  have  ^esireA  to{^  on 
,  yojo,  in  his  way  from  London  to  Huntingdon.  If 
you  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do,  you  would  love  him 
as  much.  But  I  lelive  the  young  man  to  Speak  for 
himself,  which  he  is  very  able  to  do.  He  is  ready 
possessed  of  an  answer  to  every  question  you  can 
possibly  ask  concerning  me,  and  knoWs  my  iJoHole 
story  from  first  to  last  I  giVe  yoii  this  previous 
notice,  because  t'know  you  axe  not  fond  of  strange 
faces,  and  because  I  thought  it  would  in  some  de- 
gree save  him  the  pain  of  announcing  himse^ 

T  am  become  a  great  florist,  and  shrub  doctor. 
If  the  major  can  niake  up  a  small  packet  of  seeds 


I  thIA  MmbalMB  «f  tiM  be>t^iviitatt,.«id 


dpdlines  fa^  maintains  affe,  tmderiha  iiifliiaiDeQ( 

thd  spirit  of  Christ,  the  voy  Hfe  of,  my  soid,  and 

the  Bonl  of  all  my  haptriney:  that  Jesos  is  a-pro-'  I  adoiiire  the  stmngth  ^  his 

tent  Saviomr  ftomthe  guHtofsfaiby  his  nmft  pie^  deanuMofidiinMoniasi^vpon  those  parts  of  oar 

most  ho^vdigifOQwiiich  are  generally  least  under- 
stood;,eFan  by  real  cbristiaBS,  as  masterpieoes  of 
thekbd.  HisnsliabivoRtiwiiBiMioftheaoal 
with  Christ  is  an  instance  of  ^i^  I  mean,  in 
whick- |ie  hut  spplEini «f  amoit  mjfilelisw  tndh 
wfilii  sidmiiiMe  psn|<aiSly,  and  iritii  gnat  good 
sense,  Biakiiig  It  «U  thr'wfails  rnhMffient  to  iw 
mi^  p«fpart«f  pioviDg  hoBwii  ^teilie  finiit  aad 

oHeot  OI  ^mtL 

(subjeia  thw  vBfodlkJipeaiiM  aalkv,  %ioa»e, 
though  you^eeiredBiy^piiuoD  if  hinvl  nmember 
that  in  B](y]ait  I  ffltfaer  left  >a  to  Hod  it  out  by 
inference,  than  <gcpreased  fit  aft  I  4iygbt  to  haw 
dene.  J  never  met  with  a  aum  wlto  mdentood 
the  plan  of  sahalfon  heller,- ok  wtm  ftovs  happy  in 
ex^aining  it.  W.  C. 


TO  MRB-  COWPER. 

;    mtfOi^gtbm,  AprU  3^  1 W7. 
Mt  DIAR  t^ousik, 

Tou  sent  my  fiiend  tTiymn  home  to  us  charmed 
widi  your  kind  reoeption^of  him,  and  with  eveiy 
thing  hesHw  at  the  Park»  Shall  I  once  more  give 
youapeepintomy  vlleanddeodtfullieaxtl  What 
•motive  do  you  think  lay  at  the  bottom  of  my  eon- 
ductWhen  I  desind  hjm  to  &Si  upon  yoal  Idid 
not  suspect  at  fixvt  Chat  pride  and  vain  giof^  had 
any  riiare  in  it;  but  quL^ly  after  I  ha4  recom- 
mendod  the  visit  to  him,  1  discovered  in  that  fruit- 
ful 4[bn  the  v«ry  root  of  the  matt^.  Yon  know  I 
am  a  stranger  here;  all  such  are  suspected  chaxao- 
ters,  unless  they  bring  ftsai  credentials  with  theoL 
To  this  moment,  I  bettn^,  it  is  matter  of  «pecu]»- 
tion  ih  the  place,  whenoB  I  came,  and  to  whom  I 
belong. 

Thoo^  my  fiiend, /yoa  may  suppose,  befine  I 
was  admitted  an  inmate  here,  was  satisfied  that  I 
was  not  a  inefe  vagabond,  and  has  since  that  time 
reed  ved  more  convindng  prooft  of  my  «pofut&clcfy, 
yet  I  could  not  re^  the  opportunity  of  furmilhing 
him  with  ocular  demonstration  of  it,  by  introducii^ 
him  to  one  o^  itty  most  splendid  eonneziDnsf  that 
when  he  hears  me  called  <*  Thatfiuinb  Cawper^ 
whk^  ha4  happened  heretofore',  he  may  be  aUe, 
t^n  unquestionable  «videnoe,  to  assert  my  gen- 
tkmanhood,  and  relieve  me  from  the  wtaght  of  thai 


that  will  mi^e  a  figu^  in  a  garden,  where  we  opprobrious'  appellation.    Oh  pride i  pride!  it  do- 


havn  little  else  "besides  jessandne  and  hon^-suckle;  oeives  with  the  subtlety  of  a  sei^pent,  and  seems  to 
such  a  packet  I  niean  aa  may  be  put  in  one's  fob,  wiik  erect,  though  It  crawls  upon  the  earth.  How 
I  will  promise  to  take  great  oare  of  them,  as  I ,  will  it  twieit  and  twine  itself  about,  to  get  fran 
ought  to  value  natives  of  the  Park.  They  must  under  the  cross,  which  it  is  the  glory  of  our  Chra* 
not  he  such  however  as  require  gredt  skill  in  the  tian  calling  to  be  able  to  bear  with  patience  and 
managemDnt,  for  ajC  present  I  hare  no  skill  to  good  will:  They  who  can  guess  at  the  heart  of  a 
frpam.  I  stranger,  and  you  especially,  who  are-  of  a  oon»- 
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wtwa  mi^  in  Um  iatiwrn^  tfyui^  I  owi  bo  to^tfr 
awrtmaiMtf  gat j»  g^twtii» it  w>i^alKMniai> 
ll»  piidB  o€  iMMt,  JwligiMym.  M^  'wit^^  tad 

daMfVM  «0l  b«llM.  lUNBA.'   \B0W'  dlOOtd  flWl^ft 

Qwuioiii^  irlww  «itbii«.«M  «ot«  thu  defik^ 
4dii^  te  blocdol  Ciuifl^  i^ppM  byllMi  Ifmi 
«f  ftlth^  taikfrafmiP  te«  giak.af  iw,  and  l««Te  «» 
9(Aor4lMiibeaiiidil)  Qfewhali  ontimiiil  aoed 
iiaiw4  of  as  «lbiiig^  aUrwiiaeiife  Salioort  I 
•M  gM  yon  AW  MquMHtodw  jMirfieiilar^witliL 
ai{  th0  dopQiMlaii^  Of  4^  atoiff » for  I  Joipw  tbal 
ywr  §mney  and  dfamidto  mi^'ba  trartad^iritli 
uy  thui^  A'.UiMd  of  memy  nM^  tbipogibL  all 
tt»  iniMto  naW'Of  tboie  affliotlve  pioiBdei 
19  niyitfiBoiii  to.  mgpaelf-.  a  tfao  time,  and' whioli 
m^  mm-  vamim  m>  to.aU>  ^Ad  wiJl-  net  Ma  what 
wmUm  groat  diMglk  of' tbeniS'  at  thai  jndgmoDl- 
aBtftofChiiflttbB  whole  flliaU.l)olai4<^WB.  Bow 
iitbe.r94  of  isopiohaiigfd  into  aoocptipaof  kwl 

Ithankyoa  inr  Um  aoeda^  I  |iaTe  camniitM 
■Npw  of  oaoh  ooit  to  tho^gwui^  whenoethoj  will 
■ow  VWg  op  lital  aa  m^  J*  menenloo  to  nou^ 
iaeoCni7JMDd^iVtthe\Ba^  •    W.C 


TO  MRS.  COWPER. 


TaBnmqMpfrlM«.ldid  yontfaatniflii  Fd» 
lAE.Unri&beJKBgflmig£bDm:hia  hono^aaho 
going  te^Ua  ohinck  oa  Siuiday  moiBiiig,  reotkud, 
4 diMdfUrfiBOliiio.oik  fhfi  bi|Bk  part  of  the  aeoll; 
tofawUdk  lialatiginfaBd^tiH  ThqndajevBiiiiig^ 
tidthndiod.'  Thk  aw&I  dbpeualiQD  hM.ieft 
»^impii«ioaiipmoiiriipiritB,whkiiwiaiiPtpr»- 
wntlybawonLotf'..  Hie  died  in  a  pooK  oottage,  to 
wbich.  he  was  carried  immediately  after  his  fidl^ 
•boot  a  mite  from  home}  and  hkbod^  could  not 
be  bmogfat  to  Ids  house,  tiH  the  spirit  was  gone  to 
bimwhoi  g^ave  it  Ms^'il-be  a' lesson  to  ns  to 
watch,  since  we  know  not.  the  day  n<ir  the  hour 
when  ooB  U^  Cometh! 

Tbi  efibctofit  upon  my  dienmstaneeo  wiQ 
«l]rl»a«hMi|^ofthopbio»of%abDde^  Fori 
ibOl  ^tJB,  bgr  Gedfa.  kwr^  ooolimie  with  Mis. 
Uavin,  wbe«B  bofaastioiir  tome  Km  always  been 
tbftof  a  matbntoa  BOIL  We  kiiow.net  yei 
^>bm  we  shall  OBttlo^  b»t  w«ti«*  thai  tlM  JUud, 
wbomwe  seek,  witt.gtfbofiiiep% and  pmpaiea 
ntfctos.  Wehaittempk9eddi9fiMod'Hawc«s» 
I>r.CoBysm  ef  HebMlerin  Yerkiduie^  and  Mr. 
NswtwL  of  Ofaioy,  to  te^.  ovt  a  place  for  us,  but' 


tHrOfriifea^wltk  bia>  iDquneo. 
fhaflit^hevat 


m 

Itlupmhabbwt 
W.C. 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESGt. 


DBARJOB, 

Your  wisbes^that  the-  uowspapem  may  hare 
misinfiNrmed  ytm  mro  ytaa.  Mr.  Unwin-is  dead, 
anddiedih  the idanner  there mentioped.  At  nine 
o'clock  OH'  Sunday  mozxiing  he  watf  in  perfect 
healfii,  end  as  Bkely  to  B?e' twenty  years  as  ei^er 
of  ns,  and  before  ten  was  stretched  speechless  and 
sensdess  upon  a  flock  bed,  in  apoor  cottage,  where 
{it  being  impoesible  to  remore  him)  he  died  on 
Thursday  evenia^.  T  heard  his  dying  groans, 
the  efSsct  of  great  agony,1br  he  was  a  Strang  man, 
and  much  convulsed  in,  his  last  moments,'  The 
few  short  intervals  of  sense  that  were  indnl^  him  . 
he  spent  in  earnest  pvayer,  and  in  expressions  of  a 
firm  trust  and  confidence  in  the  cmly  Saviour.  T 
that  strong  hold  wb  must  all  resort  at  kist,  if  w« 
would  have  hope  in  pur  death:  when  every  other 
refuge  fidki,  we  are  glad^to  fiy  to  the  only  shelter, 
to  which  we  can  repair  to  any  purpose;  and  Happy 
is  It  fer  ns  when,  the  ialso  ground  we  have  chosen 
fer  ourselves  being  broken  under*  us,  we  find  our- 
selves' obfiged  to  have  reeofurse  to  the  ro(&  which 
caii  nevec  be  shaken;  when  this  is  our  bt,  we  re* 
ceive  great  and  undeserved  men^^     ' 

Oar  society  will  not  break  i^p,  but 'we  dial! 
settle  in'  some  'other  p^cej  where,  is  at  present 
uncertain.*  Yours,  W.  C. 


TO  J08CPHHILL,  ESO, 
BAR  JOB,  Olney,  June  16,  1768; 

I  THANK  you  for  so  ftdl  an  answ^  to  se  empty 
an  epistle.  If  Olaey  fbmishod  any  thing  for  your 
amusement,  you  should  have  it  in  return;  but 
ocomenceo  hoe  are  a»  ^caroo  as  cucumben  at 
Chiistmas.  "^ 

I  visited  St  AfbafCa  tibofat  a  fortnight  since  in 
person,  and  I  visit  it  every  day  in  thought.  The 
recdlection  of  what  passed  there,  and  the  oonse- 
quenoae  that  followed  it,  fill  my  mind  continu- 
ally, and  make  the  dicumstanoes  of  a  p6or  tran- 
eient  hal^spent  life  so  insipid  and  unafiecting, 
that  Ih^ve  no  heart  to  think  or  write  much  about 
them.  'Whether  the  nation  is  worshipping  Mr. 
Wilkoi  or-  any  other  idol,  is  of  little  moment  to 
one  who  bopoi  and  believes  that  he  shall  shortly 


i^TR«eatameBlMyigDOffaat.iiiid^  •OBU»fea«iae«bof  Oi*)b*lbtowiBftths  6^ 

HMBwediallssllle^orWhetiier  nnderjoither.    I  wtdad  in  Uw  towa  of  Ototgr  to  Biwfcl^hpiiMiihi^  of  w^toa 
^  wiitlen.k>  my.  anot  Madaii,  to  desiw  Martin  ilM  fti*;  Ml  NewtoQ  WW  anat^ 
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rtarid  in  tlMprasiBiioeof  thegiMfcaiidblnied.God. 
I  thuik  him  that  be  hto  given  me  eoch  •  deep 
impreeaed  pienni&non  of  thie  awfbl  troth,  m  a 
thouiandwoilda  would  not  piortehaae  from  me.  It 
gives  a  idieh  lo  eveiy  UBkiagi  and  makiqa  eveiy 
tivable  light 

AflectionatdT^yoan, .         W/C. 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESO. 

DEAKJOE,  17G9.. 

Sir  Thomas  crosses  the  Alps,  and  Sir  Co^ifper, 
for  that  is  his  title  at  0]nisy\  prefers  his  home  to 
any  other  spot  of  earth  in  the  world.  Horace, 
obseryiiig  this  difference  of  temper  in  different 
penons,  cried  out  a  good  many  years  ago,  in  the 
true  spirit  of -poetry,  '  how  m]ich  one  man,  differs 
from  another!'  This  does  not  seem  avery  vdUiine 
excJamatym  in  EngUah,  hut  I  remepbcr  we  were 
'taught  to  admire  it  in  the  original. 

My  dear  friend,  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  your 
Vnvitation:  but  being  long  accustonied  to  retire- 
ment, which  I  was  always  fond  of,  I  am  now  more 
than  ever  unwilling  to  revisit 'those  noisy  and 
crowded  scenes  which  I  never  bved,  and  which  I 
now  abhor.  I  remember  you  with  all  tl^  fiiend- 
ship  I  ever  professed,  which  is  as  much  all  I  ever 
entertained  for  any  main.  But  the  sthmge  and 
uncommon  incidents  of  my  life  httve  given  an  en- 
tire new  turn  to  my^whole  character  and  conduct, 
and  rendered  me  incapable  of  .receiving  pleasure 
from  t|ie  same  en^loyments  and  amusements  of 
which  I  could  readily  partake  in  f<;nner  days. 

I  love  you  and  youls,  I  thank  you  for  your  con- 
tinued remembrwejof  me,  and  shall  not  cease  to 
betheir  and  your 

Afl^tionate  friend  and  servant,    W.  C. 


TO  MRS.  COWPER. 

If 7  DEAR  COUSIK,' 

I  HAVE  not  been  behindhand  in  reproaching 
myself  vrith  neglect,  but  desire  to  take  shame  to' 
myielf  for  my  unprofitableness  in  this,  aa  wdl  as 
in  all  other  respects.  I  t^e  the  next  inimediate 
opportunity  however  of  thanking  you  for  youn, 
and  o^  assuring  you,  that  instead  of  being  sur- 
prised at  your  silence,  I  rather  wonder  that  you, 
or  any  of  my  friends,  have  any  room  left  for  so 
careless  and  negligent  a  conespondtet  in  your 
memories.  I  un  obliged  to'  yod  for  the  inteDigenoQ 
you  send  me  of  mj  kindred,  and  rejoice  to  hear 
of  their  welfare.  He  who  settles  the  bounds  of 
our  habitations  has  at  length  cast  oor  lot  at  a 
great  distance  from  each  other;  but  I  do  not  there- 
fore forget  their  former  kindness  to  me,  or  cease 
to  oe  interested  in  their  weH  being.  You  live  in 
It^e  Centpp  of  a  world  I  know  you  do  not  delightin. 


Happy  are  you,  my  dear  friend,  in  bang*  able  to 
diMMn  the  insufBpiency  of  all  ft  can  affofd  to  fill 
and  atdsfy  the  desires  of  an  immortal  seoL  That 
God  who  created  us-for  the  enjoyment  of  himself 
has  detennined  in  merey  that  it  shall  &0  us  here, 
in  Older  that  the  blessed  result  of  all  our  in^foiries 
aftfer  happiness  in  the  creature  may  be  a^warm 
^pursuit  and  a  close  attachment  to  our,  true  inter- 
ests, in  felkmship  and  oommonlan  with  Him, 
through  the  name  and  mediation  of  a  dear  Re- 
deemer. I  bless  his  goodness  and  grace,  that  I 
have  any  reason,  to  hope  I  am  a  partaker  with  yon 
in  the  desire  after  better  things,  than  are  to  be 
fijond  in  a  world  polluted  with  an,  and  thereforo 
devoted  to  destruction.  May  he  «na(bkr  us  both 
to  consider  oorpresent  life'  in  its  only  true  light, 
as  an  opportunity  put  info  oor  hands'^to  gloriQr 
lum  amragst  men,  by  aoooduct  suited  to  his  woid 
and  vrill.  T  am'  miserably^defective  in  this  holy 
and  blessed  ait,  but  I  hope  there  is  at  the  bottom 
of  all  my  sinfrd'  infirmitieii  a  nncere  desire  to  live 
justso  tong  as  I  may  be  enaUed,  in  some  poor 
n|f9asttre,to  answer  the'end  of  my  ezisteiioe  in 
this  respect,'«nd  then  to  obey  the  summons,  and 
attend  him  hi  a  woiU  where  they  who  are  his 
servants  here  shall  pay  hini  an  unsinfrd  obedience 
forever.  Yo^r  dear  mother  is  too  good  to  me;  and 
pufo  a  more  charitable  oonstnidion  upon  my  si- 
lence than  the«&ct  vrill  warrant  I  am  not  better 
employed  than  1  should  be  in  corresponding  with 
her.  I  have  that  vrithin  which  hindem  me  wretch- 
edly in  eveiythingthatIoqghttodo,bntt8pnme 
to  trifle,  and  let  time  and  eveiy  good  thing  run  to 
waste.    Ihopelxmever'towritetohersoon. 

My  love  iad  best  wishes  attend  Mr.  CoWper, 
and  all  that  inquire  after  me.  May  God  be  with 
yon,  to  Uess  you,  knd  do  you  good  by  all  his  dis- 
pensatfons;  don't  forget  me  when  you  are  qmJt- 
ing  to  our  best  friend  before  his  Msn^-aeal 

Youn  ever,  W.  C. 

N.  p.  I  mm  not  married. 


TO  MRS.  COWPER. 

MT  DEAR  COUSIN,        Oiney^  Auguti  31, 1769. 

A  LETTER  from  your  brother  Frederic  brought 
me  yesterday  the , most  afBicting  inteffigedoe  &at 
has  reached  me  these  many yearL  IpraytoGod 
to  comfort  yon,  and  to  enable  yon  to  sustain  this 
heavy  stroke  vrith  that  lesignatkm  to  his  wiO, 
which  none  but  himself  can  give,  and  which  he 
gives  to  none  but  his  own childken.  HowUessea 
and  happy  is  yopr  lot,  my  dear  friend,  beyond  the 
common  lot  of  the  greater  part  of  mankind;  that 
you  know  Whsit  it  u  todnw  near  to  God  in  prayer, 
tod  are  acquainted  vrith  aThrune  of  Grace!  You 
have  reseuioesln  the  infinite  love  of  a  deat  Re- 
deemer, which  are  vrithheld  from  millions:  and 
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ttie  pfomisefl  of  God,  which  aie  ^ea  and  amen  in 
Jesoi^  azB  iRiffident  td  answer  all  youx  iieceinties, 
and  jto  sweeten  the  bitterest  cap  whjch  your  hea- 
venly Father  will  ever  put  into  your  hand.  May 
he  now  give  you  liberty  to  dxink  at  these  wells  of 
salvation,  €01  yoa4fte  filled  with  consolation  Snd 
peac^  in  thcymidst  of  trtwible  I  He  has.  teid,  when 
thou,  passest  through  the  fire  I  will  be.imth  thee, 
and  when  tiiroogh  the  floods,  they  shall  not  over^ 
flow  thee.  You  have  need  of  such  a  word  as  this, 
and  he  knows  your  need  of  it,  and  the  time  of  ne- 
cessity b  the  tisoe  when  he  will  be  sure  to  appesr, 
in  behalf  of  thoSe  who  trust  in  him.  I  bear  you 
and  yooiB  upon  my  ^eait  before  him  night  and 
day,  lor  I  neve^  expect  to  hear-of  distress  wliich' 
diaU  can  upon  mewith  a  louder  voice  to  pray  for 
the  eoSkaet.  I  know  the  Lord  hears  me  for 'my- 
self, vile  and'sinfiil  as  I  am,  and  believe  and  am 
sure  that  he  ^HllAhear  m^  for  you  also.  He  is  the 
fiiend  of  the  widow,  and  the  iSither  of  the  fatber- 
leas,  even  God  in  his  holy  habitation  j  in  all  our 
afflictions  he  is  afflictt^,  and  chastens  us  in  meicy. 
Susely  he  will  sanctify  tins  dispensation  to  you, 
do  yon  greit  and  everlasting  good  by  it,  make  the 
wedd  appear  like  dusk  and' vanity  in  your  sight, 
as  it  truly  is,  and  opea  to  your  ^w  the  glazies  of 
a  better  oountiy,  where  there  shall  be  no  ipore 
death,  neither  sorrow  nor  pain,  but^God  shall 
wipe  away  all  teaiS  finmi  y^tur  eyes  forever.  O 
that  comfortable  wcnrdl  '  I  have  chosen  thee  in  the 
furnace  of  affintiiin;*  so  that  our  very  sorrows  are 
evidences  of  our  calling,  and  he  chutens  us,  be- 
cause we  are  his  children. 

My  dear  oounn,  I  commit  you  to  the  word  of  his: 
grace,  and  to  thecomforliB  of  his  holy  spirit  Yoqr 
fife  is  needful  for  your  iiunUy ;:  may  God  in  meroy 
to  them  prdlong  it,  and  may  he  preserve  jtm  from 
the  dangerous  effects,  which  a  stroke  like  this 
might  have  upon  a  fiame  so  tender  as  yours.  I 
grieve  with  you,  I  pray  for  you;  could  1  do  more, 
1  would,  but  Qod  must  comfort  you. 

Y^un,  in  oiur  dear  Lord  Jesus,        W.  C. 


TO  MRS.  COWPER. 

s  AfarcA  5,  1770. 
Mr  ]irother  continueif  mucn  as  he  was.  His 
case  is  a  yery  dangerous  one.  An  impoethume 
of  the  liver,  attended  by  an  asthma  and  dropsy. 
The  phynBtan  has  little  hope  of  his  recovery.  I 
believe  I  might  say  none  at  all  j.only. being  a  friend 
he  does  not  formally^e  him  over,  l^  ceasing  to 
not  him,  lest  h  should  sink  his  spirits.  For  my 
swn^  part  t*  have  no  expectatbn  of  his  reooyery, 
except  by  a  dgnal  interposition  of  Providence  in 
answer  to  prayer.  His  case  is  clearly  out  of  thie 
reach  of  medicine ;  biit  I  haye  seen  many  a  sick- 
neas  healed,  where  the  danger  has  been  equally 


threatening,  -by  the  only  physiciata  xjf  yalue.  I 
doubt  not  hs  will  have  an  intere^  in  your  prayan, 
as  he  has  in  the  prayen^f  ma&yl  May  the  Lord 
incline  his  ear,  and  give  an  answer  of  peace!  •  I 
know  it  is  good  to  be  afflicted.  I  trust  that  ypuhfive 
found  it  so,  and.  that  undcor  the  teaching  of  God^ 
own  fpirit  we  shallbc^  be  puri^ed.  It  is  the  de- 
sire of  my  soul  to  seek  a  better  country,  wher» 
Qod  shall  wipe  ayray  afl  te4»fr<»n  the  eyes  of  his' 
people  ^  and  where,  kwking  back  upkm  the  ways 
by  which  he  has  led.us,  we  shall  be  filled  with 
everlasting  wondisr,  kive,  and  praise.  I  must  add 
no-more.  Yours  ever, .         W.  C. 


TO  THE  .REV.  J.  NEWTON. 

BfT  DEAR  PrilEND,  MOTch  31,  1770. 

I  AM  glad  il\a.i  the  Lord  made  you  a  follow 
labourer  with  us  in*praying  my  dear  brother  out. 
of  darkness  into  light  It  was  a  blessed  work*, 
and  wheil  it  shall  be  your  turta  to  die  in  the  Lord, 
and  to  rest  firom  all  your  labours,  tl^rt  work  shall 
^oUpw  you.  I  onci5  e'fttertained  hopes  of  l\is  re- 
covery :^  finom  the  moment  w^en  it  pleased  <5od  to 
give  him  light  in  fajs  soul,  therp  was  for  fyat  days 
such*  a  yisible  amendment  in  hn  body-as  surprised 
us  afl.  Dr.  Glynn  himself  was  puzzled,  and  be- 
gan to  think  that  all  his  threatening  conjectures 
would,  fail  of  theif  accomplishment  I  am  well 
satisfied  that  it  wa^  thus  ordered,  not  for  his  own 
sake,  but  for  the  sake  of  us,  who  had  been  so 
deeply  concerned,  for  his  sfniitual  welfare,  that  he 
might  be  able  to  gife  such  evident  proof  of  the ' 
work  of  God  upon  his  soul  as  sholild  leave  no 
doubt  behind  it'  As  to  his  finends  at  Cambridge, 
they  kneyir  nothing  of  the  matter.  He  never  spoke 
of  these  things  but  to  'myself  -nor  to  me,  when 
othen  were  within  hearing,  except  jthat  he  some- 
times would  speak  in  the  presence  of  the  nurse. 
He  knew  well  to  make  the  distinction  between 
those  who  ooald  understand  him,  and  those  who 
could  not;  and*  that  he  yras  not  In  circumstances 
lo  maintain  such  a  controversy  as  a  declaration  of 
his  new  views  and  sentii|ients  would  have  exposed 
himto.  Just  after  his  death  I  spoke  of  this  change 
to  a  dear  firiendof  his,  a  follow  oftiie  college^  who 
had  attended  him  through  all  }us  sickness  with  as- 
siduity and  tenderness.  '  But  he  did  not  under- 
stand me. 

I  now  proceed  to  mention  such  particulars  as  I 
can  recollect,  and  which  I  had  not  opportunity  to 
iUs^  in  my  letters  to  Otoey  *,  for  I  left  Cambridge 
suddenly,  and  sooner  than  I  expected.  He  was 
deeply  impressed  with  a  sense  of  the  difficulties 
he  should  have  to  encounter,  if  it  should  please 
God  to  raise  him  again.  He  saw  the  necessity  of 
being  faithful,  and  the  opposition  -he  should  expose 
himself  to  by  being  sa    Under  the  weight  of 
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tbete  itiooghta  Im  om  df;  ImkB  out  in  tlie  |bUo»- 
i]igkprejrier»  ^rbm  aa^fmya^  WM.with  hin,  VO 
^iMd,  Uioa  art  light;  uid  in  thee  is  no  daikoMi 
UtJL  Thou  vt  the  fimnftamofaairiadaDl,  end 
itie  eaMntiallotheato  be  gDipd«nd  gndom.  I 
am  a  child,  O  Lood,  tMch  itie  bow  I  ahafl  oon^ 
dvctmyaelfl    Oire  me  ^  wiedom  oif  the  aefpent  -bodge  immediately  after  my  brodier's  death. 


with  the  harmlaenMW  of  tiiedove t  Bleeatfie  aoide 
tl^  haet  commifeted'  to  the  can  of  thy  htifiem 
ouaeiable  aeatHre,  who  W  no  wisdom  or  know- 


ledgeof  hie  ow^  and  make  meiaithlul  to  them  for,  my  concerns  hath  etherwin  appointed,  and  let  his 


thy  mercy's  Bake!'  Another  time  he  i^,  'How 
wonderful  it  is^  that  God  ahould  lack  upon  man; 
and  how  much  more  wonderful,  that  he  ehould  look 
Opon  such  a  worm  as  I-  ami  '  Yet  he  doee  look 
upon  me,  and  takes  the  exacteet  notice  of  all  my 
sufferings.  ,  He  is  present  and  I  see  him  {I  mean 
by  0dth) ;  and  he  stietchesont  his  arms  towards 
me*— mnd  he  then  stretched  out  his  own— and 
he  says— 'Cpme  unto  me,  all  ^e  that  are  weary 
and  h^vy  laden,  ajid  I  will  give  you  rest !'  He 
smiled  and  wept,  when  he  spoke  these  woidst 
When  he  expressed  himself  upon  these  sub- 
jects, there  was  a  weight  and  a  dignity  in  his 
manner  HMch  asil  never  saw  before.  He'  spdjpe 
with  the  greatest  deliberation,  making  a  pause  At 
thie  end  of  every  sentence;  and  there  was  some- 
thing in  his  ail  and  iH^the  tone  of  his  voice,  inex- 
pressibly solemn,  unlike  himself  imlike  what  I 
had  ever  seen  in  another. 

This  hath  God  wrought  I  have  pr^tised  him 
ftpr  his  marvellous  act(  and  have  felt  a  joy  of  heart 
upon  the. subject  of  my  brother's  death,  such  as  I 
never  felt  but  in  my  own  cdnvci^on.  He  is  how 
before  the  throne;  and  yet  a  little  while  and  we 
shall  meet,  never  more  to  be  divided. 

Yours,  my  very  dear  fidend,  with  my  afiection- 
ate  respects  to  yourself  and  yours. 

WILLIAAf  COWPER. 

Postscript.  A  day  or  two  before  hu  death  he 
grew  «)  weak  and  Was  so  very  ill,  that  he  required 
continual  attendance,  so  that-  he  had  neither 
strength  nor  op|)ortunity  to  say  much  to  me.  On- 
ly the  day  before  he  said  he  had' a  sleepless,  but  a 
composed  and  quiet  night.  I  asked  him,  if  he 
had  been  a^le  to  collect  his  tfaloughts.  H(9  re- 
plied, *AU  night  kmg  I  have  ende&voured  to 
think  upon  God  and  to  continue  in  prayer.  I  had 
great  peace'  and  comfort ;  and  what  comfort  I  had 
came  in  that  way.'  When  I  saw  him  the  next 
morning  at  seven  o'clock  he  was  dying,  fast  asleep, 
and  exempted,  in  aU  appearance,  firom  the  sense 
of  those  pangs  which  accompany  diBsolutum.  I 
shall  be  g)ad  to  hear  from  you,  my  dear  friend, 
when  you  can  fiiid  time  \o  write,  and  are  so  in- 
clined. The  death  of  my  beloved  brother  teems 
with  many  tiseful  lessons.  May  Grod  seal  the  in- 
struction upon  our  hearts  I 


TO  JOS£PEt  HILL,  ESO. 

DliB/OE,  .   '  MayS,VnO. 

Your  letter  did  not  reach  OM  tiU  the  last  poit, 
when  I  had  not  tune  to  ansi^it    I  kh  Cam- 


I  am  obliged  to  yda  for  the  partioular  aooopmt 
yon  have  sent  me  ♦♦••♦♦♦♦*♦♦♦♦•♦ 

He  to  whom  I  have  sHffenBered  mysdf  and  all 


will  be  done.  He  ghes  me  Aiuch  whidi  he  with- 
holds from  others ;  andiChewaspleased  to  with- 
hold all  that  makee  a|i  outward  differanoe  between 
me  and  th^  poor  mendkant  in  the  street,  it  would 
stin  beooEDe  ms  to  aay,  his  will  bedone. 

It  pleased  God  to  cut  diortimy  brother^s  con- 
nexions and  expeotatlooe  here,  yet  not  without 
givih^  hiiA  fively  and  gkoious  views  of  a  better 
hq>pu^e8s  than  ai^  he  o^uldprapoes  to  hunaelf  in 
such  a  worid  as  thisL  Notwithstanding  his  great 
learning,  (for  he  was  onei  of  the  chief  men  in  the 
univenity  in  that  yesfMct)  he  wa^  caAdid  and  sin- 
cere in  hkiqquirifisalUr  truth.  Though  heoould 
not  oeme  into  my  -aentinienta  whstf  I  first  ao- 
qnainted  him  with  them,  nor  in  the  manyoonver* 
satiods  whicsh  I  afierwardi  had  with  hinM^wa 
-the  sabjecl,  could  he  bfi  hrooght  to  acgmeeoe  in 
them  as  scriptuxal  and  tme,  yet  I  had  no  sooner 
left  St  Alban's  than  he  b^pm  to  study  with  the 
d^pest  attention  those  pomla  in^which  we  dififered, 
and  to  furnish' himself  with  the  best  writers  upon 
th^m.  His  Boind  was  kept  open  to  conviction  for 
five  yeata,  during  aUwhich  time  he  hhoured  in 
this  pursidt  with  unwesried  diHgeace^  as  leieom 
and  opportunity  were  affiirded.  Amongst  Ms  dy- 
ing words  were^ these,  'Brother,  I  thooght  yon 
winng,  yet  wanted  to  believe  as  yon  did.  I  found 
myself  not  ab^e^  to  believe,  yet  always  tlMnight  I 
shoold  b^  one  day  bfou^t  to  do  so.'  Ffom  the 
study  of  books,  he,  was  brought  iqNm  his  death- 
bed to  the  study  of  hfmself,  and  there  learnt  to 
renounce  his  righteousness,  and 'his  own  most 
amiable  character,  ^d  to  submit  himself  to  the 
righteousness  whkh  is  of  God  by  fiUth.  With 
tlMse  views  he  was  desirous  of  death.  Satisfied.of 
his  interest  in  t^e  blessii^  purehased  by  the  blood 
of  Christ,  he  prayed  for  death  with  eameetneas, 
felt  the  approaches  of  it  with  joy,  and  died  in 
peace.  Youre,  my  dear  friiend,  W.  C. 


TO  MRS.  COWPER. 

M7  DSAR  COUSIN,'  Olfiey,  June  7,  VTTO. 

I  AM  am  obliged  to  you  for  sometimes  thmlrfi^ 
of  an  unseen  friend,  and  bestowing  a  letter  upon 

.  It  gives  me  pleasure  to  hear  from  you,  ee- 
pedally  to  find  that  our  gracious  Lord  enidilea 
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yon  to  weather  oM  the  stonns  you  meet  with,  toad 
to  etUt  anchor  wiihin  the  veil. 

You  judge  lightly  of  the  manner  in  which  I 
have  been  dJERded  by  the  Lord's  late  dispensation 
towards  my  biother.  I  found  iii  it  cause  of  sor- 
row, thai  I  had  lost  so  neaiT  a  relation)  and  one  so 
descgrvedly  dear  'to  me,  and  that  he  left  me  just 
when  our  sentiinents  upon  the  most  interesting 
subject  became ^tho  same;  but  much  more  cause 
of  joy,  that  it  pleased  0^4  to  give  me,  clear  and 
evident  proof  that  he-had  changed  his  heart,  and 
adopted  hnn  in^  the  number  of  his  children;  For 
this  I  hold  myself  peculia^y  bound ,  to  thank 
him,  because  he  might  have  done  all  that  he  was 
pleaiied  to  do  for  him,  and  yet  have  afforded  him 
neither  strength  nor  opp<Nrtunity  to  declare  it.  I 
doubt  not  that  he.enliightens  the  understandings, 
and  works  a  gradous  diangoin  the  hearts  of  niany 
in.tbeir  li^st  moment§,  w^ose  surrounding  friends 
aie  not  made  acquainted  with  it.    ' 

He  told  me  that  from  the  time  he  was  first  or- 
dained he  began  to  bQ  dissatisfied  with  his  re)r- 
gious  opinions,  and  to  suspect  that  there  were 
gfeater  things  concealed  in  the  Bible,  thisn  were 
generally  beUeved  or  allowed  to  be  there.  From 
thf)  time  when  I  first  visited  him  after  my  release 
fiom  St.  Alban's,  he  began  to  read  upon  the  sub- 
ject. It  was  at  that  time  I  informed  him  of  the 
views  of  divine  truth  which  I  had  revived  in  that 
•chool  of>affliction.  He  laid  what  I  said  to  heart, 
and  began  tofunush  himself  with  the'best  wi;fters 
upon  the  controverted  points^  whose  works  he 
read  wiJb  great  diligence  and  attentiou,  comparing 
them  a^the  while  with  ike  $cripttiro.  If  one  ever 
truly  -and  ingenuously  sought  the  truth  but  they 
ibund  it.  A  spirit  of  efunest  inquiry  is  the  gift 
of  God,  who  ne^er  says  to  any,  Seek  ye  my  ftce 
in  vain.  Aocoidmgly, 'about  ten  days  before  his 
death,  it  pleased  the  Lord  to  dispiel  f^  his  doubts, 
and  to  reveal  in  his  heart  the  knowledge  of  the 
Saviour,  .and  tp  givohim  firm  and  unahaken  peace 
in  the  belief  of  his  ability  and  wiOingness  to  save. 
As  to  the  affiurof  thefbrtune-teller,  he  never  men- 
tbned  it  to  me,  not  was  there  any  such  paper 
lound  as  yoii  mention.  I  looked  over  all  his  p^ 
pers  belbre.  I  left  the  place,  and  luid  there  been 
liuch  a  one,  most  have  discoyered  it.  I  have  heard 
the  report  firom  other,  quarters,  but  no  other  parti- 
culars thai|  that  the  woman  foretold  him  when  he 
should  die.  I  suppose  there  may  be  spme  truth  in 
the  matter,  but  whatever  Jie  might  think  of  it  be- 
fore his  knowledge  of  the  truth,  and  however  ex- 
traordinary her  predictions  might  really  be,  I  am 
satisfied  that  he  had  then  received  far  other  views 
ef  the  vrisdom  and  majesty  of  God,  than  to  sup- 
pose that  he  would  entrust  his  secrcl  counsels  to  a 
vagrant,  whp  did  not  mean,, I  suppose,  to  be  un- 
derstood to  have  received  her  intelligence  from  the 
Fountain  of  Light,  but  thought  herself  sufficiently 
13 


honoured  liy'any  who  would  give  her  credit  /Or  a 
secret  intercourse  of  thi^L  kind  with  the  prince  of 
darlness. 

Mrs.  Unwin  is  much  obliged  to  you  for  youf 
kind  inquiry  after  her.  She  is  weO,  I  thaAk  God, 
as  U8U9l,.and  senda  her' respects  to  you.  '  Her  son 
u  in  the  ministry,  and  has  the  living  ^f  Stock,  in 
Essex.  We  were  last  week  alarmed  with  an  ac- 
count of  his  being  dangerously  ill;  Mrs.  Unwih 
went  to  see  him,  and  in  a  few  days  left  him  out . 
of  danger.  W.  C. 


TO  JOSEPH  fliLL,  ESa 

DEAR  JOE,         ^  .      .  Sept.  25,  1770. 

I  ^AVE  not  done  coftv^rsing-  with  terrestrial  ob- 
jects,-though  I  should  be  happy  were  I  a1>le  to 
hold  more  continual  converse  with  a  friend  above- 
the  skies..  He  has  my  heart, >but  he  allows  a  cor- 
ner in  it  for  all  who  show  me  kindness,  and  there- 
San  one  for  you.  The  storm  of  sixty^three  jnade 
a  wreck  of  the  firiendships  1  had.contraded  in  the 
course  of  many  years,  yours  excepted,  whioh  has 
survived  the  tempest. 

I  thank  you  for  your  repeated  invitation.  •  SiA- 
gular  thanks  fire  due  to  you  for .  so  aingular  an 
iiktance  of  your  regards  I  could  noit  leave  Obicy, 
unfefB  in  a  case  of  absolute  necessity,  witliout 
much  inconvenience  to  my^lf  and  others. 

W.  C.» 


TO  THE  REV:  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 
DEAR  UNwiN,  June  8, 1778.  • 

I  FEEL  myseh  much  obliged  to  you  fo^  youi 
kind  intimation,  and  hav^  given  the  subject  of  it 
all  my  best  attention,  both  before  I,  received  youlr 
letter  and  since.  *  The  result-  is,  that  I  am  per-, 
snadedit  will  be  better  not  to  write.  I  Imow  the 
man  and  his  dispoeitbn  vrdl;  he  is  yery  liberal  in  ' 
his  way  of  thinking;  generous  aad  discemmg. 
He  is  well  aware  of  the  trick$  th^t  are  pkiyed  upon 
such  oonsions,  and  after  fifteen  yean  interrup- 
tion of  all  intercourse  between  us,  wduld  translate 
my  letter  iiito  this  language— pray  remember  the 
poor.  This  would  disgust  him,  because  he  would 
think  our  former  intimacy  disgraced  by  such  an 
oblique  application.  He  has  not^  forgotten  me, 
and  if  he  had,  thei^e  are  those  about  him  who  can 
iiot  come  into  his  preseneexvithout  reminding'  him 
of  me,  and  he  b  (dso  perfectly  acquainted  withray 
cifeomstancesi  It  would  perhaps  give  him  plea 
sure  to  surprise  me  with  a  benefit;,  and  if  ho 


.  *  Tho  flubeequent  chasm  in  the  Leuen  of  ili'w  VQlume  wmi 
occasbnod  by  a  long  lad  severe  illneee  with  Wiunli  the  vir'ugt 
wasaflUcted 
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meani  me.  such  a  faToar,- 1  riiould  diaaj^poixit  him^ 
by  asking  it/  -^  • 

]  repeat  py  thanks  for  your  suggestion ;  yoa 

see  a  part  of  my  reasons  for  thus  conducting  my- 

;ielf ;  if  we  Were  together  I  could  give  yoa  more.* 

Yours  affectionately,    '     W.  C.   « 


TO  TIJE  REV.  WILLIAM  VNWIN. 

May  26, 1779. 
I  Aifi  obliged  to  yoa  Sx  tUe  Poets;  and  though  I 
little  thought  I  was  translating  so  much  money 
out  of  your  pocket  into  the  bookseller's,  when  I 
turned  Prior's  poem  into  J-atin,  yet  I  must  needs 
say  that,  if  you  think  it  wojth  While  to  purchase 
^he  tngjish  Classics  at  all,'  you  can  not  possess 
yourself  of  them  U()on  better  termsi  I  have  looked 
into  some  of  tlie  volumes,  but  not  having  yet  finish- 
ed the  Register,  have  meielv  looked  into  them.  A 
few  th^ngb  I  havo  met  with,  which  if  they  liad 
liesn  burned  the  moment  they  were  written,  it 
would  faave-  been  better  for  the  aothot,  and  aC 
least  as  well  for  his  readers.  There  is  ^ot  much 
of  this,  but  a  little  too  much.  I  think  it  a  pity 
die  editor  admitted  any;  the  English  muse  woultl 
have  los^  no  credit  by  the  omisw>n  of  such, trash. 
Some  of  them  agaiiTseem  to  mo  to  have  but  a  very 
disputable  right  to  a  ^t^s  among  the  Classics} 
ai^d  1  am  quite  at  a  loito  when  I  see  Ihem  in  such 
company,  to  conjecture  what  is  Dr.  Johnson's  idea 
or  definition  of  classical  mt^rit.  But  if  he  inserts 
the  poems  of  some  who  can  hardly  {)c  said  .to  de- 
serve such  an  honour,  the  piirchascr  may  comfobrt 
himself  with  the  hope  that  he  will  exclude  none 


that  do. 


w,  a 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  XJNWIN, 
AMico  Mio,   .     ^  Sept.  31, 1779. 

Be  pleased  to  buy  me  a  giant's  diamond'  pen- 
•siL  I  have  glazed' the  two  frames  designed,  to  re- 
ceive iny  pine  plants.  But  I  can-notntend  the 
kitchen  ^vindows,  till.by  the  help  of  that  imple- 
Incnt  I  can  reduce  the  glass  to  its  proper  dimcnr 
sions.  If  I  were  a  plumber  I  should  be  a  com- 
plete glazier;  ahd  possibly  the  happy  time  may 
come,  when  I  shall  be  seen  tradging  away  to  the 
neighbouring  towns  with  a  shelf  of  glaas  hangmg 
at  my  back.  If  government!  i^ould  impose  ano- 
tav  Xipon/  that  commodity,  I  hardly  know  a  busi- 
ness in  which  a  gentleman  might  more  success- 
fully employ  himself.  A  Chinese,  of  ten  times 
my  fortune,  would  avail  himself  of  such  an  oppqr- 
lurtity  without  scruple;- and  why  should  not  I, 


•  llw.aUiMipn  in  thia  letter  is  to  Lord  Thurlow,  who  i 
tnumouA  tp  the  Lord  High  Chohcellorahip  of  England  in  the 
wrly  part  o{  the  month  in  v^blch  It  was  wrilien. 


^ho  Want  money  as  much  as  any  maBdaiin^  n 
China  1  Rousseau  would  have  been  chained  to; 
have  seen-  me  so  occupied^  and  would  have  ex- 
claimed with  rapture,  "  that  he  had  found  the 
Emilius  who  (he  supposed)  had  subsisted  only  in 
his  own  idea."  1  -would  recommend  it  to  yoo  to 
follow  my  example.  You  will  presentJj  qualify 
yourself  for  the  task,  and  may  not  ofily  amuse 
yourself  at  home,*but  may  even  exercise  your  skill 
in  mending  the  church'^windows;  which,  as  it 
would  save'  money  to  the  parish,  would  conduce, 
together-^th  your  other  ministerial  accomjdish- 
ments,  to  make  you  extremely  popular  in  the 

place-    "  ^'^' 

I  have  eight  pair  (noame  pigeons.    When  I 

first  enter  the  gaiden  Uik  lUIVllRg,  I  find  them 
perched  upon  the  wall,  waiting  for  their  break&st; 
for  I  feed  fhem  always  upon 'the  gravel- walk.  If 
your  wish  should  be  accomplished,  and  you  sliould 
f^nd  yourself  fbmished  wiOi  the  wings  of  a  davet 
1  &hall  imdoubtedly  find  you  amongst  them.  Only 
be  BO  good,  if  that  should  be  the  caae^  to  announce 
yourself  by  some  means  or.  other.  For  I  imagine 
your  QTop  will  sequire  something  better  than  tales 
to  fill  it.  . 

,  Your  mother  and  I  last  week  made  a  trip  in  a 
pokt  chaise  to  Gayhurst,  the  seat  of  Mr.  Wright, 
about  four  miles  ofi*.  He  understood  that  I  did  not 
much  affect  strange  feces,  and  sent  over  his  ser- 
vant on  purpose  to  inform  me  that  he^was  going 
into  Leicestershire,  and  that,  if  I  chOse  to  see  the 
gardens,  I  might  gratify  myself  without  danger  of 
seeing  the  proprietor.  I  accepted  the  invitation, 
and  was  delighted  with  all  I  found  there.  .  The 
situation  b  happy,  the  gardens  elegantly  disposed, 
the  hot-house  in  the  most  flourishing  state,  and 
the  orange-tr^'the  most  captivating,  creatures  of 
the  kind' I  ever  saw.  A  man,  m  short,  bad  need 
have  the  talents  of  Cox  or  Langford,  |he  aoe- 
tion^ers,  to  do  the  whole  scene  justice.  Our  love 
attends  you  all. ''  Yours,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  TRiEND,  Oct.  31,  1779. 

I  WROTE  my  last  letter  merely  to  inform  yoa  that 
I  had  nothing  to  say,  in  answer  to  which  yoa  have 
said  nothing.  .  I  admire  th%  propriety  of  your  con- 
duct, though  I  am  a  lossr  by  it  I  will  endeavour 
to  say  something  now,  and  shall  -hope  for  some- 
thing in  retuhi.  - 

'  I  have  be^n  well  entertained  with  JohnaonV 
biograptiy,  for  which  I  thank  you;  with  one  ex- 
ception, and  that  a  swinging  one,  I  think  he  has 
acquitted  himself  with  his  usual  good  sense  and 
sufficiency.  '  His  treatment  of  Milton  is  unmerci- 
ful to  the  last  degree.  'He  has  belaboured  that 
great  poet's  character  with  the  most  industrious 
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cnielty.  Ab  a  man,  he  has  hazdly  left  'him  the. 
shadow  of  one  good  quality.  Charlishness  in  his 
I  private  life,  and  a  rancorous \hatred  of  every  thing 
royal  in  his  public,  are  the  two  colours  with  which 
he  has  smeajcd  ail  the  canvas.  If  he  had  ai^y  vir- 
tues, they  are  not  to  bd  found  in  the  doctor's  pic- 
tuie  of  Mm,  and  it  is  wdl  for  Milton  that  soode 
sourness  in  liis  temper  is  the  oidy  vice  with  whi^ 
his  memory  has  bdeti  charged',  it  is  evident  enough 
that  if  his  bidgrapher  could  haveTdiscovered  more, 
he  would  nojt  have  spared  hiin.  As  a  poet,  he  has 
txeated  him  with  severity  enough,  and  has  plucked 
one  or  two  of  the  most  beauti^  leatherB  out  of 
his  Musis'  wing,  and  trappled  them  under  his 
I  great  foot.  He  has  passed. sentence  of  condemna- 
'  tion  upon  Lycidas,  and  l^as  taken  occanon,  irom 
I  that  charming  poem,  to  expose  to  ridicUlo  (what  is 
indeed  ridiculous  enough)  the  childish  prattlement 
of  pastoral  compoeitionff,.aii  if  Lycidas  was  the 
prototype  and  pattern  of  them  all  The  liveliness 
of  the  description,,  the  sweetness  of  the  numbers, 
the  classical  spirit  of  antiquity  that  prevails  in  it, 
go  for  noth^.  I  am  eonviiKed,  by  the  way,  that 
he  has  no  ear  for  poetical  numbers,  or  that  it  was 
stopped  by  prejudice  against  the  harmony  of  Mil- 
ton's. Was  there  ever  any  thing  so  delightful  as 
I  the  music  of  the  Paradise  Lost?  It  is  like  that 
I  of  a  fine  organ;  has  the  fullest  and  the  deepert 
ton^  of  majesty,  with  aQ  the  softness  and  elegance 
of  the  Dorian  flute.  Variety  without  end,  and 
'  never  equalled,  unless  perhaps  by  Virgil.  Yet^e 
doHor  has  httle  or  nodung  to  say  upotn  this,  co- 
pious theme,  but  talks  something  about  the  uiifit- 
ness  of  the  English  language  for  blank  verse,-  and 
how  apt  it  is  in  the  mouth,  of  some  teaden,  to  dei- 
generate  into  deelamation. 

I  could  talk  a  good  while  longer,  but  I  have  no 
room;  our  love  attends  you. 

Yeurs  affectionately,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN, 

HT  DEAR  PHI  END,  DcC.  3,  1779» 

How  quick  is  the  suooession  of  human  eventsl 
The  cares  of  to-day  are  seldom  the  cares  of  46- 
murrow;  and  when  we  Ue  down  at  night,  We  may 
vifely  say  to  most  of  our  troubles  '*  Ye  have  done 
yofur  worst,  and  we  shall  meet  no  msfe" 

This  observation  was  suggested  to  me  by  read- 
ing your  last  letter-,  which  though  I  have  vrritten 
since  I  received  it,  I  have  never  answered.  When 
that  epistle  passed  under  your  pen,  you  were  mi- 
serable about  your  tithes,  and  your  imagination 
was  hung  round  with  pictures,  that  terrified  you 
to  such  a  degree  as  made  oven  the  receipt  of  mo- 
noy  burdensome.  But  it  is  all  over  now.  You 
snit  Hway  your  farmers  in  good  humour  (for  you 
(^an  utake  peoplf  merry  whenever  you  uleasc),  and 


now  you  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  chink'  your 
purse,  and  laugh  at  what  is  past.  Your  delicacy 
makes  you  groan  uqdes  thatwMch  other  men 
never  feel,^or  fed  but  lightiy.  A-  fly  that  fettles 
upon  the  tip  of  the  nose,  is  troublesome ;  and  t|us 
is  a  comparison  adequate  to  the  most  that  ipan- 
kind  in  general  are  sensible  of|  uppn  such  tiny  oe- 
casions.  But  the  flies  that  pester  you,  always- get 
between  your  eye-lids,  where  the  annoyance  is  al- 
most insupportable. 

I  wquld  follow  your  advice,  and  endeayoor  to  fur- 
nish Lord  North  with  a  scheme  of  supplies  fbr  the 
ensuing  y^ar,  if  the  diflkulty  I  find  in*  answering 
the  ci^  of  my  own  emergencies  did  not  make  me 
despair  of  satisfying  those  of  the  nation.  I  can  say 
but  this;  if  I  had  ten  acres  of  liind^in  the  world, 
whereas<Lhave  not  one,  azid  in  those  ten  acretf 
should  discover  It  gold  mine,  richer  than  all  Mexico 
and  Peru,  wheii  I  had  reserved  a  fisw  'ounces  for 
my  own  annhal  supply,  I  would  wilfingly  give  the 
rest  to  government.  'My  ambition  would  be  more 
gratified  by  annihilatingthenational  incumbranced 
than  by  goin^  daily  down  to  the  bottom  of  a  mine' 
to  wallow  in  my  own  emolument.  This  is  patriot- 
ism—^you  win  allow;  but  alas,  this  vittue  is  for  the 
most  part  in  the  hands  of  tiiose  who  can  do  no  good 
with  it!  HS  that  has  but  a  single  handful  of  it, 
cat(;hes  so  greedily  at  the  first  opimrtunity  of  grow- 
ing rjch,  that  his  patriotism  drops  to  the  ground, 
and  he  grasps  the  gold  instead  of  it.  He  that 
never  meets  with  such  an  opportunity,  holds  it  fast 
in  Ms  clenched  ^,  and  says, — ^^  Oh,  how  much 
good  I  would  do  if  I  could!" 
'  Your  mother  sayf— "  Pray  send  my  dear  love.'' 
There  is  hafdly  room  to  add  mine,  but  you  vrill 
suppose  it.  Yours^  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWI^. 

MY  DEAB  FRIEND,  ^Sft.^,  1780. 

.  As  you  are  pleased  to  dedre  my  letters,  I  am 
the  more  pleased  with  writing  them,  though,  at 
the  same  time,  I  must  needs  testify  my  surprise 
that  you  should'  think  them  worth  receiving,  as  I 
seldom  send  <^ie  that  I  think  fiivourably  of  myself. 
This  is  not  to  be  understood  as  an  imputatbn 
upon  your  taste  or  judgment,  but  as  an  encomium 
upon  my  own  mod^y  and  humility,  which  I 
desire  you  to  remark  well.  It  is  a  just  observation 
of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  that  though  men  of  ordi- 
naxy  talents  may.be  highly  satisfied  with  their 
own  productions,  men  of  true  genius  never  aie. 
Whatever  be  their  subject,  they  always  seem  to 
themselves  to  fall  short  of  it,  even  when  they  sec>m 
to  dthers  most  to  ezceL  And  for  this  reason- 
becausS  they  have  a  certain  sublime  sense  of  per- 
fection which  other  men  are  strangen  to,  and 
which  they  themselves  in  their  perfdrmanoes  an 
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not' aUe  to  exemplify.  "Vour  sorruit,  Sir  Joihoat 
I  little  thoagbt  of  eeeing  you  When  I  b^gsil,  but 
•0  yon  have  foppe^  in  you  ue  yrekome. 
.  "Wlien  I  wrote  last,  I  wu  little  inclined  to  ibnd 
you  •  4Sopy  of  venee  entitled  the  Modem  Patriot, 
but  waa  not  quite  pleaaed  with  a  line  or  two  which 
I  found  it  difficult  t»  mend,  thesBfiwe  did  not  At 
night  I  read  Mr:  Bujfke's  epeech  in  th^  new^Miper, 
,  and  was  so  weO  pleased  with  his  proposals  £m  a 
reformation,  and  with  the  temper  in  which  he 
made  them,  that  1  began  to  think  better  of  his 
cause,  and  burnt  my  verses.  Such  is  the  lot  of 
the.man  who  writes  upon  the  subject  of  the  day: 
the  aspect  of  affair^  changes  in  an  hour  or  two, 
and  his  opinion  With  it;  what  was  just  and  weQ^ 
deserved  satire  in  the  moining,  in  the  evening 
becomes* a  libel;  the  author  commences  his  own 
judge,  and  while  he  condemns  with  uqrelenfing 
severity  what  he  so  lately  Kppnyed,  is  sony  to 
Gad  that  he  has  laid  his  leaf-gold  upon  touch-wood, 
which  crumbled  away  under  bis  fix\gevs.  Ai^M 
what  can  I  do.  with  my  .witi  I  have  not  enough 
to  do  great  thhigs  with,  and  these  little  things  are 
80  fugitive,  that  while  a  man  catches  at  the  sub- 
ject, he  is  only  filling  his  hand  with  smoke.  Imust 
do  with  it  as  1  do  wUh  my  linnet;  I  keep  him  ibr 
the  most  part  in  acage,butnowand  theUsetopen 
the  door  tiiat  he  may  whisk  about  the  room  a  little, 
and  then  shut  him  up  again.  My  whisking  wit 
has  produced  the  following,  the  subject  of  whidi 

'y  is  mere  important  than  ^e  manner  in  which  I 
have  treated  it  seems  to  imply,  but  a  foble  mi^' 
speak  tnith,  and  all  truth  is  starling;  I  only  pre- 
mise, that  in  a  phik)eqphical  tract  in  the  Register, 
I.  found  H  asserted  that  the  gtow-wom  Is  ^ 

*^-«ightingale's  food.* 

,  An  officer  of  a  ngiment,  part  of  which  is  quar- 
tered here,  gave  one  of>the  soldien  leave  to  be 
drunk  six.  weeks,  in  hopes  ef  curing  him  by  satie- 
ty—be  wot  drunk  six  weeks,  and  is  so  stiO,  as 
often  as  he  can  find  an  oppcvtunity.  One  vice 
may  swallow'  up  anotl^,  but  no  coroner  in  the. 
state  of  Ethics  ever  brought  in  his  verdict,  when  a 

vice  died,  that  it  waa-/<^<'0«0*  ^ 

Thanks  for  all  you  have  done,  and  all  yon  iz^ 
tcmd ;  the  biography  will  be  particularly  welcome. 
Youn,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  J.  P^WTON. 

.     March  IB,  Vm. 
I  AM  obHged  to  you  for  the  communication  of 
your  cohrespondenoe  with .    It  was  impossi- 
ble for  any  man,  of  any  temper  whatever,  and 


"ndiJettsrcoDidnad  (he  tMaadflil  Able  of  the  Nlglttiii. 


however  viedded  to  h|i  own  pmposB,  to  iMent  so 
gentle  and  fiiendly  an  exhortation  as  you  sent  him. 
Men  of  lively  imagiinations  are  not  often  remarka- 
Uefor  soiidity  of  judgment  They  have  gener- 
ally jtraog  passions  to  bias  it,  kad  are  led  fiir 
away  from  their  proper  road,  in  pursuit  of  pretty 
phantoms  of  their  own  creating.  No  law  ever 
didor  can  effect  what  he  has  ascribed  to  that  of 
Moses;  it  i^  zesorved  for  men^  to  subdue  the  cor- 
rupt inclinations  of  mankind,  which  tbreatenings 
and  penalties,  through  the  d^^vity  of  the  beait, 
have  always  had  a. tendency  rather  to  inflame. 

The  bve  of  power  seems  as  natural  to  kings,  as 
the  desire  of  liberty  is  to  their  subjects ;  the  excess 
■of  either  is  vicious,  and  tends  to  the  rain  of  both. 
There  are  many,  I  believei,  who  wJBih  Ihe  present 
corrupt  state  of  things  dissolved,  in  hope  that  the 
pure  primitive  conststutbn  will  spring  up  firam  the 
ruinf.  But  it  is  not  for  man,  by  himself  man,  to 
bring  order  out  of  confusion;  the  progress  fin>m 
one  to  the  other  is  not  natural,  much  less  neoesBa* 
ly,  and  without  the  Intervention  of  divine  aid, 
impossible;  and  they  who  are  for  making  the 
hazardous  experimeut,  would  certainly  find  them- 
selves disappointed. 

Affectionately  yoofSj  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UITVTOJ. 

MT  DSift  FRiiND,  March  SQ,  1780. 

I  have  heard  nothing  mote  finom  Mr.  Newton, 
upon  the  subject  you  mentioD;  bat  I  dare  say  that 
having  been  given  to  expM  the  beaefil.of  your 
nomination  in  behalf  of  his  nephew,  ha  still  de- 
pends upon  it    His  obligationr  to  Mx.  -^^  have 


been  soQumerdus^  and  so  weighty,  that  though  he 
has,  in  a  few  instancwi,  prevailed  upon  himself  to 
reoommend  an  object  now  and  then  to  his  patron- 
age, he  has  very  sparingly,  if  at  all,  exerted  his 
interest  vrith  him  in  behalf  of  his  own  relations. 

With  respect  to  the  advice  you  are  reqoired  to 
give  to  a  young  lady,,  that  she  may  be  property 
instructed  in  the  manner  of  keeping  the  sabbath, 
I  just  subjoin  a  few  hints  that  have  occurred  to  me 
upon  the  oecasion;  not  because  I  think  you  want 
them,  but  because  it  would  seem  unkind  to  vitb- 

\d  them.  The  sabbath  then,  I  think,  may  be 
considered,  fizst,  ai  a  commandrnwit,  no  less  bind- 
ing upon  modem. christians  than  tipoa  ancient 
Jews,  because  the  spiritual  people  amongst  them  did 
not  think  it  enough  to  abrtain  (nm  manual  occu- 
pations upon  that  day ;  but,  entering  more  deeply 
into  the  meaning  of  the  pvepept,  allotted  those 
hours  they  took  from  the  world,  to  the  cultivation 
of  holiness  in  their  own  souls,  vriiich  ever  vras, 
and  ever  vrill  be  a  duty  incumbent  upon  all  who 
ever  heard  of  a  sabbath,  and  is  of  perpetual  obli- 
gation both  upon  JeW^  and  christians  j  (the  oum- 
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•ke  cnimed  it;  and  in.muiy  nwrtanew,  both 
■erifituwd  md  jnodein,  the  bnadi  of  ithttibtai 
pmiihfld  with'^vovidential  and  judicial  Mvuity 
ihalmay  make  by-stanid^  ttemble) :  aeoondly,  «• 
a  priTil^se,  tHdch  yoa  well  know  how  to  dilate 
iipon;4iettertiiatilcante0yoa:  thirdly,  as  a  aign 
of  that  ebvenanl  liy  which  believen-eie  entitled'to 
anat  that  yet  nDBineth:  fourthly,  as  the«tii« 
911a  mm  of  the  ehnstian  character;  anduponlhis, 
head  I  ahoold  guard  against  bemff^misiuidenitood 
to  mean  no  more  than.two  attendaik^  upon  pah- 
he  warship,  which  is  a  ibdn  complied  with  by 
thousands  who.  never  kept  a  sabbath  in  their  lives. 
Convstenoe  is  necessary,  to  give  sdbstanee  and 
sofidity  to  the  whole.  To  Sanctify  the  day  at 
dmrdi,  a^d  to  trifle  4t  away  out  of  chi|rch,  is  pvo- 


fenation,  and  vitiales  all.    After  all,  I  tould  aak  like  mine,  especially  in  such  a  sable  state  c^iQind 


mycatechumenone  short  question—'  Doyoabvethe 
day,  or  do  yoa  not?  *If  yoobvte  it,  yoa  wiUnever 
inpuiie  how  fiff  yoa  may  safely  deprive  ybnraelf 
of  the  enjoyment  of  it.  If  yon  do  not  love  it,  and 
yoa  find  yourself  obliged  in  conscience  to  ac- 
knowledge it,  that  is^an  alarming  symptom,  an^ 
ought  to  make  you  tremble.  If  you  do  no^  k>ve  it, 
then  it  is  a  weariness  to  you,  and  yoa  wish  it  was 
over.  The  ideas  of  labour  and  rest  are  not  more 
opposite  to  ^ach  other  than  the  idea  of  a  sabbath, 
aiid  that  dislike  and  disgust  with  which  it  fills  the 
souls  of  thousands  to  be  obliged  to  keep  it.  h  is 
wofse  than  bodily  hOwur.'     .  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV^  WILLIAM  ui^WIN. 

MT  DEAR  FRZBND,  April  6,  1780. 

I  Nsrsft  wa^  any  more  than  yourself,  a  ficiend 
to  phtfahties;  they  are  generally  found  in  the 
hands  of  the  avaricious,  whose  insatiable  hunger 
after  prefermentproves  themunworthy  of  any  at  all. 
They  attend  much  to  the  regular  payment  of  their 
dues,  but  not  at  all  to-the  spiritual  interest  of  their 
paiH^iioners.  Having  fingot  their  duty,  or  never 
known  it,  they  difter  in  nothing  from  the  laity,  ex- 
cept their  outward  garb)  and  their  exclusive  right 
to  the  4esk  and  pulpit.  But  when  pluralities  seek 
the  man,  instead  of  being  sought  by  him;  and 
when  the  man  is  honest,  conscientious,  and  pious ; 
careful  to  employ  a  substitute  in  those  respects 
like  himself;  and,  not  contented  with  this,  will  see 
with  his  own  eyes  that  the  ooncems  of  hii  parishes 
are  decently  and  diligently  administered ;  in  that 
case,  considering  the  present  dearth  of  such  chsr 
racters  in  the  ministry,  I  think  it  an  event  advan-^ 
tageot|s  to  the  people,  and  much  to  be  desired  by  all 
who  regret  the  great  and  aj>parent  want  of  sobriety 
and  earnestness  among  Ihe  clergy.  A  man-  who 
does  not  seek  a  living  merely  as  a  pecuniary  emol- 
ument has  no  need,  in  my  judgment,  to  refuse  one 

n2 


beeanaeitisso.  He  means  to  do  his  doty,  and  by 
doing  it  htf  eans  Usjrages.  The  two 'seotmiBt 
being  contignoas  to  each  oUier,  and  iillowing' 
easUy  under  the  care  of  oma  pastor,  and  both  so 
ir'to  Stock  that  you  can  visit  them  with- 
out difficulty,  fB  oftaa  as  ycm  please,  I  soe  no 
reasonabto  objeetioaj  nor  does  your  mother.  Aa 
to  the  wry-4Bouth9d  sneen  and  illiberal  misoon- 
struetions  of  the  oehsorioae,  tknow  no  better  shiekl 
to  guard  you  against  them,  than  what  you  are 
already  furnished  ^with-  a  dear  andunofiending 


I  am  obliged  to  you  for  what  ydu  said  upon  the 
subject  of  book-bi^ng,  and  am  very  fimd  of  avail- 
ing myself  of  another  man's  pocket,  when  I  oan 
do  it  creditably  to  myself,  and  vrithout  injury-  to 
hioL    Amusements  are  necessary,'  in  a  retirement 


I  labour  under.  The  necessity  of  amusement 
makes  me  sometimes  write  veraea-4t  made  me  a 
carpenter,  a  bird-cage  maker,  a  gardener— and  has 
lately  taught  me  to  draw,  taoid  to  draw  too  vrith 
such  surprising  profii^cndy  in  the  art^  considering 
my'total  ignorance  of  it  two  months  ago,  that  when 
I  show  yourmother  my  produotions,  she  is  all  ad- 
miration and  applause.  -. 
'  You  neednever  f^  the  communication  of  what 
you  entrust  to  Us  in  confidence.  You  know  your 
mother's  delicacy  in  this  point  sufficiently;  and  as 
for  me,  I  once  wrote  a  Connoisseur  upoii  lihe  8utv> 
ject  of  secret  keeping,  and  ^m  that  day  to  this  I 
believe  I  have  never  divulged  one. 

We  were  much  pleased  with  Mr.  Newton's  ap- 
phcation  to  you  for  a  diarity  sermon,  and  with 
what  he  said  upon  that  subjeci  in  Ids  last  letter, 
*  that  he  was'  glad  of  an  opportunity  t^  give  you 
that  proof  of  his  regard.' 

Believe  me  yours^  W,  C 


TOTHte  REV.^  JOHN  NEWTON. 

OZiwy,  AprU  16, 1780. 
Since  I  wrote  my  last  we  have  had  a  visit 

f^m  — . .    I  did  not  fed  myself  vehemently 

disposed  to  recdve  him  with  that  complaisance, 
fimn  which  a  stranger  generally  infers' that  he  is 
welcome.  By  his  inanner,  which  was  rather  bold 
than  easy,  I  judged  that  there  was  no  occasbn  for 
it,  and  that  it  was  a  trifle  which,  if  he  did  not  meet 
with,  neither  wou]d  he  fed  the  want  of.  He  has 
the  .air 'O^  a  traveled  man,  but  not  of  a  traveled 
gentleman;  is  quite  delivered  finom  that  reserve 
which  is  so  common  an  ingredient  in  the  English 
character,  yet  does  not  open  himsdf  gently  and 
gradually,  as  men  of  pdite  behaviour  do,  but  bursts 
upon  you  all  at  once,  ^e  talks  very  bud,  and 
when  our  poof  tittle  robins  hear  a  great  noise,  they 
are  immediately  ikaxed  with  an  ambition  to  siu]ws 
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it;  ihA  inckease  of  Uieir  Todftntbn  occaflbned  an 
increaaeiof  his,  and  hu  in  retora  acted  ia  a  atimu- 
ina-uponlhein;  neiUier  aids  enteitainieda.tlioaght 
of  giyin^  up  the  conteat,  which  became  obntinuaHy 
more  inteieating  to' our-  eaifi,  during  the  whole 
viait  The  birds  however  survived  it,  and  so  did 
we.  They  perhaps  %tter  themselves  they  gained 
a  complete  victory,  but  I  believe  Mft  could 

have  killed  theih  both  in  anoOer  hour.    W.  Q. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 


DEAR  SIR,  '  May  3,  178(K 

Tou  indulge 'me  in  such  a  variety  of  subjects, 
and  allew^e  such  a  latitude  of  excursion  in  this 
scribbling  employment,  that  I  have  no  excuse'  for 
silence. 

such  boluses  as  I  send  you,  for  the  sake  of  my 
gilding,  and  verily  believe  that  I  am  the  only  man 
aliv^,  from  whom  t)iey  would  be  welcome  t6  a  pa- 
late like  yours.  I  wish  I  could  make  them  more 
splendi(l_than  they  are,  m^re  alluring  to  the  eye, 
at  least,  if  not  more  pleasing  to  the  taste;  but  my 
leaf  gold  is  tarnished,  and  has  received  such  a  tipge 
from  the  vapours  that  am  ever  brooding  over  iny 
mind,  that  I  think  it  no  smajl  proof  of  your  par- 
tiality to  me,  that  you  will  read  my  letters.  I  am 
not  fond  of  long-winded  metaphors;  I  have  always 
observed,  that  they  halt  at  the  latter  end  of  their 
pr^g^e8S,  and  so  do  mine.  '  I  deal  much  in  hik  in- 
deed, but  not  such  ink  as  is  employed  by  poets, 
and  writers  of  essays.  Mine  is  a  harmless  fluid, 
and  guilty  of  no  deceptions,  btit  Buch  as  may  pre- 
vail without  the  least.injury  to  the  person  imposed 
on.  I'draw  mountains,  valleys,  woods,  and  streams, 
and  ducks,  and  dab:chicks.  I  adnnre  them  my- 
self, and  Mrs.  tJnwin  admires  them;  and  her 
praise,  and  my  praise  put  together,  are  fame  enough 
for  me.  O !  I  could  spend  whole  days  and  moon- 
light nights  in  feeding  uppn  a  lovely  prospect! 
My  eyes  drink  the  rivers  as  they  flow.  If  every 
humaiTbeiiig  upon  earth  could  think  for  one  quar- 
ter of  an  hour  as  I  have  done  for  many  years,  there 
might  perhaps  be  many  miserable  men  among 
them,  but  not  an  una  wakened  one  could  be  found, 
fifom  the  Arctic  to  the  Antarctic  circle.  At  ^ire- 
sent,  the  difference  between  them  and  me  is  greatly 
to  their  advantage.  I  delight  in  baubles,  and 
know  them  to  be  so :  for  rested  in,  and  viewed  with- 
out a  reference  to  their  author,  what  is  the  earth, 
what  are  the  planets,  what  is  the  sun  itself  but  a 
bauble  1  Better  for  a  man  never  to  have  seen  them, 
en  to  see  them  with  the  eyes  of  a  brute,  stupid  and 
unconscious  of  what  he  beholds,  than  not  to  be 
able  to  say^  *  Tho  Maker  of  all  these  wonders  is 
my  fnend !'  Their  eyes  have  never  been  opened, 
to  see  that  they  are  trifles;  mine  have  been,  and 
Irill  bd  till  tbey  are  closed  for  ever.    They  think  a 


fine  estate,  a  J«ge  conserfatDiy,  a  hot-hoose  rieli 
as. a  West-Indian  gaiden^  things  of  ognseqiienoe; 
viiit  them  with  pleasure,  and  -muse  vpon  them 
with  ten  timer  more.  I  *m  pleased  with  a  frame 
of  four  lights,  doubtful  whether  the  few  pines  it 
contains  will  ever  be  worth  a  fiurthing;  amnae  my- 
self with  a  greenhouse  which  ioijd  Bute's  gudener 
conM  take  upon  his  back,  and  walk  away  with; 
and  when  I  have  paid  it  the  aeoostomed  visit,  and 
watered  it,  and  given  itair,  I  say  te  mysdf— '  This 
is  not  mine,  tba  plaything  lent  me  for  the  pre- 
sent; I  must  Idave  it  soon.'  W.  C. 


TO  JOSEPH  liILL,  ESa 

MY  DfiiR  FRIEND,  .   CHnqf,  May  6, 1780. 

I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  swallowing  *  '  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  speedy  answer 

to  my  queries.  I  know  less  of  the  law  than  a 
country  attorney,  yet  sometimes  I  think  I  have  al- 
most as  much  business.  My  former  connexion 
with  the  iHTofession  has  got  wind;  and  though  I 
earnestly  profess,  and  protest,  and  proclaim  it 
abroad  that  I  kmyw  nothing  of'  the  matter,  they 
can  not  be' persuaded  to^  believe,  that  a  head  once 
endued  with  a  legal  periwig  can  ever  be  deficient 
in  thoae  liatural  endowments  it  is  supposed  to 
cover.  I  have  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  once  or 
twice  in  the  right,  which,  added  to  the  cheapness 
of  a  gratuitous  counsel,  has  advanced  my  credit  to 
a  degree  i  never  expected  to  attain  m  the  capacity 
of  a  lawyer.  Indeed,  if  two  of  the  wisest  in  tlie 
sdeiiice  of  jurisprudence  may  give-opposite  ofunions 
on  tboB  same  point,  whieh  does  'no^  unfrequently 
happen,  it  seems  to  be  a  matter  of  indifference 
wiiether  a  man'  answers  by  rule  or  ^t  a  venture. 
He  that  stumbles  upon  the  right  side  df  the  ques- 
tion is  just  as  usefiil  to  his  ohent  as  he  that  ar- 
rives at  the  same  end  by  regular  approaches,  and 
is  conducted  to  the  mark  he  Sims  at  Ir^  the  gruutest 
authorities.' 

*  *  «  *  •        i»  « 

These  violent  attacks  of  a  distemper  so  often 
fatal,  are  very  alarming  to  all  who  esteem  and  re- 
spect tho  chancellor  as  he  deserves^  A  life  of  con- 
finement, and  of  anxious  attention  to  important 
objects,  where  the  habit  is  Ulious  to  such  a  tenrible 
degree,  threatens  to  be  but  a  short  one :  and  I  wish 
he  may  not  be  made  a  text  for  men  of  reflection  to 
moraliie  upon,  affording  a  conspicuous  instance  of 
the  transieht  and  fading  nature  of  all  human  Ac- 
complishmenta  and  attalnmente. 

Youra  aSecdonately,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  PRtEm),  May  8,  1780. 

Mt  scribbling  humour  hte  of  late  been  entirely 
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absorbed  in  the  p^iis^n  for  kndaope  c^^^^yj^y  It 
His  a  mttrt  anmrilig  art,  and  lilse  every.other  art, 
requires  much  practice  and  attention. 

NlTsbie  mulB 
Vita  teboBD  dedtt  jnortaUbui. 

Et^^^fk*^  ia«  providentially  placed  beyond  the 
reach  of  indolence,  that  racc«s8  may  be  the  reward 
of  industry,  and  that  idleness  may  be  punished 
with  obocurity  and  disgrace.  So  kmg  as  I  ain 
pleased  .with  an  employment,  I  am  capable  of  un- 
wearied application,  because. ;ny  feelings  are  all 
of  the  intense  kind.  1  n^yer  received  a  lUtle  pli 
sure  £rom  any  thing  in  my  life;  if  I  am  delight^, 
it  is  in  the  extreme.  The  unhappy  consequence 
of  this  temperature  is,  ^hat  my  attachment  to  any 
occupation  seldom  outlives  the  novelty  of  it.  That 
nerve  of  my  imagination,  that  feels  the  touch  of 
any  particular  amusement,  twangSs  under  the 
energy  of  the  pressure  vri&i  so  much  vehemence, 
that  it  soon  becomes  sensible  of^earinoss.and  &r 
tigue.  Hence  I  draw  an  unfavourable  prognostic, 
and  expect  that  I  shall  shortly  be  constrained  to 
k)9k  ^t  for  someChing  else.  Then.perhaps  I  may 
strin^ihe  harp  again,.and  be  aUe  to  comply  isnth 
yopr  donand. 

Nojw  for  the  .visit  you  propoee  to.  play  us,  and 
pTDpoee  not  to  pay  us;  the  hope  of  which  plays 
upon  your  paper,  Hke  ^,  jack-o-lantem  upon  the 
ceiling;  Tlus  is  no  mean  simile,  fo/tY'tr^j  (you 
lemember)  uses  it.  'Tis  here,  'tis  there,  it  vanishes, 
it  returns,  it  daolea  you^  a  dond  interposes,  and  it 
is  gone.  However  Just  the  comparison,  I  hope 
TOO  will  contrive  to  spoil  it,  and  that  your  filial 
determination  will  be  to  come.  As  to  the  masons 
you  expect,  bring  them  vrith  you— bring  brick, 
.bring  nortar,  bring  every  thing  that  would.oppose 
itself  to  your  journey— all  shidl  be  wolcome.  I 
have  a  grfeenhoom  that  is  toosmall,  come  and  en- 
laige  it;  build  me  a  pineiy;  repaur  the  gardei^- 
wall,  that  has  great  need  of  your  assistance;  do 
any  Unng;  yon  can  not  do  too  much;  so  &r  firpm 
thinking  you'  and  yoyr  train  troublesome,  we<  shall 
rejoice  to  see  you,  upon  these  or  upon  any  other 
terms  you  can  prspoee.  But  to  be  serious— you 
wffl  do  weH  to  con^der  that  a  long  summer  is  be- 
fore yon— that  the  party  vrillnot  have  such  ano- 
ther opportunity  to  meet  this  great  while;  that 
yoQ  may  finish  your  masoniy  long  enough  before 
wmcer,  though  you  shodld  not  begin  this  month, 
but  that  yon  can  not  always  find  your  brother  and 
sister  Powley  at  OInoy.  These,  and  some  other 
connderations,  sgch  as*  the  desire  we  have  to  see 
you^and  the  pleasi^e  we  expect  firom  seeing  you 
all  together,  may,  and  I  think,  ought  to  overcome 
your  scruples. 

Prom-  a  general  recollection  of  lord  Clarendon's 
Histoiy  of  the*  Rebellion,  I  thought  (and  I  remem- 
ber I  told  you  so)  that  there  was  a  striking  resem- 
bbnoe  between  that  period  and  the  present.    But 


1  am  now  reading,  and  have  read  three  volumes 
of  Hume's  History,  one  <f[  which  is  engrossed  en- 
tirely  by  that  sulxject  There  I  see  reason  to  alter ' 
my  opinion,  and  the  seeming  resemblance  has  dis- 
appeared upon  a  more  particular  infonnatien. 
Charlea  succeeded  to  a  long  train  of  arbitrary  prin- 
ces, whose  subjects  had  tamely  acquiesced  in  the^ 
despotiBm  of  their  masters,  till  thei^  privileges  were 
all  foigoL  Hevdid  but  tread,  in  their  steps^  and 
exemplify  the  principles  in  which  he  had  been 
brou^tup,,whenhe  oppressed  his  people.  But 
just  at  that  time,  unhi^pily  fbr't^e  monarch,  the 
subject  began  to  see,  aiyl  to  see  that  he  had  a.right 
to  prpperty  and  fiq^om.  This  marks  a  sufficient 
difference  between  the  disputes  of  that  day  and 
the  present.  But  there  was  .another  main  cause 
of  Chat  rebellion,  which  at  this  time  does  not  ope- 
ra^ at  all  The  king  was  devoted  to  the  hierar- 
-chy ;  his  subjects  were  puritans,  and  would  not 
bear  it.  Every  circumstance  of  ecclesiastical  or- 
der and  ■  discipline  was  an  abomination  to  them, 
and  in  his  esteem  an  indispensable  duty.  And 
though  at  last  he  was  obliged  to  give  up  maily . 
things,  lie  would  not  abolish  episcopacy,  and  till 
that  were  done  his  concessions  could  have  no  6on- 
ciliating  efiect.  These  two  concurring  causes 
'were  indeed  sufficient  to  set  three  kingdom^  iii  u 
flame.  But  they  subsist  not  now,  nor  any  other, 
1  hope,  notwithstanding  the  bustle  made  by  the 
patriots,  equal  to  the  production  of  such  terrible 
events.  Yours,  my  dear  fiiend,,W.  C. 


TO  MJIS.  COWPBR.  , 

MT  DKAR  COUSIN,  May  10,  1^.     - 

I  DO  not  write  to  cdmfcrt  you :  that  office  is  not 
likely  to  be  Well  performed  by  one  who  has  iio 
comfort  for  himself;  nor  to  comity  with  an  imr 
pertinent  ceremony,  which  in  general  might  weU 
be  spared  ttpon  such  occasions :  but  because  I  would 
not  seem  indifferent  to  the  concerns  of  those  I 
have  so  much  reason  to  esteem  and  love.  If  I  did 
not  sorrow  for  your  brother's  df  ath,  I  should  ex- 
pect that  nobody  would  for  nunc ;  when  I  knew 
him,  he  was  much  beloved,  and  I  .doubt  not  con- 
tinued to  be  so.  To  live  and  die  together  is  the 
lot  of  a  few  happjr  families,  who  hardly  know  what 
a  separation  means,  and  one  sepulchre  ^rves  them 
all ;  but  the  ashes  of  our  kindred  are  dispersed  in- 
deed. Whether  the  Anterican  gulf  has  swallow- 
ed up  any  other  of  my  relations,  I  know  not ;  it  has 
made  many  mourners. 

Believe  me,  my  dear  cousin,  though  after  a  long 
silence  which  perhaps  nothing  less  than  the  pro-  ^ 
sent  concern  could  have  prevailed  with  m^  to  in* 
terrupt,  aa  much  as  ever. 

Your  affectionate  kinsman,  W.  O. 
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TO. THE  REV.  JOHN  J^EWTON. 


pfaiie  deariy,  etpeeuHy  from  tba  jndkbui,  and 
those  who  have  00  much  ddKacy  themadves  m  not 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  May  10, 1780.      to  ofie^  mine  in  giving  it.  .  ^it  dun,  I  fiiond 

Tf  authors  could  have  lived  to  adjust  and  authen-  this  tfonsequenoe  attending,  or  likeljr  to  attend  the 

ticate  their  own  text,  a  commentator  would  have  eulogium  7onhestowed~4f  my  friend  thought  me 


been  an  useless  creature.  '  For  instanee^^if  Dr. 
Bentley  had  found,  or  opined  that  he  had  found, 
the  word  tube^  where  it  seemed  to  present  itself  to 
you,  ^nd  had  judged  the  subject  worthy,  of  his  cri- 
tical acumen,  h^  would,  either  have' justified  the 
corrupt  reading,  orhave  substituted  some  inven- 
tion of  his  own,  in  defence  of  which  he  would 
have  exerted  all  his  polemical  abilities,  and  have 
quarreled  with  half  ^e  literati  in  Europe.  Then 
suppose  the  writer  hinteelf,  as  in  the  present 
to  interpose  with  a  gentle  whisper,  thus — ^'If 
you  look  again,  doctor,'you  will  percdve  that  what 
appears  to  you  to  be  tttbe^  is  ndther  more  nor  less 
than  thp  umple  monosyllable  ink,  but  I  wrote  it  in 
great  haste,  and  the  want  of  sufficient  precision 
in  the  character  has  occasioned  your  mistake :  yim 
will.be  especlall?  satisfied,  when  you  see  the  sense^ 
elucidated  by  thov  explanation.^^But  I  question 
whether  the  (lector  wpuld  quit  hisipround,  or  allow 
any  author  to  be  a  competent  judge  in  his  own' 
case.  The  world,  however,  would  acquiesce  im- 
mediately, and  vote  the  critic  hseless. 

James  Andrews,  who  is  my  Michael  Angelo, 
pays  me  many  cotnpUments  on  my  success  in  the 
art  of  drawing,  but'  I  have  not'  yet  the  vanity  to 
thihk  myself  qualified  to  furnish  your  apartment. 
If  I  should  ever  attain  to  the  degree  of  self-opinion 
requisite  to  such  an  undertaking,  I  shall  Ubour  at 
it  with  pleasure.  1  can  only  Aay,  though  I  hope 
not  with  the  affected  mpdesty  of  the  above-men- 
tioned Dr.  Bentley,  who  said  the  same  thing,. 
MequoqiM.dicunt 
Vatam  pastorea    Bed  mm  Ego  cndulus  ilHa 

A  crow,  rook,  or  raven,  has  built  a  nest  in  one 
of  the  young  elm-trees,  at  the  pide  of  Mrs.  Aspray's 
orchard.  In  the  violent  storm  that  blew  yesterday 
mbming,  I  saw  it  sgitated  to  a  degree  that  seem- 
1x1  to  threaten  its  immediate  destruction,  and  ver- 
sified the  following  thoughts  upon  the  occasion.* 
p9»--   X  ■.  W.G. 

TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Jufie  8,  1780. 

It  is  possible!  might  have  indulged  myself  in 
•the  pleasure  of  writing  to  you,  without  waiting  for 
a  letter  from  you,  but  for  a  reason  which  you  will 
not  easily  guess.  Your  mother  communicated  to 
loe  the  satisfaction  you  expressed  in  my  correst 
]M-indence,  that  you  thought  me  entertaining  and 
tiever,  and  so. forth:  now  you  must  know,  1  love 


*  f  xmfNtr's  Fable  of  the  Raron  concluded  this  letter. 


wit^  before,  he  shaK  think- me  ten  times  more  wit- 
ty hereafter— where  I  joked  ones,  I  wifl^joke  twe 
times,,  and  for  one  sensible  remark,  I  will  send  him 
"k  dozen.  Now  this  foolish  vanity  woidd  have 
spoiled  me  quite,  and  would  h«ve  ma4frmfla8  dis- 
gqsting  a  letter-writer  as  I'ope,  who  seems  to  have 
thought  that  nnless  a  sentence  was  well  turned, 
and  every  period  pointed  Wilfi  somk^  oonoek,  it  was 
not  worth  the  carriage.  Aeooidingly,he]s  to  me, 
except  in  very  fi^w  instances,  the  most  disagfeea- 
ble  maker  of  epistles  that  everl  met  with.  I  was 
willing,  therefine^  to  widt  till  the  impreesion  your 
commendation  had  made  upon  the  foolish  |MJt  of 
me  was  worn  off,  that  I  might  sdibUe  away  as 
usual,  and  write-my  uppermost  thoughts,  and  those 
only. 

Yon  ard  better  skilled  in  ecdesiasdeal  law  than 
iVun.  Mrs.  P.  desires  me  to  inform  her,  wheth^ 
a  parson  can  be  obliged  totake  an  apprentice.  For 
some  of  her  husband's  opposers  at  D-^ ^,  threat- 
en to  clap  one'up^n  him.  Now  I  think  it  wooM 
be  rather  hard,  if  clergymen,  who'  are  not  allowed 
to  exercise  any  handicraft  whatever,  should  be 
subject  to' such  an  imposition.  If  Mr.  P.  was  a 
oordwainer,  or  a  breeches-maker,  all  the  week,  and 
a  preacher  only  on  Sundays,  it  woidd  seem  rea- 
sonable enough,  in  that  case,  that  he  shouU  take 
an  apprentice  if  he  chose  it  But  even  then.  In 
my  poor  judgment,  he  ought  to  be  left  to  his  op- 
tion. If  they  mekn  by  an  apprenticed  a  popil, 
whom  they  will  oblige  fiiih'to  hew  into  a  panon, 
and  after  chipping  away  the  bkxk  that  hides  the 
minister  within,  toquatify  him  to  stand  erect  in  a 
pulpit — that  indeed  is  another  c6nsideiwtian — ^But 
still  we  live  in  a  free-country,  and  I  ean  not  bring 
mysdf  even  to  suspect  that  an  Eif^g^ish  divine  can 
possibly  be  liable  to  such  compulsion.  Ask  your 
uhele,  however,  for  he  is  wiser  in  diesethings  than 
either  of  118. 

I  thaiMt  you  fi)r  your  two  inaeriptiona,  and  like 
the  la^  the.  beet;  the  thought  is  just  and  fine- 
but  the  two  last  lines  are  sadly  damaged  by  the 
monkish  jingle  pf  peperit-  and  rtperiL  I  have 
not  yet  translated  them,  nor  do  I  promise  to  do  it, 
though  at  some  idle  hour  perhaps  I  may.  In  re- 
turn, I  send  yo«  a  translation  of  a  simile  in  the 
Paradise  Lost.  Not  having  that  poem  at  hand, 
I  can  not  reler  you  to  the  book  and  page,  but  yoa 
may  hunt  for  it,  if  you  think  it  worth  your  whHo. 
— It  begins — 

So  when,  from  mountain  top^  (he  dinky  doodi 
Ascendinf^,  &c" 


'  For  the  unxtfiation  of  this  smite,  sas  Cowpeic^  ftwna 
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If  yoa  spy  any  fiaiult  in  my  Latan,  teS  me,  Sx  I 
un  aomelimei  in  doubt;  but,  as  I  told  ytm  wben 
yon-  was  bere,  I  have  n9t  a  Latio  bopk  in  the 
woiid  to  consoh,  or  ooneot  a  miitake  by;  aod 
mme  yean  have  paaaed  ainoe  I  wee  a  ■choo&»bqy. 


tA»Bngti9h  VermJiMlMfn*  bJ  a  ThougH  thgtpoifptd  into 
mifBead  two  Month$  aince. 
8wMtfltre«mP  Ac  . 
Now  this  is  not  io  (vxclHciirely  apphcabla  .to  a 
maiden,  ae  to  be  the  sole  property  ofyonr  sister 
Sfauttleworth.  If  yon  look  at  Mrs.  nnwin,jroa 
will  see  that  she  has  not  lost  her  right  to  this  just 
praise  by  marrying  you. 

Yuur  motbor.  vends  her  k>ve  tp  aH  and  mine 
comes  jogging  along  by  the  side  of  it^ 

Yottrs„  W.C. 


bring  an  odium  Mi  the  professipln  they  make,  thai 
will  not  wQfOk  be  ibrgotten.  Neither  is  it  possible 
fiira  quiet,  inofiensiYe  maUi  t^ discover,  on  a  sad- 
den, that' his  ^eal  has  carried  hiqi  into  fuch  coo^ 
pany,  withoat  being  to  the  last  degree  ;di^cked  at 
his  uttprudence.  Thevr  religion  was  anhonourr 
able  mantle,  like  that  of  fHijah ;  but  tj^  majority 
were  cloaks  of  Guy  Fawkes's  time,  and  mesnt 
nfldung  so  httle  as  what  4faey  pretended. 

V.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

DKAR  SIR,  '  June  |3, 1780. 

We  accept  it  as  an  effort  of  your- friendship, 
that  yoQ  coiiid  prevail  vrith  yourself,  in  a  time  of 
such  terror  and  distress,  to  send  us  repeated  ac- 
counts  of  youn  and  Mrs.  Newton's  welfiue;  you 
supposed,  vrith  reason  enough,  that  we  should  be 
appr^ensive  lor  your  sa^ty,  situated  as  you  were, 
apparently,  within  the  reach  df  so  .nrach  danger. 
We  rejdce  that  you  have  escaped  at  aH,  and  that, 
except  the  anxiety  which  you  must  have  felt,  both  I 
for  yourselves  and  others;  yon  have  sufiered  no- 1 
thing  upon  this  dreadful  occasion.  Ametropolis  in 
flames,  and  a  nation  in  ruins,  are  subjects  of  con-  i 
tempiation  for  such  atfiin4as  yours  as  vrill  leave  a! 
lasting  imipression  behind  them*  It  is  welkthati 
the  design  died  hi  the  etecu^n,  and  vrill  be  bti- 
ried,  I  hope  never  to  rise  again,  in  flie  ashea  of  i 
its  own  combustion.  There  is  a  melancholy  plear 
sure  in  looking  back  upon  such  a  spene,  arising 
from  a  comparison  of  possibilities  vrith  facts;  the 
enormous  bulk  of  the  intended  mischief  with  the 
abortrve  and  partial  accomplishmeiyt  of  it;  much 
was  done,  more  indeed  than  ccluld  have  been  siip- 
posed  praoticable  in  a  well-regulated  city,  not  un- 
furnished with  a  miHtary  force  for  its  protection. 
But  surprise  and  astonishment  seenr  at  fSrst  to 
have  struck  every  nerve  of  the  police  with  a  palsy ; 
and  to  have  disarmed  government  of  all  its 
powers. 

I  congratulate  you  upon  the  vrisdom  that  with- 
held you  from  entering  yourself  a  member  of  fhe 
Protestant  association.  Your  friends  who  did  so 
have  reason  enough  to  regret  their  doing  it,  even 
though  tliey  should  never  be  called  npon.  Inno- 
cent as  they  are,  and  they  who  know  them  can 
not  ^ubt  of  their  being  perfectly  so^  it  is  likely  to 


VUePtemiL 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 
June  18, 1780. 

R£TEBEND  AND  DEAR  WILLIAM,      ' 

Tbe  affairs  of  kingdoms,  tmd  the  concerns  of 
individuais,  are  variegated  alike  vrith  the  checker- 
work  of  joy 'and  sorrow.  The  news  of  a  great 
acquisition  in  America  has  succeeded  to  terrible 
tumults  in  London;  and  the  beams  of  prosperity 
are  now  playing  v^Nm  the  smdLe  of  that  confU- 
gration  :vRhich  so  lately  terrified  the  whole  land. 
These  sudden  changes,  which  ase  matter  of'eveiy 
man's  observation,  and  may  theiefiiie  always  be 
reasonably  ezpbeted,  serve  to  hcdd  up  the  chin  of 
despopdeney  afeove  vrater,  and  preserve  'mankind 
in  general'from  the  sn  and  misery  of  acoonnting 
existence  a  burdep  not  to  be  enduredr-an  evil  we 
should  be  'sure  to  encouiiter,  if  we  vrare  not  war- 
ranted to  look  for  a  bright  levene  of  our  most  af- 
flictive  experiences.  The  Spaniaids  vran^  sick  of 
the  war  at  the  very  commenoemeiit  of  it;  and  1 
hope  that,  by  this  time,  the  French  themaelvea 
begin  to  ^nd  themselvee  a  little  indisposed,  if  not 
desirous  of  peace,  whkh  {hat  resUess  and  med- 
dlihg  temper  of  theirs  is  incapable  of  desiring  for 
its  ovm  sake.  But' is  it  true,  that  this  detestable 
plot  was  an  egg  laid  in  France,  and  hatched  in 
London,  under  the  Inflaeiice  of  French  corrup- 
tion?— Nam  te  scire,  deoa  -^uoniam  propiut  con- 
tingi»,  oportet.  The  offiiprin^  has  the  features 
of  such  a  parent, .  and  y^,  vrithont  the  dearest 
proof  of  the  fact,  I  would  not  willingly  charge 
upon  a  civilixed  nation  what  perhaps  the  most 
barbarous  would  abhor  the  thought  of  I  no  sooner 
saw  tbs  surmise  however  in  the  paper,  than  I  im- 
mediately began  to  write  Latin  verses  upon  the 
occasiDn.  '  An  odd  effect,'  you  vrill  say,  *  of  such 
a  drcumstanoe:'— but  an  efieet,  nevertheless,  that 
whatever  has,  at  any  time,  moved  my  passions, 
wfaethto  pleasantly  or  otherwise,  has  always  had 
upon  me :  were  I  to  express  what  I  feel  upon  such 
occasione  in  prose,  it  vrouM  be  verbose,  inflaUnl, 
and  disgusting.  I  therefom  have  recourse  tu 
vers^,  as  a  suitable  vehicle  for  the  most  vehement 
expressions  my  thoughts  suggest  to  me.  What  I 
have  written,  I  did  hot  vrrite  so  much  for  the  coni- 
fort  of  the  English,  as  for  the  moitifiGatV>n  of  int. 
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COYTFEB/a  mOKKB. 


Let.  M,  56. 


^nock.  You  wAl  immedutely  peiceiTB  thei^-j 
fiora  that  I  hftve  been  Jaboming  in  Tajki,  and  that 
thii  bouncing  ezplovon  is  likely  to  wp^  itaelf  in 
the  air.  For  I  kaVe  no  moanrof  dipiiating  what 
follows,  through  all  theFiendi  temtoriee:  and 
unlew  that)  or  aomee^unglike  it,  can  be  done,  my 
indignation  will  be  entirely  fruitleM.  Tell  ; 
how  I  can  convey  it  into  Sartine^a  pocket,  or  iFdio 
will  lay  it  upon  hia  desk  for  me.  But  lead  it  firfet, 
and  unleea  you  think  it  pbinted  enough  to  eting 
the  Gaul  to  the  quick,  bum  it 

In  Hditionem  horrtndam^  oorrupteUa  OaliieU,  utftrtur, 
Londini  nuper  exortam. 

Ferflda,  cruddl^  victa  etlympbota  funu^ 

Non  armlfl,  laurum  Gallia  fraode  pedL 
Venalem  prello  pleban  ooodadt,  ettuit 

Uodique  pdTBUw  patridaaqiM  doniiM. 
Noqakqoankoonata  sua,  fednnma  spent 

Foan  tamen  nostra  aos^auperare  aianu. 
Gallia,  taiABtniis!  Frteibua  none  utsre  I  Vbicei^ 

Nam  mites  tifflid^  ssppUdbusque  siimus. 


I  have  lately  exenaaed  my  ingenuity  in  con- 
triving an  exercise  for  yours,  and  have  tompoeed  a 
riddle,  which,  if  it  does  not  make  you  laUgh  before 
you  hav^ 'solved  it,  will  probably  do  it  afterwards. 
I  wQhild  tnuMcribeit  now,  but  am  rea%  so  fittigued 
with  writing,  that  unless  I'knew  you  had  &  quinsy, 
tod  that  a  fit  of  laughter  might  possibly  save  your 
lil^,  I  cQuldnot  pfevail  with  myself  to  do  it. 

YHiat  could  yoia  possibly  mean,  slender  as  ^ou 
are,  by  sallying  out  ujpon  your  two  walking  sticks 
at  two  in  Uie  morning,  into  the  midst  of  suish  a 
tumult^  We  admire  your  pirowess,  but  can  not 
commend  your  prudeno^.- 

Our  love  attends  you  all,  collectively  and  indi- 
vidually. 

YouiB,  W.  C. . 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 


MY  DRAR  fRIEND,  Jum  22j  1780. 

A  woRi>  or  two  in  answer  to .  two  or  three 
questions  of  yours^  which  I,  have  hitherto  taken 
no  notice  of  I  am  not  in  a  scribbling  mood,  ^and 
shall  therefore  make  no  excursions  to  amuse  either 
myself  or  you.  The  needful  will  be  as.  much  a^ 
I  can  manage  at  present— the  playful  must  Wait 
for  another  opportunity. 

I  thank,  you  for  your  offer  of  Robertson  ^  but  I 
have  mpre  reading  upon  m^  hands  at  this  present  | 
writing  than  I  shall  get  rid  of  in  a  twelve-month; 
'  and  this  moment  recollect  that  I  hi^ve  seen  it  al- 
ready. He  is  an  author  that  I  admire  much ;  with 
one  exception,  that  I  think  his  style  is  too  laboured. 
Hume,  as  an  historian,  pleases  me  more. 

1  have  just  read  enough  of  the  Biogprephia  BrU 
tnnniea  to  say,  that  I  have  tasted  it,  and  have  no 


but  I  shall  like  it^  I  am  pretty  much  m  the 

at  this  season  of  the  year,  so  read  but  lil- 

lo  •wnmef^time  I  am  as  giddy-headed  as  a 

V  Alid  can  settle  to  nothing.  Winter  condenses 

and  makes  me  IpmpUi,  and  sober;'  and  then 

can  read  all  day  long. 

For  the  same  reasons,  I  have  no  need  of  the 

landscapes  si  present;  when  I  want  them  I  will 

renew  m^  application,  and  repeajt  the  deso^idiHi, 

but  it  will  hudly  be  before  October. 

Before  I  rese  tfiis  morning,  I  composed  the  three 
Allowing  stanzas;  I  send  them  because  Llike 
t]  lem  pretty  Wdl  mysS^;  and  if  you  should  not, 
3r  >u  roust  accept  this  handsome  bompliment  as  an 
ai  oends  for  their  deficiencies.  You  may  print  the 
li  les^  if  you  judge  tliem  worth  it* 

I  have  only  time  to  add  love,  &c.|  and  my  two 
initials.  W.  0. . 


TO  THE  toV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 


MY  DEAR  fRiBND,  June  3S,  1780.. 

Your  reflections  upon  the  state  of  Xjondon,  the 
sins  and  enormities  of  that  great  city,  while  you 
h^a  distant  view  of  it  firom  Greenwich,  seem  to 
have- been  prophetic  of  the  heavy  stroke  that  fell 
upon  it  just  after.  Man  often  prophe^es  without 
knowing  it;  a  spirit  speaks^  by  him  which  is  not 
his  dwn,  though^ie  does  not  at  that  time  suspect 
that  he  is  under  the  influence  of  any  other.  Did 
'he  foresee  what^  always  foreseen  by  him  who 
dictates  what  he  sui^poses  to  be  hia  own,  he  would 
suffer  by  anticipation,  as  well  as  by  consequence; 
and  wish  perhaps  as  ardently  for  the  happy  igno- 
rance, to  which  he  is^ttpresent  so  much  indebted, 
as  some  have  foolishly  and  inconsiderately  done 
for  IV,  knowledge  that  would  be  but  another  name 
for  misery. 

And  why  have  I  said  all  this]  especially  to  you, 
who  have  hitherto  said  it  to  me — ^not  because  I 
had  the  least  desire  (^informing  a  wiser  man  Aan 
mjTself,  but  because  the  observation  was  naturally 
suggested  >hy  the  recollection  of  your  letter,  and 
that  letter,  though  net  the  last,  happened  to  be 
uppermost  in  my  mind.  I  can  compare  this  mind 
of  mine  to  nothing  that  resembles  it  more,  than  to 
a  board  that  is  under  the  carpenter's  -plane  (I  mean 
while  I  am  vmting  to  you,)  the  shavings  are  my 
uppermost  thoughts;  after  a  few  strokes  of  th^ 
tool,  it  acquires  a  new  surface;  this  again,  upon  a 
repetition  of  his  task,  he  takes  off,  and  a  new  sur- 
face still  succeeds — ^whether  the  shavings  of  the 
present  day  will  be  worth  your  acceptance,  I  know 
not,  I. am  unfortunately  made  nather  of  cedar 
nor  of  mahogany;  but  Tninais  JUmLnuM^  inutile 
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%nnwi— -congequeptiy,  though  I  shQuld  be  pluwj 
till  I  Vm  as  thin  aa  %  w«f«r,  it  wiU'be  but  zublnsh 
to  the  last 

It  is  not  fltraage  that  you  should  be  the  subject 
of  a.  false  leport;  lEbr  the  sword  of  sbuder^  like 
that  of  war/devouis  one  tijB  well  as  ataother;  and  a 
blamekss  character  is  particularly  ^Udous  to  its 
unsparing  appetite.  BUt  that  you  should  be  the 
object  of  such  a  teport,  yon  who  meddW  leas  with 
the  designs  of  goremment  than  ahnoat  any  nkan 
that  lives  under  it,  this  is  strange  indeed.  It  is 
wdl,  howerver,  when  they  who  account  it 'good 
sport  to  traduce  tlie  reputation  of  another,  invent 
a  story  that  refutes  itself.  I  wonder  they  do  qot 
always  endeavour  to  accommodate  their  fictipn  to 
the  real  character  of  the  person^  their  ^le  would 
then  at  least  have  an  air  of  probability,  and  it  might 
cost  a  peaceable  geod  man  much  more  trouble  to 
disprove  ik  But  perhaps  it  would  npt  be  easy  to 
discern  what  part  of  your  conduct  Ues  more  6pen 
to  such  an  attempt  than  another;  or  what  it  is 
that  you  either  say  or  do,  at  any  time,  that  pre- 
sents a  fail  opportunity  to  the  most  ingenious 
slanderer,  to  slip  in  a  falsehood  between  your 
words,  or  actioiis,  that  shall  seem  Yo  be  of  a  piece 
with  either.  You  hate  compliment,  I  know ;  but 
by  your  leave  this  is  not  one — ^It  ia  a  truth — worse 
and  worse — ^now  I  have  praised  you  indeed^  well,' 
you  must  thank  yourself  for  it;  it  was  absolutely 
done  without  the  least  intention  on  my  part,  and 
proceeded  from  a  pen  that,  as  far  as  I  can  remem- 
ber, was  never  guilty  of  flattery  since  I  knew  how 
to  hold  it  He  that  slsnders  me,  paints  me  blacker 
than  I  am,  and  he  that  flatters  me,  whitex^they 
both  daub  me;  and  when  I  look  in  thc'^glaas  of 
conscience,  I  see  myself  disguised  by  both— I  had 
as  lief  my  tailor  should  sew  gingerbread  nuts  on 
my  coat  instead  of  buttons,  as  that  any  man  should 
call  my  Bristol  stone's  diamond.  The  tailor's 
trick  would  not  at  all  embelfish  my  suit,  nor  tho 
flatterer's  make  me  at  all  the  richer.  I  never 
make  a  present  to  my  fiiend  of  what  I  dislike  my- 
self Eigo^I  Ji&vc  reached  the  conclusion  at  last,) 
I  did  not  mean  to  fldtter  you. 

We  have  sent  a  petitton  to  lord  Dartmouth,  by 
this  post,  prfltying  him  to  interfere  in  paritament  in 
behalf  of  the  poor  lace-makers.  I  say  we,  because  I 
have  signed  it;  Mr.  G.  drew  it  up,  Mr. 


did  tiot  think  it  grammatical,  therefore  he  would 
not  sign  it.  Yet  I  think  Prisdan  himself  woiild 
have  pardoned  the  manner  for  the  sake  of  the 
matter.  I  dare  say  if  his  lordship  d<ies  not  com- 
ply with  the  prayer  <{f  it,  it  will  not  be  because  he 
thinks  it  of  more  consequence  to  write  grammati- 
cally, than  that  the  poor  should  eat^  but  for  some 
better  reaM>n. 
My  lov )  to  all  under  your  roof. 

Yours,  W.  C    . 


TO  THE  REV.  WIliUAM  XTNWTN, 

.Carissimb,  I  am  gbid  of  your  confidence,  and 
have  season  to  hope  I  shall  never  abtiae  it  If  you 
trust  me  with  a  secret,  I  am  hermeticaUy  sealed; 
and  if  you  call  for  ti)e  exercise  of  my  judgment, 
such  as  it  is,  I  am  never  fieakish  or  wanton  m  the 
use  of  it,  much  less  tnischievous  and  malignant 
Critics^  I  believe,  do  not  often  stand  so  clear  of 
these  vices  as  I  da  I  like  your  epitaph,  except 
that  I  doubt  the  propriety  of  the  word  immcUurua; 
which,  I  think,  is  rather  applicable  to  fruits  than 
flowers;  and  except  the  last  pentameter,  tl^e  asser- 
tion it  contains  being  ratljier  too  ipbvious  a  thought 
to  finish  with;  not  that  I  think  an  epitaph  shouldbo 
pointed  like  an  epigrazn.  But  «till  there  is  a  dose- 
DfiM  of  thought  and  expireadon  meceasaiyin  the 
conclusion  of  all  these  Uttle  things,  that  they  may 
leave  an  agreeable  flavour  v4)oi>  the  palate.  What- 
ecver  is  short,  should  b^  nervous,  masculine,  and 
compact.  Little  men  are  so;  and  little  poems 
should  be  so;  bepausc,  where  the  tvork  is-  short, 
the  author  has  po  right  to  the  plea  of  weiuiness; 
and  laziness  is  never  admitted  a»  an  available  ex* 
cuse  in  any  tbJngi  .  Now  you  know  ray  opinion, 
you  will  yery.hkely  improve  upon  my  improvement, 
and  alter  my  alterations  for  the  better.  To  touch 
and  retouch  is,  though  some  writers  boast  of  negli- 
gence, and  oth<6vs  woi^ld  be  ashamed  to  show  their 
foul  copies,  the  secret  of /almost  all  good  writing, 
especially  in  verse.  I  am  never  weaiy  of  it  my- 
self; and  if  you  wouM  take  as  much  pains  as  I' 
do;  you  .would  have  no  need  to  ask  for  piy  correo« 

tiODS.  ,  . 

Hic'sepultussBt 

'      Inter  soorum  laoymas    ' 

GUUELMUS  NORTHCOT, . 

Guliehni  «t  Maris  filios 

Unicus,  uniosbdilectufl, 

Gtui  floris  ritu  suodsus  est  semihiantis, 

Aprilis  die  septimo, 

1*780.  -fit  10. 


CSare  Tile  I  Bed  noil  vtBnrani,  cars,  valeto! 

Namque  Itenun  tecom,  lAm  mode  dlgntii  en> : 
Tom  nihil  amplezmpoterlt  divellen  noMioi^ 

Nee  tu  morceecen^  nee  laaymabor  ciga 

Having  an  English  tianslatipn  of  it  by  me,  I 
send  it,  though  it  may  be  of  xio  use. 

nueweUl  <*but  not  fonTSr,"' Hope' repllei^ 
"Tlrace  but  hie  stepe^  and  meet  him  In  the  skies  I" 
Tliere  nothing  ahall  renew  our  parting  paln^ 
Thou  ebalt  not  wither,  nor  I  weep  againi 

The  stanzas  that  I  sent  you  are  maiden  ones, 
having  never  been  seen  by  any  eye  but  youi 
mother's  and  ^ur  own.  . 
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Let.  57,66, ». 


Ifjj^ou  Bend  me  franks,*  I  shall  wiite  l^iig  let- 
ten^  VaUte,  aieuC  el  not  talerfuu!  AmtUe,  wieut 
rt  tiM  amamvM.  ^  . 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL^  ESO. 

UON  AMI,  Jt|/y  8, 17801 

If  you  ever  t^kidJhe  tip  of  the  chaiieelkir'«  eu 
between  your  finger  and  thumb,  yoa  can  hardly 
improve  the  opportunity  to  better  puipoae,.than  It 
you  should  whisper  iiko  it  the'^oioe  of  compassion 
and  lenitf'to  the  lace^makenij  I  am  an  eyewit- 
ness of  their  poverty,  and  do  know  that- hundreds 
in  t)ii8  little  town  are  upoA  the  point  of  starving, 
and  that  the  moetunremitthig  ifidustry  is  hS^ 
barely  sufficient  to  keep  them  from  it  I  know 
that  tiie  Hit  by  which  they  would  halne  been  so 
fatally  affected  is  thrown  out ;  but  lord  Stormont 
threatens  them  with  another ;  and  if  another  like 
it  should  pass,  they  are  undone.  We  lately  sent 
a  petition  from  hence  to  lord  Dartmouth ;  I  signed 
It,  and  am  sure  the  contents  are  trae.  The  pgr- 
port  of  it  was  to  inform  him  that  there>  are  very 
near  one  thousand  two  hundred  laoe-^nakeis  in 
this  beggaily  town,  the  most  of  whdm  had  n 
enoi^h,  while  the  bill  was  in  agitation,  to  look 
upon  every  loaf  ihey  bought  .as  the  last^they  should 
ever  be  able  -to  earn.  I  can'  n^ver  tiiink  it  good 
policy  to  iocur  the  QBrtain  inoonvetiieBce  of  ndn- 
iiig  ihirty  thousand,  in  order  to  prevent  a'temote 
and-' possible  damage  though  to  a  much  greater 
Bumber.  The  measure  is  like  a  scythe,  and  the 
po6r  iace-thakers  are  the  sitiUy  crop  that  trembles 
beibi^  the  edge  of  it.  The  prospect  of  peace  with 
Apierica  is  like  the  streak  of  dawn  in  their  hori- 
xoti ;  but  this  bill  is  Kke  a  Uackcloud  belund  it,  that 
threatens  their  hope  of  a  comfortable  day  with 
utter  extinction. 

I  did  not  perceive,,  till  this  moment,  that  I  had 
.tacked  twtf  similes  together ;  a  practice  which, 
though  warranted  by  the  example  of  Homer,  and 
allowable  in  an  epic  poemy  is  rather  luxuriant  and 
Ucentious  in  a  letter^  lest  I  should  add  another,  I 
conclude.  W.  C. 


TO  TH^  REV.  WILLIAM  XJNWIN. 

July  li;  1180. 
I  ACCOUNT  myself  sufficiently  conimended  for 
Qiy  Latin  ejcerciae,  by  the  number  of  translations 
It  has  undergone.  That  which  you  distinguished 
in  the  mfirgin  by  the  title  of  "  better,"  was  the 
}iraduction  ot  a  friend;  and,  except  that,  for  a 
modest  reason  he  omitted  the  third  couplet,  I  think 
It  a  good  one.  To  finish  the  group,  I  have  trans- 
lated it  myself;  and  though  I  would  not  wish  you 
lo  give  itrto  the  world,  for  more  reasons  than  one, 


sqpeda%]Mt  some' Frsndi  hero  should  call  me  to 
aecoimt  for  ift-4  add  it  on  the  other  aide.  Au 
Author  ought  to  be  thebestjudge  of  his  own  mean^ ' 
ing;  and  whelh^r  I  have  succeeded  or  no^  I^can 
not  but  wish,  thai  %here  a  translator  is  wanted, 
the  writer  was  always  td  be  his  own. 

.  tUse^  aud,  dis^ipoimed,  vtoqg  to  tfafl  hesi^ 
France  quks  ^  wairiort  for  tfcs  Mwwtf n't  part; 
'  Tlt^dirtyhsiidi^adiitytsMBoauTei^ 
^  BJdsthelowMnetaiidloAjpstaaQUasek 
HflraonstDo  wwkto  vanpilflh  osdcxw^ 
She  hires  the  wont  and  boflMl  of  our  ofwi^ 
Koee^Flnnoei  a  suppliant  conqoen  i«  whh  ease^ 
Ws  alwaja  ipare  a  ooifud  on  Ui  kntea. 

I  have  often^wondrared  that  Dryden*s  ilfautrious 
jspigram  on  Milton  (in  my  mind  the  second  best 
that  ever  was  made)  has  never  been  translated  into 
Latin,  for  the  admiration  of  the  learned  in  other 
countries.  I  have  at  IwA  presumed  to  venture  upon 
the  task  myself.  ^  The  great  closeness  df  the  ori- 
ginal, wluch  is  equal  in  that  respect  to  (be  most 
conipact  Latin  I  ever  sftw,  made  it  extremely  diffi- 
cult 

Twi^  tria,  Ac.* 

I  have  not  one  bright  thought  upon  the  chan* 
cellor's  recovery  ^  I  nor  can  I  strike  off  so  much  as 
one  sparkling  atom  from'  that  brilliant  subject.  It 
isnot  when  I  will,  itior  upon  what  I  will,  but  as  a 
thought  hi^ppens  to  occur  to  me;  and*  than  I  ver- 
sify^ whether  I  will  or  not.  1  never  write  but  for 
my  amusement;  and  what  I  write  is  stire  to  an- 
swer thatend,  if  it  answers'no  other. ,  If,  besides 
this  purpose,  the  more  desirable  one'  of  entartun- 
ipg  you  be  effiacted,  I  thon  receive  douUe  fruit  of 
my  labour,  and  consider  this  produce  of  it  as  a 
second  crop,  the  more  valuible^  because  less  ex- 
pected. But  when  I  have  once  ^emitted  aoompo- 
rition  to  you,  t  have  done  with  it  It  is  pretty 
certain  that  I  shall  never  read  it  or  think  of  it  again. 
From  that  moment  I  have  constituted  you  sole 
judge  of  its  aocomphidunents,  if  it  has  any,  and 
of  its  delects,  which  it  is  sure  to  have. 

For  this  reason  I  decline  answering  the  ques- 
tion with  which  you  concluded  your  last,  and  can 
not  persuade  mypelf  to  enter  into  acritical  examen 
of  the  two  pieces  upon  lord  Manafieki's  loss,  either 
with  respect  to  their  intrinsic  or  comparative  merit ; 
and  indeed  after  having  rather  discouraged  that 
use  of  them  which  you  had  designed  there  is  no 
occasion  for  it  W.  -0. 


TO  MRS.  COWPER. 

MY  DJPAR  COUSIN,  JtUy  SO,  ITBO. 

Mr.  Newton  having  desired  me  to  be  of  tlu 
party,  I  am  come  to  meet  him.    You  see  me  sixteen 
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ye^Bolte  at  the  Idaflt,  than  when  I  aawyou  Uat ;  bat 
the  effects  of  time  seem,  to  Have  taken  place  rathef 
on  the  outside  of  my  head,  than  within  it  Whi|t 
iras  brown  is  become  gray,  but  what  was  foolish, 
remains  fbotiah  stUI.  Green  fruit  v^ust  tot  befi>re 
it  ripens,  if  the  season  is  sudi  as  to  affoYd  it  nothing 
but  cold  winds  and  dark  clouds,  that  interrypteTezy 


ray  of  sunshine.    My.  days  steal  away  silently^  lu^ypens  In  th»  vauw  above-ttated,  one  of  the  di»- 


and  march  on  (as  poor  ma4  King  Lear  would  have 
made  his  soldiers  march)  as  if  they  we^  shod  with 
felt;  nol.  so  silently  but  that  I  hear  thein;  yet, 
were  it  not  that  I  am  always  listening  to  their 
flight,  having  no  infirmity  that  I  had  not  wheik  I 
was  much  .younger,  I  should  deceive  myself  with 
an  imagination  that  I  am  still  young. 

I  am  fond  ofVriting  as  an  amusement,  but  do 
not  always  find  it  one.  Bdng  rathe^  scantily  fur- 
Dished  with  subjects  that  are  good  for  any  thing, 
and  corresponding  only  with  those,  who  have  no 
relish  for  such  as  are  good  for  nothing,  I  often  find 
myself  reduced  to  .the  necessity,  the  disagreeable 
necessity,  of  vmting  about  myself.  ThU  does 
not 'mend  the!  matter  much;  for  though  in  a  de- 
Bcription  of  my  ovm  condition,  I  discover  abundant 
materials  to  employ  my  pen  upon,  yet  as  the  task 


006  blows  his  Bose,  an4  the  other  mbs  hif  eye- 
broimi;  (by  thewaythisiBveiymuchliiHoniBr'a 
manner)  such  seems  to  be  the  case  between  yoa 
andme,  Afteri^qledceofaooaedayBlwiiteyoiia 
long  something,  tl^t  (I  rapposQ)  was  not!ung.to 
t|ie  purpose,  becanee  it  hai  not  afforded  you  ma- 
terials iat  an  answer.    Neveifheless,  as-  it  often 


tressed  parties,  beiog  dee^  sensible  of  the  awk- 
wardness.of  adiiqib  duet,  breaks  silenoe.sgain, 
and  reedhrea  to  speak,  though  he  has  nothing  to 
say.  So  it  fiues  with  me,  I  am  with  you  againin 
the  fytm  of  an  epistle,  though,  consideriiig  my 
present  emptine^i,.!  have  reason  to  fear  that  your 
only  joy  upoxi  the.  oocadoh  win  be,  that  it  is  Con- 
veyed to  you  in  a  firank. 

When  Ibegan,rexpectedoo  interruption.  Bit 
if  I  had  expected  interruptions  without  end,  I 
should  have  been  less  dlsappoinied.  First  eame 
the  barber ;  who,  after  having  sndieUished  the  out- 
side of  my  head,  has  left  the  inside  just  as  unfur- 
nished as  hiQ  found  it:  Then  came  Olney  bridge,' 
not  into  the  houae,  W  into  tbeoopversatian.  The 
cause  lelatang  to  it  was  tried  on  Tuesday  at  Buck- 
ingham.   The  judge  directed  the  jpry  to  find  a 


is  not  very  agreeable  to  im,  so  I  am  sufiiciently  verdict  &vourab]e  to  Olney.    The  jury  consisted 


aware  that  it  is  likety  to  prove  irksome  to  others. 
A  pain^  who  shpuld  confine  himself  in  the  ex- 
ercise of  his  ait  to  the  drawing  of  his  ow4  picture, 
must  be  a  wonderful  coxcomb,  if  he  did  not  soon 
grow  flick  of  his  occupadon;  and  be  pe^uliariy  for- 
tunate, if  he  did  not  make  others  as  rick  as  him- 
self 

Remote  as  ypur  dwelling  is  from  the  late  scene 
of  riot  andconfusbii,  I  hope  that  though  you  could 
not  but  hear  the  report,  yon  heard  no  more,  and 
that  the  luarings.  of  the  mad  multitade  did  not 
reach  yon.  Thatwasadayofterrortotheinnooent, 
and  the  present  is  a  day  of  still  greater  terror  to  the 
gmlty.  The  law  was  for  a  few  moments  like  an 
arrow  in  the  quiver^  seemed  to  be  of  no  use,  and 
did  no  execution;  now  it  is  an  arrow  upon  the 
string,  and  many,  who  despised  it  lately,  are  trem- 
bling as  they  stand  before  the  point  df  it 

I  have  talked  more  already  ^n  I  have  formeriy 
done  in  three  visits — ^you  remember  my  taciturnity, 
nev^  tobe  forgotten  by  those  who  knew  me ;  not 
to  depart  entirely  from  what  might  be,  for  au^ht  I 
know,  the  most  shining  part  of  my  cluuracter— I 
here  shut  my  mouth,  make  my  bow,  and  return  to 
Ohiey.  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  July  27,  1780. 

As  two  men  sit  silent,  after  having  exhausted 
an  their  topics  of  conversation:  one  says — *Itis 
very  fine  weath^,'— and  the  other  says—'  Yes ;'-— '  scnts  for  jfou, 

8 


of  one  knave  and  eleven  fools.  The  laatmentipn- 
ed  Allowed  the  afore-mentioned,  as  she^  follow  a 
beD-virether,  and  decided  in  direct  opporition  to  th^ 
said  judge.  Then  a  flaw  was  dtsoovered  in  the  in- 
dictment The  indictment  vtbs  quashed,  and  an 
order  made  for  a  new  trial.  The  new  trial  wiD  be 
in  the^King's  Bench,  whece  said  knave  and  said 
fools  vrill  have  nothing  to  do  with  it.  Sethemen 
of  Olney  fling;  up  their  ch^i  >md  assure  themsdlves 
of  a  complete  vicUny.  A  victory  will  save  liie  and 
ypur  mother  many  shil^ngp,  perhaps  9ome  pounds, 
which,  except  that  it  has  afoded  me  a  subject  to 
vnrite  upon,  was  the  only  reason  vi^y  I  said  so  mVich 
about  it  I  know  you  take  an  interest  in  all  that 
concern^  us,  and  will  consequentiy  rejoiee^with  us 
in  the  prospect  of  an  event  in  which  we  are  con- 
cerned so  nearly.    Yours  affectionatel/,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MT  DEAR  SIR,  JiUy  30,  1780. 

You  may  think  perhaps  thatl  deal  more  liberal- 
ly with  Mr.  Unvrin,  in  the  way  of  poetical  export, 
than  1  do  vrithyou,  and  I  believe  you  have  reason^ 
—4he  truth  is  this— if  I  walked  the  streets  with  & 
fiddle  under  my  anq,  I  should  never  think  of  pe^ 
forining  before  the  window  of  a  privy  bounsellor. 
or  a  chief  justice,  but  ihould  rather  make  firee  with 
eara  more  likely  to  be  open  to  such  amusement-* 
The  ^fies  I  prodcce  in  this  vray  are  indeed  such 
trifles,  that  I  can  not  think  them  seasonable  pre- 
14c-  Unvrin  himself  would  oatXv 
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offended  if  I  was  io  tell  him  that  there  19  t^da  dif- 
fefenoe  between  him  and  Mr.  Newton ;  that  the 
Ifitter  tfl  already  an  aportle,  while  he  himadf  is  oth 
ly  undeigoing  the  businefls  of  an  incdbatioD,  with 
a  hope  that  he  may  be  hatched  fai  time.  When 
my  muse  comes  forth  aSrrayed  in  sables,  at  least  in 
atobe  of  graver  cast,  I  make*  no  scrapie  to  direct 
her  to  my  friend  at  Hoxton.  This  has  been  one 
reason  why  I  have  so  Iong4elayed  the  riddle.  Biit 
lest  1  should  seelh  to  set  a  value  upon  it,  that  I' 
do  not,  by  making  it  an  object  of  still  further'in- 
quity,  here  it  comA. 

I  am  just  two  and  tvf6, 1  am  warm,  I  am  cold, 
And  the  parent  of  numbers  that  can  not  be  told, 
lam  lawful,  unlawiul — a  duty,  a  fault, 
I  am  often  sold  dear,  good  ibr  nothing  when  bought, 
An  e^ftraordinaiy  .boon,  and  a.  mattetof  coarse, 
And  yiekled  with  {^pasiiie— when  taken  by  force. 
.  "^       W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  AugUBt  6,  1780. 

•You  like  to  hedi  from  me--^This  is  a  viery  good 
reason  why  I  should  write—But  I 'have  jnothing 
to  say— ^This  seems  equally  a  good  reason  why  1 
should  not'.-^Yet  if  you  had  alighted  from  your 
horse  at  our  door  this  morning,  and  at  this  present 
writing'  being  ^ve  o^cIock  in  the  afternoon,  had 
found  occasion  to  say  to  me — 'Mr.  Cowper,  you 
have  not  ^ke  since  I  Came  in,  have  you  resoFved 
never  to  speak  again  T  it  would  be  but  a  poor  re- 
ply, if  iA  ^Uswer  to  the  summons  I  should  plead 
inability  as  m^  best  and  only  excuse.  ^  And  this' 
by  th<^  way  suggests  to  me  a  seasonable  piece  of 
instruction^  an^  reminds  me  of  what  I  am  very 
apt  to  forget,  whcnl  have  any  epiiAolary  business 
in  hand,  that  a  letter  may  be  written  upon  any 
thing  or  nothing  just  as  that  any  thing  or  nothing 
happens  to  occur.  A  man  that  has  a  j6umey  bo- 
fore  |iim  twenty  mijes  in  le;agth,  which  he  is  to 
perform  on  foV,  will  not  hesitate  and  doubt  whe- 
ther he  shall  set  out  or  not,  because  he  does  not 
readily  conceive  how.  he  shall  ever  reach  the  end 
of  it;  for  he  knows,  that  by  the  simple  operation 
of  moving  one  foot  forward  first,  and  then  the 
other,  he  shall  be  sure  to  accomplish  it.  So  it  b 
in  the  present  case,  and  so  it  is  in  every  similar 
case.  A  letter  is  written  as  a  conversation  is  main- 
fcairied,  or  a  journey  performed,  not  by  preconc^- 
ed  or  premeditated  means,  a  new  contrivance,  or  an 
invention  never  heard  of  before,  but  merely  by 
maintadning  a  progress,  and  resolving  as  a  postil- 
lion does,  having  once  set  out,  never  to  stop  till  we 
feach  the  appdnt^  end.  If  a  man  may  talk  with- 
out thinking,  why  may  he  not  write  upon  the  same 
tt^rms  ^  A  grave  gentleman  of  the  last  cent\iry, 
a  tie-^,  square-toe,  Steinkirk  figure,  would  say, 


— '  My  good  sh",  a  man  has  no  right  to  do  either.' 
But  it  IS  to  be  Yyo/pod.  that  the  present  century  has 
nothing  to  do  wiU\  the  mouldy  pdmions  of  the  last, 
and  so  good  Sir  Launcelot,  or  Sir  Paulj  or  what- 
ever be-  your  .mime,  step  into  your  picture  frame 
again,  and  look  as  if  you  thought  for  another  cen- 
tury, and  leave  us  moderns  in  the  mean  time  to 
think  when  we  can,  and  to  wjite  whether  we  can 
or  notj'  else  we  niSght  as  well  be  dead  as  you  are. 
When  we  look  back  upon  our  forefathers,  we 
seem  to  look'back'upon  the  people  o(f  another,  na- 
tion, almost  upon  creatures  of.  another  species. 
Their  vast  rambling  mansions,  spadous  halls,  and 
painM  casemente,  the  gothic  pordi  smothered  with 
honeysuckles,  their' little  gardens  and  high  walls, 
their  box-edgings,  balls  of  holly,  and  yew-tiee  sta- 
tues, are  become  so  entirely  unfashionable  ix>w, 
that  we  can  hardly  believe  it  possible,  that  a  peo- 
Iple  who  )nesembled  us  'so  little  in  their  taste,  should 
resemble  us  in  any  thing  else.  But  in  every  thing 
else,  1  suppose,  they  were  our  counterpaMs  exact- 
ly ;  and  time,  that  has  sewed  up  the  slashed  sleeve, 
and  reduced  the  large  trunk  hose  to  a  neat  pair  of 
silk  stockings,  has  left  human  nature  just  where 
it  found  it.  The  inside  of  the  man  at  least  has 
undergone  no  change.  His  passions,  appetites, 
and  aims  are  just  what  they  ever  were.  They 
Fear  perhaps  a  handsomer  disguise  than  ^y  did 
in  days  of  yore:  for  philosophy  and  literature  will 
have  their  effect  i^n  the  exterior;  but  in  every 
other  respect  a  modem  is  only  an  ancient  in  a  dif- 
ferent dress.'  W.  C 

TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

AuguBt^l,  1780.  I 
The  following  occurrence  ought  not  to  be  pasM 
ed  over  in  silence,  in  a  place  where  so. few  notablel 
ones  are  to  be  met  with.  Last  Wednesday  night,  I 
while  we  were  at  supper,  between  t^  hours  of 
eight  and  ninej  I  h&ard  an  unusual  noise  in  the 
back  parlour,  as  if  one  of  the  hares  was  entangled, 
•and  endeavouring  to  disengage  herself.  1  was  just 
going  to  rise  from  •  table,  when  it  ceased.  In  about 
five  minutes,  a  voice  On  the  outside  of  the  parlour 
door  inquired  if  one  of  my  hares  had  got  away.  I 
immediately  rushed  into  the  next  room,  and  found 
that  my  poor  favourite  Puss  had  made  her  escape. 
She  had  gnawed  in  sunder  the  strings  of  a  lattice 
work,  with  which  I  thought  I  had  sufficiently  se- 
cured the  window,  and  which  I  preferred  to  any 
other  sort  of  blind,  because  it  admitted  plenty  of 
air.  From  thence  I  hastened  to  the  kitofaoi,  where 
1 1  saw  the  redoubtable  Thomas  Freeman,  who  told 
me,  tliat  having  seen  her,  just  after  she  had  drop- 
ped into  the  street,  he  attempted  to  cover  her  with 
'  his  hat,  but  she  screamed  out,  and  leaped  directly 
over  his  head.    I  then  desired  him  to  pursue  as  fast 
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&«  poHoUe,  and  added  lUchanl 'OdIeiDan  to  -the 
duBe,  aiiB  being  nimUer,  and^canrying  km  weight 
than  Thomas ;  not  expecting-  to  Me  her  again,  but 
^esiroiia  to  katn,  if  poadble,  what  becam^  of  her. 
In  aomething  W  than  an  hour,  Ri&ard  letomed, 
almoiit  breathleaa,  with  the. following  account 
That  soon  after  he  began  t^  ron,  he  left  Tom  be- 
hind him,  and  came  in  sight  ef  a  most  nnmerons 
hunt,  of  men,  women,  clnl<iren,  and  dogs ;  that  he, 
did  his  best  to  keep  back  the  dogs,  and  presently 
outstripped  the  crowd,  so  that  the  raoe  was  at  last 
disputed  between  hhneelf  and  Puss— ^he  ran  right 
thnmgh  the  town,  and  down*  the  lane  that  leads  to 
Dropshoit— « littleibefore  she  came  to  the  bbuse,  he 
got  the  start  and  turned  her;  she  pushed  for  the 
town  again,  and  soon  after  she  entered  it  sought 
shelter  in  Mr«  Wagstaff**  tan-yard^  adjoining  to 
ok}  Mr.  Drake's — Stuige's'  harreBt  men  were  at 
supper,  and  nyr  her  fiom  the  opposite  aide  of  the 
way.  There  she  encountered  theitan-pits  full  of 
wafer;  and  whfle  «he  was  struggling  out  of  one 
pit,  and  plunging  into  uiotfaer,  and  almost  drown- 
ed, one  of  the  men  drew  her  out  by^the  ears  and 
•ecured^her.  She  was  then  well  wash^  inii  buck- 
et, to  g^  the  lime  out  of  her  ooat,  and  brought 
home  in  a  sack  at  ten  o'clock. 

This  frdlic  cost  us  four  diillings,  but  .yon  may 
believe  we  did  not  grudge  a  /arthing  of  it  The 
|ioor  creature  received  only  a  little  butt  in  one  of 
her  daws,  and  in  one  of  her  ears,  and  is  now  al- 
most OS  wefi  as  ever. 

I  do  not  call  this  an  answer  to  your  letter,  but 
snch^as  it  b  I  send  it,  presuming  upon  that  interest 
which  I  know  yon  take  In  my  minutest  ooneems, 
which  I  can  not  express  better  than  in  the  woids  of 
Terence  a  littie  varied— 2V»Ai2  mH  a,  U  dUenum 
putas.  Yours,  my  dear  fiiend,  W.  C. 


saw  them  last,  are  old  still;  but  it^oosts  me  a  good 
deal  sometimes  to  tlnnk  of  those  vrho  VTere  at  that' 
time  young,  as  being  dder  than  Aey  were.  Not 
having  been  an  eyewitness  of  the  change  that  time 
has  madft  in  them,  and  my  former  idea  of  them  not 
being  oonrected  by  obrarvation,  it  remains  tH|B 
■ame;  my  memory  presents  ine  with  -this  image 
unimiMdred,  and  while  it  retains  the  resemblance 
of  what  they  visere,  foij^ts  that  by  this  time  the 
picture  may  have  lost  moch  of  ks  likeness,  through 
the  fifteration  that  lAiodeeding. years  have  made  in 
the  original.  I  know  not  v^hat  impressions  Time 
may  have  made  upon  your  person,  for  while  his 
daws  (as  our  grannams  called  them)  strike  deep 
fiXTT(tvn  in  som^  faces,  he  seems  to  sheathe  them 
irith  much  tenilemese,  as  if  fearful  of  doing  injury 
to  others.  But  though  iA  enemy  to  the  person, 
he  is  a  fnend  to  the  mind,  and  you  have  found 
him  so.  Though  even  in  .this  respect  his  treat- 
ment of  us  depends  upon  what  he  meets  with  at 
our  hands;  if  we  use  him  well,  and  litften  to  Kis 
Admonitions,  he  is  a  friend  indeed,  but  otherwise 
the  wor^  of  enenuei,  who  takes  firom  us  daily 
something  >that  we  valued,  and  gives  Ub  nothing 
better  in  its  stead.  It  is  well  with  them  who,  Kke 
you,  can  stand  a  tiptoe  on  the  mountain  top  of 
human  life,  look  down  with  pleasure  upon  the 
valley  th^  haye  passed,  and  sometimes  stTctch 
their  wings  in  joyful  hope  of  a  happy  flight  into 
eternity.  Yet  a  little  while  and  your  hope  will  be 
accomplished. 

When  you  can  fovour  me  with  a  little  account 
of  your  own  fiunily,  without  inconvenience,  I  shall 
be  glad  to  receive  it;  for  though  separated  firom 
my  kindred  )fy  little  more  than  half  a  century  of 
miles,  I  know  asUttleof  their  concerns  as  if  oceans 
and  continents  were  interposed  between  us.. 

Yours,,  ray.  dear  cousin,  W  C. 


TO  MRS.  COWPER.. 

VY  DEAB  coasiN,  Augutt  ST,  1780. 

I  ikH  obliged  to  yon  for  your  long  letter,  which 
did  not  seem  so,  and  for  your  short  one,  which  was 
more  than  I  had  any  reason  to  expect.  Short,  as 
It  was,  it  conveyed  to.  me  two  interesting  articles 
of  intelligenoe.    An  account  of  your  recovering 

i  from  a  fover,  and  of.  lady  Cowper's  death.  The 
latter  was,  1  suppose,,  to  be  expected,  for  by  what' 
remembrance  I  have  bf  her  ladyship,  who  was  ne- 1 
ver  much  arafnainted  with  her,  she  had  reached , 
those  yeartt  that  are  always  found  upon  the  borders 

<  of  another  world.  As  for  you,  your  time  of  life  I 
is  oompaiBtiveiy  of  a  youthful  date.    You  may 

■  think  of  death  as  much  as  yon  please  (you  can  not 
think  of  it  too  nnich),.but  I  hope  you  will  live  to 
think  of  it  many  years. 

It  costs  me  not  much  difficulty  to  suppose  that 
my  friends  who  were  already  grown  old,  when  I 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN, 

IffY  DBAR  FRIEND,  ^  Sept.  3, 1780. 

I  AM  glad  you  are  so  provident,  and  that,  while 
you  are  young,  you  have  furnished  yourself  with 
the  means  of  comfort  in  old  age.  Your  crutch 
and  your  pipe'  may  be  of  use  to  yon,  (and  may 
they  be  so)  should  your  years  be  extended  to  an 
antediluvian  date;  and  for  your  perfect  accommo- 
dation, you  seem  to  want  nothing  butadeik  called 
Snnffle,  and  a  sexton  of  the  nfme  of  ^kdeton.  to 
make  your  ministerial  equipage  complete. 

I  think  I  have  read  as  much  of  the  first  volume 
of  the  Biographia  as  I  shall  ever  read.  I  find  i& 
very  amusing;  mere  so  peiliaps  than  it  would 
have  been  had  they  sifted  their  characters  with 
more  exactness,  and  admitted  none  but  those  who 
had  in  some  way  or  other  entitkxi  themsdves  to 
immortality,  by  deserving  well  of  the  public.  Sucb 
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m  ooDipilatioii  would  perhaps  ha^fe  been  more  JQ- 
dsnoni,  though  I  oonfeH  k  would  have  affofded 
iws  Yariely.  The  prieita  and  monks  of  earlier, 
and  the  docton  of  later  days,  who  have  Hgiialised 
thiemsehes  hy  nothnig  but  a  cantmvenial  pani' 
phlet,  long  flinee  thrown  by,-  and  never  ^e  be  pe- 
rused agaBi,tnight  have  been  forgotten  without 
injury  or  loss  to  the  national  character  for  learn^ig 
or  genius.  This  obiwrvatiDn  suggested  to  ne  th»  htyi 
following  lines,  which  nAy  Skrve  to  illustrate  my 
meaning,  and  at  the  same  time  to  give  my  criti- 
cism a- 8pright]ier«ir.  « 

6l(  food  atteriiptt^  Ac* . 

Yirgd  admits  none  but  Worthies  into  the  Elysian 
Fields ;  I  can  not  recollect  the  lines  in  which  he 
describeti  them  all,  but  these  in  particular  I  well 
remember — 

Qxik|Q0  Md  munORi  aliai  feoere  mereodo^ 
InTBDtai  Mil  qoTvitain  e^^oolueie  per  artea 

A  chaste  and  scrupulous  conduct  like  his  would 
well  become  the^  writer  of  national  biography.— 7 
But  enough  of  this. 

Our  respects  attend  Mtas  Shuttleworth,  with 
many  thanks  for  her  intended  present  Some 
purses  derive  aU  their  value  from  their  contents, 
but  these  will  have  an  intrinsic  value  of  their  own: 
and  though  mine  should  be  often  empty,  which  is 
not  an  improbable  supposition,  I  shafl  stall  esteem 
it  highly  on  its  own  acooUnt. 

If  you  could  meet  with  a  second-hand  Yirgil, 
ditto  I^mer,  both  Iliad  and  Odyssey,  together 
with  a  Clavis,  for  I  have  no  Lexicon,  and  all  tole- 
rably cheap,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you  if  you  will 
make  the  purchase.  Yours,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRiEjn),  Sept.  7, 1780. 

As  many  genUemen  as  there  are  in  the  .^orld, 
who  have  children,  and  heads  capable  of  reflecting 
on  the  important  subject  of  their  education,  so 
many  opimons  there  are  about  it;  many  of  them 
just  and  sensihle,  though  abnost  ail  difiering  from 
each  other.  With  respect  to  the  education  of  boys, 
I  think  they  ,are  generally  made  to  draw  in  Latin 
and  Greek  trammels  too  soon.  It  ib  pleasing,  no 
doubt,  to  a  parent  to  see  his  child  ab^y  in  some 
sort  a  proficient  in  those  languages,  at  an  age  when 
most  others  are  entirely  ignorant  of  them;  but 
hence  it  often  happens,  that  a  boy,  who  could  <:on- 
strue  a  fable  of  JEsop  at  six  or  seven  years  of  age. 


*  VenM'OnoWbrrliif  oDmeNamaoriiutoNoisrBeorded 
»t»  tne  Blopaphla  Brituinlca.' 


having  exhanited  hii>  little  stock  of  attennen  and 
diligeiioa  in  xnaking  that  noUe  acgniatiffn,  gMWs 
weaiy  of  his  task,  conceives  a  dislike  for  study, 
and  periiaps  makes  but  a  vary  indiffennt  pwgiew 
afterwards.  The  miiid  and  body  have  in  this  re* 
spect  a  striking  resemUanee  of  each  othier.  Id 
fhildheed,  they  are  both  iiimbla,-bni  not  strong; 
th^  can  skip  and  fitisk  about  with  wonderful  agi- 

'>  but  hard  hbour  spoils  them  both.  In  matnrer 
years  they  become  less  active,  but  more  vigorous^ 
more  capable  of  a  fixed  application,  and  can  make 
themselves  sport  with  that  which  a  little  earlier 
would  have  afilected  themvnth  intolerafale  foflgue. 
I  shouhl  recooAnend  it  to  yon  therefore  (but  after 
all  you  must  judge. for  yourself)  to  alkit^the  two 
next  years  of  little  John's  seholanhip  to  writii^ 
and  arithmetic,  to||ether  with  vrfaich,  fat  variety's 
sake,  and  because  it  is  capable  of  being  fonusd  into 
an  amusement),  I  would  min^  geogt^ihy,  a  sci- 
ence (which,  if  not  attended  to  betimes,  is  seUom 
made  an  object  of  much  ooonleralion)  eaentially 
necessary  to  the  aocomplishment  of  a  gentleman, 
yet  (as  Il^iow  by  sad  experience)  imperfocUy,  if 
at  all,  inculcated  in  the  schools.  Lo^  Speneer*fl 
son,  when  he'  vnuB  four  years  of  age,  knew  the 
situation  of  every  kingdom,  coontiy,  city,  rifor, 
and  remarkable  mountain  in  the  world.  Fortliks 
attainment,  mch  I  suppose  his  fother  had  never 
made,  he  was  indebted  to  a  plaything;  having 
beenaocustomed  tb.  amuse  himfelf  with  those  maps 
which^are  cut  into  several  compartpvatst  so  as  to 
be  thrown  mtoa  heap  of  confusion,  that  they  may 
be  put  together  again  with  an  exact  ooinqdence 
oi  all  their  angles  and  bearings,  so  as  to  form  a 
perfect  whole. 

If  he  begins  Latm  and  Greek  at  eight,  or  even 
at  nihe  years  of  age^  it  is  surdy  soon  enough. 
Seven  years,  the  usual  allowaneefor  those  ao^uifi- 
tbns,  are  more  than  sufficient  lor  the  purpose,  es- 
pecially with  his  readiness  in  learning;  for  you 
would  hardly  vnsh  to  have  him  qualified  for  the 
university  befoce  fifteen,  a  period,  in  rny  mind, 
much  too  eariy  for  it,  and  when  he  could  hardly 
be  trusted  there  without  the  utmost  danger  to  hie 
iQorals.  Upon  the  whole,  you  will  perceive  that 
in  my  judgment  the  difficulty,  as  wdl  as  the  wis- 
dom, consists  more  in  bridling  in,  and  keeping 
back,  a  boy  ef  his  parts,  than  in  pushing  him  fop> 
vrard.  If  therefore  at  the  end  ol'  tLe  two  next 
years,  instead  of  patting  a  grammar  into  his  hand, 
you  riiould  albw  him  to  amuse  hirnself  vfilh  some 
agreeable  writen  upm  the  subject  of  natural  (do* 
losophy  for  another  year,  I  think  it  weuU  answer 
weU.  There  is  a  book  called  CosBBolheoriaPuerilia, 
there  are  Derfaam's  PhysioQ,  and  Astrotheology, 
together  with  several  otheri  in  the  same  manner, 
very  intelligible  even  to  a  child,  and  fuH  of  uscfol 
mstruotion.  W.  C. 
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TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UlTWIN.    ' 

irr  PBAR  fkUnd,  '  Stjd,  17, 1780. 

Y<MJ  dean  my  fiiKtlier  ihofoghta  on  the  rabject 
«f«diwalwi^  lMkly<Nl0i}ehwi4iftdlbcib6iiiMt 
pftH-oocmrod  to  me  vbon  I  ^mrote  last,  bni  coold 
noCbecoDiiifMdiaaHDglelettar.  They  Iwe  in- 
deed oVk%  differqit  bnneh  of  due  inteiwtmg  theme, 
But  not  lefl#  important  than  the  former.    ^ 

1  think  it  yiNir  happiiMM,  and  wish  yoa  to  think 
k  80  yonnelf^  thai  you  are  in  every  respect  quali- 
fied for  the  task  of  ini^ructing  your  son,  and  pre- 
paring him  fothe  univ^raity,  without  committing 
him  to  the  eaiie  of  a  «trangegr.  ,in  my  judgment, 
adomeaCfe  edneaftion  deieiveB  the  preference  to  a 
ffAXn  one  on  a  handled  acoounta,  which  I  have 
aeiifaar  time  nor  mooi  to  motion.  I  aball  only 
toiiclr-iqMm-  two  or  tloee  that  .1  can  not  bat  con- 
■der  aa  haviiji;  a'  tight  to  your  moat  earnest  atten- 
tion.       . 

In  a  puUicaehool,  ov  indeed  in  any  Khool,  his 
■tfrali  anauie  to  be  Imt  little  attended  to,  and  his 
mligion  not  at  alL  If  hecan  catch  the  love  of  vii^ 
toe  fiom  ^  fine  tUngs  that  am  spoken  of  it  in 
the  ciaaririi  tfid  the  love  of  holineaa  from  (he  cua- 
tomwy  attendance  .upon  such  preaching  as  he  is 
likely  to  hear,  it  will  be  weU;  but  I  am  sure  you 
baM  had  too  many  opportuqitietf  to  obserye  the 
iaeffieai^  of  inch  ineans,  to  expejct  any  such  ad- 
vantage from  them.  In  Uio  mean  time,  the  more 
powerful  inflvmoe  of  bad  jexampie,  and  perhi^ps 
bad  company,  will  oominiially  counterwork  these 
only  pi«Barvatt«es  he  can  meet.with,  and  may  poa- 
siUy  seod  hiln  Ikmom  to  yon,  at  the  end  of  five  or 
■z  yeua,  en«h  as  yoia  wifi  be  aony  to  see  faim. 
Yon  ese^ed  indeed  th^  contagion  youraelf  ;  but  a 
few  inatanoes  of  happy  exemption  from  a  general 
imdady  aie  not  sufficient  warrant  to  conclude,  that 
it  is  therefore  not  hilectioQs,  or  may  be  encoun- 
tered withoot'danger.   ■ 

Youjiave.  seen  too  much  of  the  worlds  and  are 
a  man  of  too  mudh  reflection,  no(  to  have  ob- 
served that  in  proportion  as  the  aons  of  a  £uu\y 
approach  to  yeaxa  of  maturity,  they  lose  a  sense  of 
oUig^tion  to  their  parents,  and  seem  at  last  ahnost 
divested  of  that  tender  afiection  which  the  nearest 
of  all  relations  seems  to  demand'  from  them.  I 
have  often  Observed  ](  n^yself,  and  have  always 
thought  1  could  sufficiently  account  for  it,  without 
laving  all  the  Mame  upon  the  children.  While 
they  oontinoe  in  their  parents'  house,  tiiey  are 
every  day  obliged,  aod  every  dky  reminded  how 
mach  it  is  their  interest,  as  well  as  duty,  to  be 
obliging  and  af&cdonate  in  return.  But  at  eight 
or  nii^:  years  of  age  the  boy  goes  to  school  From 
that  moment  he  becomes  a  stranger  in  his  lather's 
houae.  The  course  of  parental  kindness  \a  inter- 
rupted. The  smiles  of  his  mother,  those  tender 
U  a2 


admomtiona,  and  the  'salidtous  care  of  both  hb 
puenta,  aw  no  kmgerlwfon  his  eyea— year  after, 
year  he  iaels  hupaalf  move  and  mon  detached  from 
them,  till  at  laat  he  b  so  effedtually  weaned  from, 
the  oonaaadon,  as  io'find  himsdf  hi^pi^  any 
where  thfm  in  their  company^ 

I  shonld-haTe  been  gbd  of  afrank far  this  letter, 
for  I  haye  said  but  little  of  whatl  could  say  upon 
Uiia  aulirjecti'and  perhapa  I  may  not*  be  able  to 
catch it^by  the  aod  again.  IM  can,!  ri^l  add  to 
itheieaftflr.  .    Yours,  W.C. 


TO  THE  itEV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DBAB  PaiEKD^  Ocf.  5, 1780. 

Now  ftr  the  seqoet— you  have  anticipated  Ofia 
of  my  argumtots  in  fitvour  of  a  private^edcfeation, 
therefore  I  need  'say  but  4ittle  about  it.  The  folly 
oi  supposing  that  the  moche^tongue,  in  some  re- 
MgectM  the  moat  difficidt  of  all  tongues,  may  be  ac- 
quired without  a  teacher,  iapiedoniinant  ^i  all  die 
publie  achoc^  that  I  have  ever  heard  of.  T9  pro- 
nounce it  well,  to  speak  and  to  write  it  with  fluency 
and  elegance,  are  no  eaay  attainments;  not  one  in 
fifty  of  thooe-^ho  paaathrou^  Westminatar  and 
Eton,  arrive«t  any  remarkable  proficiency  in  these 
aocompliahmenia;  ^md  they  thiit  do  are  mora  in- 
debted to  their  own  study  and  applieation  for  it, 
than  to  any  instruction  reoeivfd  there.  lugeneral, 
there  is  nothing  ■opedantieasthestyleof  a  school- 
boy, if  he  aims  at  any  style  at  all;  and  if  he  does 
not,  he  is  of  couiae  inelegant,  and  perhaps  un- 
grammaticaL  A  defect,  no  doubt,  in  great  meaauro 
owii^  to  want  of  cultivation;  for  theaame  lad  that 
isoftencanmended  for  hia  Latin,  frequently  would 
deserve  to  bewhi^)ed  for  hia  English,  if  the  fiiult 
were  not  nibre  the  maater's  than  his  own.  I  know 
not  .wheote  this  evil  is  so  likely  to  be  prevented  as 
at  hoipe— aupposing  alwaya,  neveitheless,  (which 
is  the  ease  in  yourinstamje)  that  the  boy's  porenta, 
and  their  argnaintance,  are.penmns  of  elegance 
and  taste  theaiaelves.  For  to  converse  with  those 
who  converse  with  propriety,  and  to  be  directed  to 
such  authon  as  have  refined  and  improved  the  lan- 
gnage  by  their  production^  are  advantages  which 
he  can  not  elsewhere,  enjoy  in  an  equal  degree. 
And  though  it  requirea  aome  time  to  regulate  the 
ti^ate,  and  fiz.^the  judgment,  and  these  effects 
must  be  gradually  wn»^ht  even  upon  the  best  un- 
derstanding, yet  I  suppose  much  less  time  will  be 
neceaaaiy  for  .the  purpoae  than  could  a|  firet  be 
imagined,  because  'the  opportunities  of  improve- 
ment are  continuaL 

A  public.edttcatian  is  often  recommended  as'tht 
most  cflectud  remedy  for  that  baahful  and  awk« 
ward  rest^nt,  ao  epidRmical  among  the  youth  of 
our  country.  But  I,veri]y  believe  that  instead  ol 
being  mcuse^  it  IS  often  tl»e  cause  of  it.    Forseven 
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«r  etgfat  jewn  of  hk  life,  tbe  ^y  hM  hardly  seea 
m  convened  with  a  man,  or  a  wteuui,  except  the 
maida  at  hk  boaiding-ho^.  A  gentleman  or  a 
lady  are  conaequently  mch  novelties  to- him,  that 
he  is  perfectly  at  a  km  to  know  what  iort  of  .be- 
haviour ^e  al^ould  preeerve  beibre  them.  He  phiya 
with  hia  buttone,  or  the  atringa  of  hts  hat,  he 
blowfr  his  noee,  and  hangs' down  his  head,  is  con- 
kious  of  his  own  deficiency  to  a  degree  that  makn 
him  quite  unhap|)y,  and  trembles'  lest  any  one- 
should  speak  to  him,  becaose  that  woold  qtiite 
overwhelm  him.  Is  not  all  this  miserable  shyness 
the  efiect  of  his  education'}  To  pie  it  appears  to 
be  80.  If  he  saw  good  company  every  day,  he 
would  never  .be  textiiSed  at  the  sight  of  it,  and  a 
room  full  of  bulies  and  gentlemen  woukl  alarm  him 
no  more  thah  the  chairs  they  ait 'on.  Such  is  the 
effect  of  custom. 

i  need  add  nothing  Either  on  this  subject,  be- 
cause I  beheve  little  John  is' as  likely  to  be  ex- 
empted from  this  weakness  as  most  young  gentle- 
men We  shall  meet  with.  He  seems  to  have  his 
father's  spirit  m  this  respect,  in  whom  I  could 
never  discern  the  least  trace  c^  bashfulness,  though 
I  have  often  heard  him  complain  of  it.  Unde^ 
your  management,  and  the  influence  of  your  ex- 
ample, I  thin^  he  can  hardly  fail  to  escape  it 
If  he  does,  he  escapes  that  which  has-  made  man^ 
a  man  uncomfortable  for  life;  and  ruined  not  a 
few,  by  forcing  them  into  mean  and  dishonourabfe 
company,  where  only  they  could  be  ftee  and 
cheerful 

Connexions  formed  at  school  are  said  to  be  lad- 
ing, and  often  beneficial  There  aare  two  cAr  -three 
stories  of  this  kind  upon  record,  which  would  not 
be  so  constantly  dtfd  as  they  are,  whenever  this 
subject  happens  to  be  mentitoed,  if  the  chronicle 
that  preserves  their  remembrance  had  many  be- 
sides to  boast  Qf.  For  mtyown  part,  I  fi)und  such 
fiiendships,  though  warm  enough  fai  theb  com- 
mencement, surprisingly  liable  to  extinction^  and 
of  seven  or  eight,  whom  I  had  selectfad  for  inti- 
mates out  oi  about  three  hundred,  in  ten  years 
time  not  one  was  iefl  me.  The  truth  is,  that  there 
may.*be,  and  often  is,  an  attachment  c^one  boy  to 
another,  that  looks  very  like  a  firiendship;  and 
while  they  are  in  drcunsstan'oes  that  enable  them 
mutually  to  oblige  and  to  assist  each  other,  pro- 
mises well,  and  bids  fiur  to  be  lasting.  But  they 
are  no  sooAer  separated  from  each  other,  by  enter- 
ing into  the  world  at  large,  than  other  connexions, 
and  new  employments,  in  which  they  no  longer 
share  together,  efface  the  remembraiioe  of  what 


worthy  ahd  un^  fin  the  place  he  once  held  in  octt 
aflfectiona. 

To  ckwe  this  artide,  as  I  did  the  last,  by  apply- 
ing myself  immediately  to  the  present  concern 

little  John  is  happily  placed  ^bove  all  occasion  tx 
dependence  oil  all  such  piecariousJiopes,  and  need 
not  be  sent  to  school  in  quest  of  some  great  men 
in  embryo,  who  ftiay  posdbly  make  his  fiMtune. 
Youn,  my  dear  friend,'        W.  C. 


TO  MRS.  NEWTON. 

r 
DEAR  MADAM,  '      CM.  5,  1780. 

When  a  lady  speaks,  it  is  not  civil  to  make  her 
wait  a  week  for  an  answer— I  received  your  letter 
within  this  hour,  and^  foreseeing  that  the  garden 
will  engross  much  of  my  time  fiir  some  days  to 
come,  have  sdxed  the  present  opportunity  to  ac- 
knowledge it  I  congratulate  you  on  Mr.  New- 
ton's safe  anival  at  Raoksgate,  making  no  doubt 
but*that  he  reached  that  place  without  difficulty 
or  danger,  the  road  thither  from  Canterbury  bsing 
so  good  as  to  afford  room  fi>r  neither.  He  has 
now  had  a  view  of  the  ekntent,  with  which  he  wis 
once  so  familiar,  but  which  I  think  he  has  not 
seen  for  many  years.  .The  sight  of  his  bid  ac- 
quaintance will  revive  in  his  mind  a  pleasing  re- 
collection of  past  deliveyfmces,  and  when  he  looks  at 
Mm  from  the  beach,  he  may  say—'  You  have  for^ 
merly  given  me  trouble  enough,  but  I  have  cast 
anchor  ,now  where  your  biDows  can  never  reach 
me.' — It  is  happy  fi>r  him  that  he  can  say  so. 

Mrs.  Unwin  retums  you  many  thanks  finr  your 
Mixiifty  on  her  account  Her  health  is  consider- 
ably mended  upon  the  whole,  so  as  to  aflbrd  us  a 
hope  that  it  wiU  be  established.  Our  love  attends 
you.  Yours,  dear  madam,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN 
Abe.  9, 1780. 

I  WROTE  the  foUowing  lart  summer.  The  tra- 
gical occasion  of  it  really  happetied  at  the  next 
house  to  ours:  I  am  glad  when  I  can  find  a  sub- 
ject to  work  upon)  a  lapidary  I  suppose  accounts 
it  a  laborious  part  of  the  business  to  rub  away  the 
roughne^  of  the  stone ;  but  it  is  my  limusement, 
and  if  aiter  all  the  polishing  I  can  ghe  it,  it  dis- 
covera  some  little  histre,  I  think  myself  well  re- 
warded for  my  pains.^ 

I  shall  charge  yo\i  a  halfpenny  a-piece  for  every 
copy  I  send  you,  the  short  as  well  aJB  the  k>ng. 


passed  in  earlier  days,  and  they  become  strangers  j  This  is  a  sort  of  afterclap  you  little  expected,  but 
to  each  other  fot  ever.  Add  to  this,  that  the  man  I  can  tiot  possibly  afford  them  at  a  cheaper  rate, 
frequently  differs  so  much  fronr  the  b&y;  his  prin- 1  If  this  method  of  raising  money  had  occurred  to 
ctples,  manners,  temper,  and  conduct,  undergo  so  me'sotNier,  I  should  have  made  the  bargain  sooner, 

great  an  alteration,  tiiat  we  no  longer  recognise  in  | '  

oim  our  old  playfiUow,  but  find  lum  utterly  on- 1        *V«neioo  a  OoUfinch  Haired  to  death  in  soifs. 
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bat  am  glad  I  have  hit  npoo  it  at  hit.  -It  will  be 
a  eonadetable  enoonragement  to  itiy  inipe,  and 
act  aa  a  powerftil  stimtihia  to  mj  indufAry.  If  the 
American  war  afaonld  last  mnch  longer,  I  may  be 
obliged  to  raise  my  pricoj  but  this  I  ahall  not  cio 
without,  a  real  occanon  Ibr  it— tt  depends  much 
upon  lord  Nordi's  oenduct  in  the  aitide  of  sop- 
pliM— if  he  imposes  ipi  additipnal  tax  im  any  thing 
that  I  deal  in,  tiie  necespity  of  this  measure,  on  my 
paxL  win  be  so  apparent,  that  I  dare  say  you  will 
not  Dispute  it;  ▼▼ .  O. 

In  the  interval  between  this  and  the  following 
letter,  the  writer  oonmienced  the  First  Wume  pf 
his  ^oems.''      ' 

TO  JOSEPHf  HILt,  ESa 
MT  DEA]»  FRIEND,.  *    December  25, 1780. 

Weabt  with,  rather  a  Ipng  walk  in  the  snow,  I 
am  not  Ekely  to  write  a  vety  sprightly  letter,  or  to 
pipduoe  any  thing  that  may  cheer  this  gloomy 
season,  unless  I  have  recou|Be  to  my  pocket-book, 
where  perhaps  .1  may  find  enimething  to  transcribe, 
something  that  was  written  before  the  son  had 
taken  leaye  of  oar  hen^sphere,  and  when  I  wae 
less  iatigued  than.  I  am  at  present 

Ha^y,  is  the  man  who  knows  jdst  so  much  of 
the  law,  as  to  make  himself  a  little  meiiy  now  and 
then  wUh  the  solemnity  of  juridical  proceedings. 
I  have  heard  of  common  Uw  judgpients  befoie 
now,  indeed  have  been  present  at  the  deliYoy  of 
sooie,  that,  aocoiding  to  my,  poor  i^prehension, 
while  they  paid  the  utmost  rsqiec^.to  the  letter  of 
a  statute  hare  defMurted  widely  fimn  the  spirit  of ■ 
It;  and,  being  governed  entirely  by  the  point  of 
law,  have  left  equity,  reason,  and  common  sentfe, 
behind  .them  at  an  infinite  jdiatanee.'  You.  will 
judge  whether  ihe  fi>llowing  report  Of  a  caa^ 
drawn  up  by  n^self,  bo  not  a  proof  and  illustra- 
tion of  this  satirical  assertion.* 

Youn  affectionately,         Wr-C. 


ciieuridoootkm,  and  the  endlen  emhamssment  in 
WhSch  th^  are  involved  by  it,  they  wJMdd  become 
surprisfaigly  intelligftle,  hi  eompari^  with  tl^eix 
piesetft  obscurity.  J^d  lastly,  they  woidd  by  this 
meaAs  be  rendered'  susceptible  of  musical  embel* 
Jishment^  aod  instead  of  being  quoted  in  the  coun- 
try, wit|)i  'that  dun  monotoir^,  wiuch-  is  so  weair* 
some  to  by-standem,  and  fipsquently  lolls  even  thie 
judges  themselves  to  sleep,  might  be  rehearsed  in 
reatadon;'  which  would  hiive  an  admirable  effect, 
in  keepiiigtlie  attention  fixed  and  fively,  and  could 
not  fidl,to  disperse  that  htevy  atmosphere  of  sad- 
ness and  gravjty,  wluah'  hangs  over  thp  jurispru- 
dence of  our  oomitryl . '  I  remember  many  yieaia 
ago  being  informed  by  a-relatbn  of  mine,  who  in 
hia  yodth  had  applied  hmmlf 'to  the  study  of  the 
law,  tlmt  0D»  of  his  feUow-stodents,  a  gentleman 
of  spriglitf y  peirts,  and  Very  respectable  talents  of 
the  poetical  kind,  £d  actually  engage  in  the  pro- 
secution of  such  a  design;  for  reasons  I  suppose 
somewhat  nmilar  to,  if  not  the  same  with4jiose  I 
hAve  now  siigg^ested.  He  b^gto  with  Coke's  In- 
stittttesj  'a  book  sd  rugged  in  its  style,  that  aA  a^ 
tempt  to  pcdish  it  seemed  an  Herculean  kbour, 
and  not  less  arduous  i^  difficult,  than  it  wouhf 
be  to  give  tiiflt  smoothness  of  a  ntbbit's  fur  to  the 
prickly,  back  of  a  hedge-hog.  Bat  he  succeeded 
to  admiration,  as  you  wiU  peroeiye  by  the  follow- 
ing specimen,  which'  is  an  that  my  said  relation 
could  recoileee  of  the  peffimnance. 

Tenant  In  fee 

Simple^  iBhfl^   . 
And  need  neUberqaske  nor  qabvi^ 

Wbobsthhisltti^ 

Ffee  from  demandi^ 
To  him,  and  hb  bein  for  erer. 

You  .have  an  ear  for  music,  and  %  taste  fiir  verse,, 
which  sav^  n^e  the  tmub^  of  pointing  out  with  a 
critical  nicety  the  advantages  of  such  a  verrion.  I 
proceed,  therefore,  to  what  I  jat  first  intended,  and 
t(i  transcribe  the  record  of  an  adjudged  case  thus 
managed,  to  which  indeed  what  I  premised  was 
intended  merely  as  an  introduction.* 


TO  THE  REV,  WILLIAM  UNWIN.  • 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  DeceTnber^  1780. 

Poetical  reports  of  law  cases  are  not  ve^ 
conunon,  yet  it  seems  to  me'  desirable  that  they 
should  be  so.  Many  advantages  would  accrue 
ficom  such  a  measure.  They  would  in  the  first 
place  be  nun*»  onmmndionsly  deposited  .in  the  me- 
mory, just  as  hnen,  grocery,  or  other  such  matters, 
when  neatly  packed,  are  knowiji  to  occupy  Jess 
iwai,  and  to  lie  more  conveniently  in  any  trunk, 
chest,  or  box,  to  which  they  may  be  committed. 
In  the  next  plaoe^  being  divested  of  that  infinite 


*  Hie  Itepoct  of  an  y^ndcrtd  «ue,  not  to  be  foand  in  any 
irth»lnoi^*eoaehidddifali  letter.    ViaaPDeoMi 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESa. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  .    /V6.  15,  1781. 

I  AM  gUd  you  were  [deasod  with  my  report  of 
soeztraordinaryacase.  Ifthethoughtofversifying 
the  dedsionf  of  qur  courts  of  justice  had  struck 
me,  while  I  had  the  honour  to  attend  them,  it 
would  pethi^  ha^  been  no  difficult  niatter  to 
have  compiled  a.  volume  of  such  amusing  and 
interesting  precedents;  which,  if  they  wanted  the 
etoquenoe  of  the  Greek  or  Roman  oratory,  would 


IMi letter  oaDdndea  with  fhe  poeUeal  kw  case  of  "Nobs 
plalntig-4;yi^  diftndantu*  betoie  wftnsd  tft    - 
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htm  msflj  ccm^AniBtiid  tM  (VArigayy  Iqt  tb» 
luiiBoiiy  of  ihyme  asd  aetn. 
.  T«or  account  of  a»j  naicto  md  yov  mntl 
gave  md  useot  ploMnn.  I  iiave  long  beeii  afinud 
to  inqiiin  «ftor  ■omo  in  wIwm  wd&iv  I  alw«jo 
iotl  myMlf  intMwtod,  iert  tho  quMtipaihouId  yo- 
duco  a  paiafol  aiMwer.  .XiOpgsvily  litliek|tof«o 
ft«v,  and  is  to  Mldom  Bimfand  oomfoitaMB  by  the 
■aHirWiiHuix)f  good  health  mad  good  ■piritg,  thgtl 
eould  not  y^  waaenal^y  ou^oee  either  your  i»> 
ktions  or  mine  eo  hiff^  in  tfaQoa  xeypect^Mit 
■oerasth^aM.  Mi^thf^ooDtiiuioUeiyoythoae 
hhwinge  so  king  aa  the  data  of  hie  duJl  laat 
do  not  think  in  theea ooetormoogerda^yii,  aal  h&^e 
a  notion  Faktaff  calls  th«n,  an  antediluvian  age 
ii  at  all  4  denxahlB  thing}  but  to  Uyo  comfortably, 
while  we  db  live,  is  a  gieat  matter  and  oompMhenda 
in  it  every  thinig  that  can  fae  wiahed  for  on  this 
aide  the  cnrtain  that  hangs  between  Tibm  and 
CUemi^. 

FaiewcU  my  better  friend  than  wqr  I  haveto 
boeat  of  ejther  aaoiig-  the  lordag  er  gentlemen  of 
tba  house  of  conmoBB.         Youis  ovoc,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  imWlN: 

MY  DEAR  FRIBND,    ,  April  1^  1781. 

P19K  weather/and  a  variety  «f  tertrqfifrunmmB 
occupatiom  (seaieh  Johnson's  didaenaiy  fir  that 
word ,  and  if  not  found  there,  inaert  it— lor  it  saves 
a  deal  of  dicmnlocotion,  and  is  veiy  lawfblly  eom- 
poiinded)aakieit  diifioalt  (azense  the  lengtl^of  I 
the  parenthesia,  whieh  I  did  not  foreaee  the  length 
of  when  I  began  it,  and  w^kh  may  p^hapo  a  lit- 
tle perplex  the  sense  of  wl^i  I  am  writing,  thoogli, 
aa  I  seldom  deal  in  that  figure  of  speeeh,'  I  have 
the  lees  need  to'  make  aa  apology  for  doin^it  at 
present)  make  it  difficult  <I  eay)  for  me  to  find 
opportiudcitos  fer'writii)g.  My  moning  is  tat- 
gvoasedbydie/gaarden'  and  in  the  afternoon,  tfil  I 
hav«draBktea,Iamflt  fernethfng.    At  fiver  we 

I  walk  I  and  when  the  walk  IB  over,  hMftode ^ 

Bueadk  rest,  and  again  I  become  fitfornothing.'  The 
current  hour  therefore,  which  (I  need  not  tellyou)  is 
comprised  m  the^intarval  bttwMn  four  and  &Te,  is 
devoted  to  your  service,  as  thegnly one  in  the 

I  twenty-fomr  which  is  not  otherwise  engaged. 

I  do  not  wonder  that  yon  have  ftlt  a  giect  deal 
upon  the  oocaskm  yon  mention  in  your  last,  espe- 
cttlly  on  aoooont  of  die  asperity  yon  have  met 
with  in  the  behsvionr  of  your  friend.  Reflect, 
however,  that  as  it  is  natural  to  yrato  have  very 
fine  feelings,  it  ir  equally  natural  to  some  other 
tempers,  to  leave  tfaoiw  fodin^  entirely  eat  of  the 
question,  and  to  speak  to  you,  and  to  act  towards 
ywi,  just  aa  they  do  towaida  the  lest  of  mankind, 
witittot  the  least  attention  to  the  iiritaUltty  of 
Men  of  a  foogh  and 


a^Ussss  should  fake  gre^  care,  that  thegr  be  alwajs 
in  the  i^:  the  justness  and  pn^oiBty  of  their 
aenriments  andfensmes  bemg  the  only  toleraUo 
apology  4iat  can  be  made  for  aochaoQodnqtjeqpfri 
cUlly  in  a  oountKf  where  civifity  of  behirioor  ia 
inculcated  even  from  flie  cradle.  But  in  the  ni- 
ataaee  nowimdeor  our  enntrmplatieoi  I  think  you 
a  sufieier  under  the  weight  d  an  animadvendon 
not  founded  in  truth,  and  wlvch,  consequently,  yon 
<fid  not  deserve.  I  aooount  him  foithful.in  the 
pulpit,  who  dissembles  nothing,  that  ho  belieYes^ 
forfear  ofgiviiigofoioe.  Toaccommodatoadii- 
ooorse  to  the  judgment  and  oj^on  of  others,  for 
the  sake  of  pleasing  them,  though  by  doiqg  so 
we  an  obliged  to  depart  widely  from  our  own,  k 
to  be  unfaithful  to  ourselves  aC  least,  and  cannot 
be  accounted  fidelity  to  him,  whom  we  profess  to 
serve.  But  there  are  few  men  who  db  not  stand 
in  ined  of  the  exercise  of  charity  and  fort)earanoe; 
and  thegentfeman  in  question  has  afforded  70a  an 
funple  opportunity  in  this  respect^to  show  how 
jeadOy,  tiiough  differing  inyour  views,  you  can 
pnictise  dl  Chat  he  could  possiMy  expect  from  you, 
if  your  persuaeiaii  corresponded  exactiy  with  his 
own. 

With  respect  to  Mfonsiewr'  le  Oarc,  I  think  you 
not  quito  excusable  for '  soflering  sdcfa  a  man  to 
ghe  yon  any  imeasiness  at  aH.  The  groaaness 
and  injustiee  of  hk  d^nmnd  ought  to  be  its  own 
antidote.  If  a  robber  should  nuaeall  you  a  pttiM 
feflow  for  not  carrying  a  purse  fiiD  of  gold  about 
yon,  would  Ms  bratafity  ^vp  yon  any  oonoemi 
~  suppose  not  Why  thai  have  you  been  &• 
tressed  in  the  preiMttt  instance  7 

Touia,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WUXIAM  UNWIN. 

M9 1, 1781. 

/  Yoim  mother  aays  t  must  write,  and  mtut  ad- 
liits  of  no  apology;  I  might  otherwise  plead  that 
Ijhave  nothipg  to  aay,  that  I  am  ^iveary,  that  I  am 
qull,  that  it  v^ndd  be  more  oonvenient  therefore 
fbr  you,  as  well  as  for  myself,  that  I  should  let  it 
uone;  but  aU  these  pleas,  and  whatever  pleaa  be- 
^des  either  disinclination,  indolerue,  or  neoesaity 
^fat  suggest,  are  overruled,  as  tiwy  ought  to  be, 
(he  moment  a  lady  adducea  her  irrefragidde  aigo* 
bient,  you  mtut.  Yon  have  still  however  one  com- 
fort left,  tliat  wW  I  must  wiHe,  you  nsay,  or  may 
hot  read,  just  as  it  4ha]l  pleaoe  you,  nnleas  lady 
JA-nne  at  your  elbow  should  say,  you  must  read  it, 
and  then,  like  a  true  knight,  yon  will  obey  with- 
out looking  for  a  remedy. 

In  the  press,  and  speedily  will  be  pubfished,  in 
one  volume  octavo,  price  three  shillingi,  Poems, 
by  William  Cowpe^  of  the  Inner  Temple,  Esq. 
You  may  si^ppose^  l^y  the  siie  of  the  puhlicatkNv 
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I  ttnctth^  gteatj^rt  poit^0f  tiienilta'te  Been  loDjf'kepC' iwpec^ 
I  Kcict^  becatiBe  yon  jouTBof  have  nerer  wtan  uieiiKr 
^  but  the  troth  b,  Afti  they  tfe  nmitvf  them,  ex- 
c^iC  what  joo  owe  in  your  poMginion,  the  pio- 
doce  or  Ine  not  wmte^.  Two- Aifdt  of  um  com- 
pibtion  wiB  be  occupied  by  fenrpleeee,  l&efint  of|  and 
wluch  Bpning  up  m  the  month  of  December,  an^ 
die  laet  of  them  in  tiie  month  of  Maidi.  They 
contain,  1  rappoae,  in  aB  abotit  two  thoneand  and 
Itm  hundred  finea;  aie  known,  oir  to  be  known  hi 
due  time,  by  ifte  namea  of  Table  ToZ^TRe 
ProgreBiofError^TyM^BxpottulaHoni  Mr. 
Kewton  wntea  a  Piefaoe^  and  Johnionis  tiiepab- 
Itther.  The  principal,  I  may  my  the  only  itaeon 
why  I- never  mentioned  to  you,  till  new,  an  afiair 
wnSkch  Tam  juat  going  to  make  known  to  aO  the 
wodd;  (it  thai  Mr.  AU-tbe-world  ahould  thmkit 
worth  his  knowing)  has  been  this;  that  tHl  with- 
in these  few  days,  I  had  not  the  honour  to  know  it 
myseit  This  may  seem  stmnge,  but  it  is  tmcj 
for  .not  knowing  where  to  find  underwriters  who 
woold  chooee  to  insure  .them';  and  not  finding  it 
convenient  to  a  purse  like  mine,  totim  any  hazard, 
even  upon  the.ciedit  of  my  qwn  ingenuity,  I  was 
very  much  in  ddubt  for  some  v^edcs,  whether  any 
bookseller  wonHbe  wilHng  to  sulgect  himself  to  an 
ambigi^ty,  that  might,  prove  very  expensive  in  case 
of  a  bad  market  But  lobnson  has-heroicany  set 
allperadventuies  at  defiance,  and  takes  the  whole 
charge  tipon  himsel£  6o  out  1  come.  I  shall  be 
gfatd  of  my  translations  from  Yincent  Bourne,  in 
your  next  firank.  My  Muse  will  lay  herself  at  your 
feet  immediately  on  her  first  ^bfic  appearance. 
Yours,  my  dear  frirad,  W.  C 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESCt 

MT  nSiA  SIR,  May  9, 1781. 

f  AX  in  diTpress,  and  it  is  in  vain  to  deny  it 
But  bow  nysterioQs  is  the  eonveyanoe  of  ii^uiHi- 
gence  from  one  «id  to  the  other  of  fo\a  great 
dty  M-Net  many  days  sinee,  except  one  man;  and 
he  but  little  taller  tbui  yourseU;  all  London  vras 
%norant  of  it]  for  I  do  not  suppose  thattbepoblic 
prints  have  yet  anbounoed  the  most  agreeable 
tidfaigs,  the  title  page,  which  is  the  basis  of  the 
advertiBement,  having  bo  latoly  reached  the  pab> 
Ibher ;  and  now  it  ie  known  to  yen,  who  live  at 
least  two  nntes  distant  from  my  confidant  upon 
the  occaabn. ' 

My  labonn  a^  principally  the  pfodoction  of 
the  last  winter;  all  indeed,  except  a  few  of  the 
minor  pieces.  When  I  can  find  no  other  occupa- 
tion, I  think,  and  when  I  think,  I  ato  very  apt  to 
do  it  hi  rhyme.  Henee  it  comes  tt^  pass  that  the 
season  of  the  year  which  generally  pinches  off  the 
flowers  of  poetry,  unfolds  mine,  such  as  they  are, 
and  crowns  me  vrith  a  Winter  garland.    In  this 


uienibtei  I  and  m^oontemponoybarai 
are. by  no  means  npoQ  a  par.  They  wittewimi 
the  daightiin  infnienoes  of  fine  weaffaef,  fine 
prospects,  and  a  nrisK  motion  cf  the  animal  s|n« 
ritS)  make/poetry  almost  the  bngoage  of  ndtme; 
I,  when  idelos  depend  fhxn'  aD  the'  leaves  of 
the  Parnassian  laurel,  and  when  a  reasonable 
man  would  aa  little  expect  to  succeed  in  Verse,  as 
to  hear  a  UacklM  whisfle:  This  must  be  my 
apology  to  you  for  whatette  want  of  fike  and  am- 
manon  you*  may  observe  m  whatt  yon  wiu  shoitfy 
hate  theperusal  ef.  As  to  iiie  publio,  if  they  fike 
me  not,  IheM  is  no  remedy.  A  friend  iHll  weigh 
and  consider  all  diaadtantages^  and  make  as  large 
aBowanees  aaan  author  can  wish,  and  larger  per- 
hapb  than  he  has  any  righ^  to  eo^peet;  but  not  eo 
the  worid  at  htfge;  n^tever  they  d6  not  like,  they, 
vrill  not  by  any  apology  be  perstiaded  to  foi^ve, 
and  it  vfoold  be  in  vain-  to  toll  <ftem,  that  1  wrote 
my  verses  in  January,  for  they  would  immedi- 
ately reply,  "Why  did  not  yon  iPfiite  them  ni 
MayT'  A  question  that  xnight  puzde  a  wieer 
head  than  ire  poetli  are  generBll7i>leaBed  vKth. 

W.  C. 


TO  THE  EEV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 
MT  nSAB  PBIBKD,  JBHoif  10, 1791. 

It  is  Friday;  I  have  hist  dnpmk  tea,  and  just 
perused  your  letter:  and  though  this  answer  can 
not  set  off*  till  Sunday,  I  bb^  the  vrurm  impulse 
I  feel,  which  will  not  permit  me  to  postpone  the 
business  till  the  regular  time  of  writfaig. 

I  expected  you  would  be  grieved;  if  youthad 
not  been  so,  those  senribifities  which  attend  yon 
upon  every  other  occasioii,  must  have  left  you 
upon  this,  i  am  sorry  that  I  hate  fpyea  yoir  pain, 
but  not  sony  that  you  haw  felt  it  A  concern  of 
that'sort  would  be  itbsuid,  becanse  it  Irould  be  to 
inqfret  your  finendship  for  me  and  to  be  dissatisfied 
with  tiie  effect  of  k.  AHow  yourself  however 
three  nmintes  only'for  reflection,  and  your  pene- 
tjration  must  necessarily  Ave  into  tiie  motives  of 
Xay  conduct.  In  tiie  flrrt  jdaoe,  and  by  vray  of 
preface,  remember  that  Ldo  not  (vrhatever  your 
partiality  may  indii^  you  to  do)  account  it  of 
nnxdi  consequence  to  anyfiiend  of  mine,  whether 
he  is,  or  is  not  employed  by  Ae  upon  such  an  oc- 
casion. But  afl  tdlMed  renundaitions  of  poetical 
merit  apart,  (and  all  nna.flfected  expressions  of  the 
sense  I  have  of  my  own  littleness  in  the  ^metical 
character  too)  the  obvious  and  only  reason  why  1 
resorted  to  Mr.  Newton,  and  not  to  my  friend 
Unwin,  was  this— 4hat  the  former  lived  in  Lon- 
don, the  latter  at  BtodL;  the  former  Vras  upon  the 
spot  to  correct  the  press,  to  give  inetractions  re- 
specting any  sudden  aUerstibhs,  and  to  settle  vritlr 
the  publisher  every  thing  that  might  poariNy  eecot 
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m  ibe  ooone  of  cocli  a  buanefw:  the  ktter  could 
not  bo  applied  to,  for  these  p^iipoeee,  without  what 
wpuldhe  a  raanifeBt  eneroachi^ent  on  hla  kind- 
ness} bepause  it  might  happen,  that  the  tioilble- 
flpme  office  ipight  east  h|m  now  and  then  a  jour- 
ney, Tiduch  it  was  absolutely  impossible  fixr  me  to- 
enduxe  the  thought  oC    ^    .  '  ;,. 

When.  I  wrote  to  you  for  the.  copies  you  have 
'  sent  me,  I  to|d  you  I  wae  making  a  collection,  but 
not  with  a  design  to  publish.  Theito  is  notiiing 
truer,  than  that  at  that  time  I  had  not  the  smallest 
expectation  of  sending  a  Volume  of  .Poems  to  the 
press.  I  had  several  small  pieces  that  i 
amuse,  but  I  would  pot,  wlvenl  publish,  make  the 
amusement  of  the  reader  my  only  object.  When 
the  winjier  deprived  me  of  other  employments,  I 
began  to  compose,,  and  seeing  six  or  seven  months 
beffoxe  me,  which  would  naturally  afford  me  much 
leisure  for  such.a  punwse,  I  undertook  a  piece  o^ 
some  length;  that  finished,  another;  and  so  o^i, 
till  1  had  uminnwl  the  number  of  lines  1  mentioned 
inmyl^ 

Believe  gf  me  what  you  please,  but  not  that  I 
am  indifferent  to  you,  or  your  friendship  for  me, 
on  any  occasion.    • 

Yflttrs,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MY  UBAR  FRIEND,  May  23, 1781. 

If  a  water's  ftienda  have  need  of  patience,  how 
much ,  more  the  writer!  Your  desire  to  see  my 
muse  in  pubhc,  and  mine  to  gratify  you,  must 
both  suffer  the  mortification  of  delay — I  expected 
that  my  trumpeter  would  liave  informed  the  world 
by  this  time  of  all  that  is  needful  for  them  to  know 
upon  smdi  an  occaaon;  and  that  an  advertising 
blast,  blown  through  every  newspaper,  would  have 
said — '  The  poet  is  coming.'— But  man,  especially 
.  mati  that  writes  verse,  is  bom  to  diappointmeiits, 
as  surely  as  printfffs  and  booksellers  axe  bom  to  be 
the  most  dilatory  and  tedioui^  of  all  creatures.  The 
plain  English  of  this  magnificent  preamble  is,  that 
the  season  of  publication  is  ^ust  elapsed,  that  the 
town  is  going  into  the  coiintry  every  day,  and 
thai  my  book.cAn  not  appear  till  they  retu^,  that 
is  to  say  not  till  next  winter.  This  misfortmie 
however  comes  not  without  its  attendant  adyan- 
tkige;  I  shall  now^Jiave,  what  I  should  not  other- 
wise have  had,  an  opportunity  to  correct  the  pjess 
mysellT;  no  small  advantage  Upon  any  occasion, 
bi;t  especially  important,  wheie  poetry  is  concern- 
ed! A  sidgle  erratum  may  knoRrk  out  the  brains 
of  ft  whole  package,  and  that  perhaps,  which  of  all 
others,  tiie  unfortuUate  poet  is* the  most  proud  of 
Add  to  tbis^  that  now  and  then. there  is.to  be  found 
in  a  printing  house  a  presumptuous  intermeddlcr, 
who  .will  fancy  hknself .  a  poet  too,  and  what  is 


still  worse,  a  better  than  he  that  employs  lum. 
Thfi  consequence  is^  that  witlx  cobbling,  and  tin- 
kering, and  patching  on  herd  and  there  a  shred  of 
his  own,  he  makes  such  a  difierence  between  the 
ctriginal  and  the  copy,  that  an  auflux  can  not 
know,  his  own  work  again.  Now  as  I  choose  to 
be  req»nnble  for  nobod/f  dulness  but  my  own, 
I  am  Klittle  comforted,  when  I  reflect  that  it  will 
be  in  jny  power  to  pzevent  all  such  impertinence, 
and  yet  not  wi&out  your  assistance.  It  will  be 
quite  necessary,  that  the  correspondence  between 
me  and  Johnpon  should  (be  caz^d  on  without  the 
escpense  of  postage;  because  proof  eheets  would 
make  doublo  or.treble  letters,  which  expense,  as  in 
every  instance  it  must  occur  twice,  first  when  the 
packet  ia/sent,  and  again!  when  it  is  returned, 
would  be  rather  inconvenient  to  u)s,  who,  as  jou 
peitoeive,  am  forced  to  live  by  my  vrits,  and  to  him, 
who  hopes  to  get  a  little -matter  no  doubt  by  the 

means.  Half  a  doien  ficanks  there^ie  to 
me,  and  totidem  to  him,  will  be  amgularly  accept- 
able, if  you  can,,  without  feeling  it  in  any  respect 
a  trouble,  pracure  them  for  me. 

I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  offer  to  sup- 
port me  in  a  translation  ef  Bourne. .  It  is  but 
seldom,  however,  and  i^ever  exceptibr  my  amuse- 
ment, that  I  tuanslate}  because  X  find  it  disagreea- 
ble to  work  by  another  man*s  pattern;  I  shouki  at 

be  sure  to  find  it  so  in  a  business  of  any 
leqgth.  Again,  thai  is  ^igrammatic  and  witty 
in  Latin,  which  would  be  perfectly  innpid  in  Eng- 
lish; and  a  translator  ef  Bourpe  would  firequently 
find  hin^self  obliged  to  supply  what  is  called  the 
turn,  which  b  in  fitct  the  most  difficult,  and  the 
most  expensive  part  of  the  whole  composition,  and 
could  not  perhaps,  in  many  instances,  be  done 
with  any  tolerable  iracoess.  If  a  Latin  poem  is 
n^t,  elegant,  and  musical,  it  is  enough — but  Eng- 
lish reader^  aife  not  so  easily  satisfied.  To  quote 
myself,  you  veill  find,  in  comparing  the  Jack-daw 
with  the  original,  that  I  was  obliged  to  sharpen  a 
point  which,  thoug^i  smart  enough  in  the  Latin, 
would,  in  English,  have  appeared  as  plain,  and 
as  blunt  as  the  .tag  of  a  lace.  I  love  the  memoiy 
of  Vihny  Bourne.  I  thi|ik  him  a  better  Latin 
poet  than  Tibullus,  Propertius,  AuaoniuB,  or  any 
of  the  writers  in  hia  way,  except  Ovid,  and  not  M 
all  inferior  to  him.  1  love  him  too  with  a,  Iqve  of 
partiality,  because  he  wae  usheic  of  the  fifth  form 
at  Westminster,  when  I  passed  through  it  He 
was  so, good-natured,  and  so  indolent,  that  I  lost 
more  than  I  got  by  him;  for  he  made  me  as  idle  aa 
himself.  He  was  such  a  sloven,  as  if  he  had 
trusted  to  his  genius  as  a  cloak  for  eveiy  thing 
that  coukl  diigust  JOU  in  his  person;  and  indeed 
in  hjs  writings  he  has  almost  made  amends  for 
all.  His  humour  is  entupely  original — ^he  can 
speak  of  a  magpie  or  a  cat  in  terms  so  exduavely 
appropriated  to  the  character  he  drawn,  that  one 
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would  Mtppoie'  him  aniiii^ted  \fy  the  ipirit  of  the 
ereaUue  hA  describes.  And  with  ^  ^his  dioHe^ 
theie  k  a  mixtun  of  ntianal,.and  even,  religious 
refleetion,  at  times:  and  always  an  air  of  plea- 
santly^ good-nature,  and  humanity,  that^  makes 
hiok,  4n  my  mind,  one  of  the  moctt'  amiable  writers 
in  the  worid. '  It  is  not  common  to'  meet  with  an 
auUior  who  can  make  jou  smile,  and'  yet  at  no- 
iiody'a  expense:  who  is  always  entertaining,  and 
yet  always  harmless;  and  who,  though  always 
degant,  and  classieal  to  a  degreo  not  always  found 
in  the  claiMics  themsebes,  diarms  moie  by  the  nm- 
plictty  and  playfylnessof  his  ideas,  than  by  the  neat; 
Bess  and  the  purity  of  his  verse ;  yet  such  was  po5r 
Vinny.  I  remember  seeing  the  Duke  of  Richmond 
t  fire  to  his  greasy  locks,  a^box  his  eara  to  put 


I  to  turn  up  my  nose  at  the  idea  of  a  short 
one.  I  have  lately  entered, upon  ope,  which,  if 
ever  finished,  canx  Hot  easily  .be  comprised  in 
moch  lees  than  a  thpusand  lines !  But  this  myst 
make  put  of  a  seoopd  publication,  and  be  accoiQ- 
panied,  in  due  time,  by  others  pot  yet  thought  of; 
fivr  it  seems  (what  I  did  not  know  till  the  booksel- 
ler had  occasion  to  tell  me  so)  that  single  pieces 
stand  no'  chance,  and  tha^  nothing  less  than  m 
volant  will  go  doWn.  You  yourself  afford  me  a 
proof  of  th0>  certainty  of  this  intelligence,  by  send- 
ing me  franks  which  nothing  less  than  a  volume 
can  fill,  i  have  accordingly  sent  you  one,  but  am 
obliged  'to  add,  that  had  the  wind  been  in  any 
other  poin^  of  the  compass,  or,  blowing  <ub  it  does 
from  the  east,  had  it  been  less  boisterous,  you 
most  have  been  contented  with  a  much  shorter 
letter,  hot  the  abridgment  of  every  other  occupa^ 
tkm  is  Very  fayounble  to  that  of  writii^. 

4  am  glad  I  did  not  expect  to  hear  from  yoti  by 
this  poet,  for  the  boy  has  k>6t  the  bag  in  which  your 
letter  must  have  been  enclosed — another  reason 
for  my  prohxity  1    Yours  affectionately,  W.  C. 


you  will  obli^B  me  by  a  speedy  answer  upon  this 
subjtet,  because  it  is  expedient  tha^  the  printer 
should  know  to  whom  he  is  to  ^nd  hSs  copy ;  and 
when  the  j^iess  is  once  set,  those  hum1)le  servfmts 
of  the  poets  aito  rather  impatient  of  any  delay,  be- 
cause the  types  are  wanted  for  other  a^uthors,  who 
are  equally  impatient  to  be  bonk     - 

This  fine  weather  I  suppose  ^ets  you  on  horse- 
back, and  alludes  the  ladies  into  the  garden.  If  I 
wds.  at  Stock,  I  should  be  of  their  party ;  and  while 
t&ey'sat^knof^g  of  netting  in  the  shade,  should 
comfort  myself  with  the  thought,  that  I  had  not  a 
Least  luider  me,  whose  walk  would  seem  tedious, 
whose  trot  would  jumble  me,  and  who^  gallop 
might  throw  me  into  a  ditch.'  What  nat^re  ex- 
pressly designed  me  for  I  have  never  been  able  to 


it  out  again.  Since  I  began  rewrite  long  poems,  I  conjecture;  I  seem  to  mjrself  so  •universally  dis- 
qualified for  the  common  and  customary  occupa- 
tions and  aihusem^nts  of  mankind.  When  I  was 
a  boy,  I  excelled  at  cricket  and  foot-ball,  but  the 
fame  I  acquirpd  by  achiev(<ments  that  way  is  lopg 
since  forgotten,  and,  I  do  not  know  that  I  have 
made  a  figure  in  any  thing  else.  I  am  ^ure,  how- 
ever, that  she  did 'not  design  me  for  a  horseman; 
and  that,  if  all  men  were  of  my  mind,  thero  would 
be  an  end  Bf  all  jockeyship  for  ever.  I  am  rather 
straitened  for  time,  and  no^  very  rich  m  materials, 
therefore',  with  our  joint  love  to  you  all,  conclude 
myself,  '       '      .       'Ypursever,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,    •  iMhy,  1781. 

I  BELiEVB  I  never  ^ve  you  trouble  without  foot 
faig  more  than  I  ^ve ;  so  much  by  way  of  prefiioB 
and  apology. 

Thus  stands  the  casfr>-Johnson  has  b«gun  to 
print,  ^nd  Mr.  Newton  has  alreioly  correcled  the 
first  sheet.  This  unexpected  despatch  makes  it 
necessary  for  me  to  furnish  myself  with  the  means 
of  communication,  viz.  the  franks,  as  soon  as  may 
be.  '  There  are  reasons  (I  believe  I  mentioned  them 
in  my,  last)  why  I  choose  to  revise  the  proofs  my- 
self:-7-n6verthdess,  if  your  delicacy  must  suffer 
the  punctnrs  of  a  pin's  point  in  procuring  the  franks 
for  me,  I  release  you  entirely  from  the  task :  you 
are  as  free  as  if  I  had  ntover  mentioned  them.  But 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWINj 

< 

Mt  DEAR  FRIEND,  JulW  5,  ITBI.    ' 

If  the  old  adage  be  true,  that '  he  gives  twice, 
who  gives  speedily,*  it  is  equally  true  that  he  who 
not  only  nObB  expedition  in  giving,  but,  gives  more 
than  was  asked,  givcsB  thrice  at  least.  Such  is  the 
style  in  wlDth  Mr.  ^—  confers  a  favour.'  He 
has  not  only  sent  me  fianks  to  Johnson,  but  under 
another  cover,  has  added  six  to  you.  These  last, 
for  aught  that  appears  by  youz  letter,  he  threw  in 
of  his  own  m^  bounty.  I  beg  that  my  share  of 
thanks  may  not  be  wanting  on  this  oocaaon,  and 
that  when  you  write  to  hiia  next  you  will  assure 
him  of  th^  sense  I  have  of  the  obligation,  which  is 
the  more  flattering,  as  it  includes  a  proof  of  his 
predilection  in  fitvour  o£  the  poems  Jiis  franks  are 
destined  to  enclose.  .  May  they  not  forfeit  his  good 
opinion  hereafter,  nor  yours,  to  whom  I  hold  my- 
self indebted  in  the  first  place,  and  who  have  equal- 
ly given  me  credit  for  their  deseryings!  Your 
mother  says,  that  although  there  are  passages  in 
them  containing  opinions  which  will  not  be  uni- 
versally subscribed  to,  the  world  will  at  least  allow 
what  my  great  modesty  will  not  permit  mi»'to  sub- 
join. I  have  the  highest  opinion  of  her  ju<1f  ment, 
and  know,  by  having  experienced  the  sonndncw» 
of  them,  that  her  observations  are  alwi^s  worthv 
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of  atU>iiUolt  and  regard.  Yrt,  kraoge  as  it  may 
faem,  1  do  n^  fe^l  t^^  yaoity  of  an  author,  when 
■he  eummendfl  me — ^but  I  feelaamething  beMerv a 
«pur  to  my  diligence,  and  a  cordial  to  my  apiiita, 
both  together  animating  me  to  deeenre,  atl^aatnot 
to  fall  short  of  her  expectations.  For  I  verily  be- 
lieve, if  my  dulneas  should  ear9  me  the  duurader 
of  i  dunce,  the  censure  would  affect  her  more  than 
me;  noi  that  I  am  insensible  of  tht  value  of  a 
good  name,  eit&er  as  a  man  or  an  author.  With- 
outaA  axnUtion  to  attain  it,  it  is  absolutely  unattaina- 
ble under  either  of  thon  descriptions.  Biit  «iy 
life  having  been  in  many  respects  a  teries  of  mor- 
tifications and  disappointments,  I  am  become  less 
apprehensive  an3  impressible  perhaps  insome  points 
than  I  should  otherwise  hav«  been;  and  though  I 
should  be  exquisitely  sorry  to  disgrace  my  firi^nds, 
could  endur»my  own  share  of  the  afflWitimi  with 
a  reisoiMtble  measufe  of  tranquillity. 

I'hese  seasonable  showers  have  poured  floods 
upon  airthe  neighbouring  parishes,  but  have  pass- 
ed us  by.  ■  My  ^garden  languishes,  and,  what  is 
worw,  the  fields  too  languish,  and  the  upland  grass 
is  burnt.  These  discriminations  are  not  fortuitous. 
But  if  they  are  providential,  what  do  they  import  1 
.  I  can  only  ansyver,  as  a  friend  of  mine  onoe  .an- 
I  swered  a  mathematical  question  in  the  schools^ 
*  Prornu  nescio"  Perhaps  it  is,  that  men,  who' 
will  not  believe  Vtrhat  theyxan  not  understand,  may 
learn  the  folly  of  their  conduct,  while  their  very 
senses  are  made  to  witness  against  them  ^  and  them- 
selws  in  the  eourse  of  Providence  become  the  sub- 
jects of  a  thousand  dispensations  they  can  not  ex- 
plain.- But  the  end  is  never  answered.  The  les- 
son is  inculcated  indeed  frequently  enough,  but 
nobody  learns  it  WelL  Instruction  vouchsafed 
in  vain  ia,  I  suppose,  a  debt,  to  be  accounted  for 
hereafter.  You  must  understand  this  to  be  a  soli- 
loquy. I  wrote  my  thoughts  without  recollecting 
that  I  was  writmg  a  letter,  and  to  yote.    W.  Cr 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  FRIfiKD,  JUUC  84,  1781. 

The  letter  you  withheld  so  long,  lest  it  khould 
give  me  pain,  gave  me  pleasure.  Horade  9ays,  the 
poets  are  a  wajipish  race ;  and  from  my  own  expe- 
rience of  the  temper  of  two  or  three,  with  whom 
I  waB  formerly  connected,  t  can  readily  subscribe 
to  the  chi^nfcter  he  gives  them.  But  for  toy  own 
part,  I  have  never  yet  felt  that  excessive  irritability, 
which  some  writers  discovinr,  when  a  friend,  in  the 
words  of  Pope, 

"  JuBt  hints  a  fault,  or  hesitates  dblllcf/' 
Least  of  all  would  I  give  way  to  such  an  unsea- 
sonable' ebullition,  merely  because  a  civil  question 
IS  proposed  to  tne.with  such  gentleness,  and  by  a 
man  whose  concf^rn  for  my  credit  and  character  I 


veri^  boliove  to  h^  sinooe.  I  replyt  therdbve,  nol 
peevishly,  but  with  a  tenseof  thekindnesRof  you 
intentions,  that  i  hope  you  may  make  younelf 
very  easy  on  a  subject,  thati  oan  peroeive  hi|B  ttO' 
casioiied  you  some  solidtnde.  When  I  wrote  the 
poem  called  7VWA,  it  was  indispensably  neoeesaiy 
that  I  should  set  Ibith  that  doctoine  which  I  kaom 
to  be  true,  knd  that  I  should  pais  what  I  vnder- 
stood  to  be  a  just  censure  upon  opinbos  and  per- 
suasioDs  that  differ  from,  or  stand  in  direct  oppo- 
si^n  to  it;  because,  tb6ugh  some  erms  may  be 
innocent,  and  even  leligious  errofs  are  not.  always 
.pernicious,  yet  in  a  case  wl^re  the  &ith  and  hope 
of  a  Chrittian  are  concerned,  they  must  necoMi 
rily  be  destructive;  and  twcanse,  neglecting  this^ 
I  should  have  betrayed  my  subject ;  eiliher  sup- 
pressing what,  in  my  judgment,  is  of  tfa^  last  im- 
portaiMxr^  or  giving  counten^oe  by  a  timid  flflenoe, 
tothe  very  eirals  it  was  toy  design  tocombat  That 
you  may  undentand  me  better,  I  will  subjoin — 
that  I  wrote  that  poem  on  purpose  to  inculcate  the 
eleemoeynaiy  character  of  the  Koepel,  as  a  dispen- 
sation of  meicy,  in  the  most  absolute  sense  of  the 
word,  to  the  exclusion  of  all  claims  of  merit  on  the 
part,  f>f  the  receiver ;  consequently  to  set  the  farand 
of  invalidity  upon  the  plea  of  works,  and  to  dis- 
cover, upon  spiritual  ground,  the  absurd^  of  that 
notiiMi,  which  includes  a  solecismin  the  very  terms 
qf  it,  that  man,  by  repentance  and  good  worka. 
may  deserve  the  mercy  of  his  i/bkia :  1  call  it  a 
solecism,  becausemercy  deserved  oeaaes  to  be  me^ 
cy,  and  must  take  the  name  of  justice.  This  is 
the  opinion  which  I  said  in  my  last  the  world 
would  not  acquiesce  in ;  but  except  this,  I  do  not 
recollect  that  I  have  introduced  a  syllable  into  any 
of  my  pieces,  that  they  can  possibly  object  to ;  and 
even  this. I  have  endeavoured  to  deliver  fixmi  ddo- 
trinal  dryness,  by  as  many  pretty  thinge,  in  the 
way  of '.trinket  and  playthhig,  ss  I  could  muster 
upon  the  subject.  So  that  if  I  have  rubbed  their 
gums,  I  have  taken  care  to  do  it  with  a  coral,  and 
even  that  coral  embellished  by  the  ribbon  to  which 
it  is  tied,  and  recommended  by  the  tinkHng  of  all 
Hhe  beUs  I  could  contrive  to  annex  to  it. 

You  need^hot  trouble  youfsdf  to  call  on  John- 
son; being  perfectly  acquainted  with  the  progress 
of  the  business,  I  am  able  to  satisfy  your  cuiiositj 
myself— the  post  before  the  last  I  returned  to  him 
the  second  sheet  of  Table  Talk,  Which  he  had 
sent  me  for  correction,  and  which  stands  fcNreinost 
in  the  volume.  The  delay  has  enabled  ma^  to  add 
a  piece  of  considerable  length,  which,  but  for  the 
delay,  would  hot  have  made  its  appearance  upon 
this  TX)casion ;  it  answers  to  the  name  of  Hope. 

I  remember  a  line  in  the  Odytiscy,  which,  Ute^ 
rally  translated,  imports  that  there  is  nothizig  in 
the  world  mor^  impudent  than  the  belly.  But  had 
Homer  met  with  an  instance  of  modesty  like  yoiin, 
he  would  either  have  suppressed  that  observation, 
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zt  «t  hsm  lMrti»9valiM  il  ^th  hi  exeeptiaftL  I 
Ubpe  llMt>  fiir  tbtf  fktttro,  Mrt.  \Jaim  wiQ  wver 
vlflfer  yoa  to  gb  to  Loadon  wilhoat  pottiiig 
■MBB  tictwdr  in  3l«Nur  pocket;  ibrwhatAiltvaflge 
utkde  would  it  mato  ki  a  newipafiav,  that  a  MUl, 
wtMnno4  gntlinA%  b]r  faii  appcflnoioe  a  c^ 
Syittaii,  and  ifitk  a  pans  oiT  gDl4  i^  ^  pockflt, 
W)u  tonnd  fltarvedtodealh  mlilaBiCnet.  HiofW 
would  it  jwzzle  oonjf^tore  to  flfloeont  fat  raeh  a 
plMnattenoD!  Ckkuawoiiiilfliqppoflelilfltyra'bad 
b^en  kidba{iped|  ISke  Bellj  Cf  oniiig,  of  kidigiy 
lUBuwir^;  othera  woold  a^y,  4ibe  gentlaaan  was  a 
mellioditfkA  and  had  pnptiBed  a  rigorous  Mlfd^^ 
wMeh  had  unhappy  proved  too  hard  for  hie  opa> 
eliietiaD;  but  I  wiB  ii«iitiiie  to  faj  tiiat  nobody 
would  divine  the  ieti  canmy  ov  euqieet  fbr  a  mo* 
toent,  tint  yov  modeety  had  oecaeioiwd  tiieimgedy 
m  qooelloii.  •  By  the  way,  ie  it  not  poenUe,  tiiat 
the  epannen  and  islendenteM  of  your'  peTBan  may 
be  owing  to  the  eune  ca^iel  •ibr  eorely  it  ie  na- 
eoneldc  to  euspect  that  the  beebfiilneeB  which  eouid 
pievaH  hgainet  ymi,  on  ao  trying  aa  oecanon,  may 
beeqnal^prenJenloaothaB.  I  nmember  having 
been  told  by  Pohnan,  that'  when  he  onee  dined 
with  Oarriek,  be  repeatedly  preaaed  pn  to  eat 
more  of  a  certain  dish,  that  he  was  known  to  be 
particutady  fimd  of;  Colman  as  often  lefoaed,  and 
atlaetdecbiedheooaldnot:  "ButcooUnDtyf»n,'' 
aaya  Ghurrick,  "  if  yon  was  in  a  dark  cloeet  by 
yooraelfr  The  same  qnartaon  migk  perfaape  be 
put  to  yon  with  as  nmch,  er  mcve  propriety,  and» 
duarafine  I  recoiflaieiMl  it  to  you,  Mther  to  Amueh 
youxeeif  with  a  Bttle  man  aasnranee  er  alwiQvto 
eat  in  die  dark. 

Wh  eympathiEe  with  Mn.  XTnwin;  and  if  it 
Iriii  be  any  comfort  to  her  to  know  it,  canaseure 
her,  tfa«t  a  lady  in  our  neighbourhood  Is  alwaya, 
en  each  eooasiacis,  the  most  nuaeodile.of  all  things^ 
ind  yet  ee(»pes  with  great  ftdltty  through  aU  the 
dangers  of  her  state.  Vours,  tU  temper,    W.C. 


TO  TEE  REV.  WILLIAM  FNWIN: 

Jufy6, 178L   . 
We  ai^  obSgedto  yo«  &r  the  rugs,  a  commo- 
,  dHy  that  can  never  eous  to  anch  a^place  as  this 
\  at  an  nnseaaonable  time.    We  have  given  one  to 
an  industrious  poor  widow,  with  four  children, 
^  wImm  suter  everhMurd  her  ri>ivering  in  the  night, 
^    and  with  aome  .difiicnity  bnipght  her  to  oem^feas 
'    ;  the  neit  morning,  that  she  was  half  perished  for 
[want  of  sQffieient  uoveiing.    Her  said  sister  bor- 
rowed a  rug  ibr  her  at  a.  neighbour's  immediately, 
which' she  had  used  only  one  night  when  yours 
arrived:  and  I  doubt  not  but  we  shall  meet  with 
Tthers,  equally  indigent  and  deserving  of  your 
Doanty» 

Much  good  may  your'  hnpianity  do  you,  as  it 

T 


does  aa  mttch  good  to  otherl  I—- Tou  can  no  when 
ifaifl  objectfe  man  flnfided  to  your  pity  thi^i  wh^n 
yew  |iity  ieeks  them.  A  man,  trfaon  vices  and 
iiMgnlaritiH  hlavitf  brought  fab  liberty  and  life  mto 
dai^,  wiD  always  be  vtowed  with  an  eye  of  com* 
passinn  b^  those  who  undentand  what  human 
naUmisaiadBof;  and  while  we  acknowledge  the 
eeveritin  of  the  lew  to  be  fin^aded  npoiyprinciples 
of  necessity  and  jnstkfe^  and  an  gUd  tiiat  thoe  Is 
audi  a  barrier  pTOfvided  fbr  the  peace  of  society,  if 
w««oiisidHr  that  the  diAnnee  between  ouselves 
and  the  adpilt  is  not  of  our  01171  making,  we  ahaU 
be,  as  yon  an,  tenderly  aftetsd  by  di»  view  of  hie 
mbery;  and  not  the  less  snbecaun  he  has  brought. 
itnpob.liimBelf. 

'  I  give  yoii  Joy  of  your  own  hair,  no  doubt  yofu 
an  oonsideilibly  a  gainer  'in  your  appearance  by 
bemg  di^pertte^^.  The  best  wig  is  that  whkh 
most nsembies the natund  hair.  Whythenshotdd 
he,  who  haahair  enough  of  his  own,  have  neoaree 
toimitationl  I  have  little  doubt  hot  that  if  an 
arm  or  leg  could  ban  been  taken  off  withae  little 
pain  as  attendi  the  amputation  of  a  curl.or  a  lode 
of  hauc,  the  naturaljimb  wouki  have  been  thought 
leas  beccttning,  or  leaa  convenient,  by  some  men, 
than  a  wooden  one,  and  have  been  di^weed  of  ao* 
corfingly. 

Having  begun  my  letter  wiih  andaerable  pen, 
I  was  unwilling  to  change  it  fiv  a  better,  lest  my 
writing  should  hot  be  dl  of  a  piece.  But  it  has 
worn  me  imd  my  patienoe  quite  out  Younever, 

W.C, 


TO  THE  REV.  JOfiN  NEWTON. 

ifT  rhcr  DBAR  FRUND,     .  July  12, 1781. 

I  AM  going  to  send,what  when  you  hieive  read, 
you  i^ay  aerate^  your  heed^  and  say,  I  suppose-, 
there's  nobody  knows,' whether  what 'I  have  got, 
be  vena  or  not^by  the  tune  an4  the  time,  it 
ought  to  be  riiymej  but  if  it  be,  did  yon  ev^r  see, 
of  late  Or  of  yore,  such  a  ditty  beforel 

I  have  writ€harity,  not  fiir  popularity,  but  as 
wen  as  I  could,  in  hopes  to  do  good;  and  jf  the 
reviewer  should  say  "  to  be  sura,  the  gentleman's 
muse  wean  methodist  shoes,  you  m^y  know  by 
her  pace,'  and  talk  about  grace,  that  she  and  her 
bald  ham  littl*  regard,  for  the  taste  and  fashions, 
and  ruling  paasionsj  and  hcidening  play.  aT  the 
modem  day;  and  though  die  aasoine  a  borrowed 
plumed  and  now  and  then  wear  a  tittering  ak,  'tis 
only  her  pbm,  to  cateh  if  she  can,  the  giddy  and 
gay,  aJB  they  go  that  way,  by  a  ]nnductbn,  on  a 
new  construction;  she  has  baited  her  trap,  in  hopes 
to  snap  all  that  may  come,  with  a.  sugar-plum.'^ 
— ^His  opinion  in  this  will  not  be  amiss;  'tis  wha 
T  intend  my  principal  endj  and  if  I  aucco^,  apti 
folks  should  read,  till  a  few  an  brought  co  a  a«- 
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nous  thoogbt,  I  dioidd  think  I'm  paid,  fiv  all  I 
have  said,  and.aU  I  have  done,  thongl^I  havenm, 
■mny  a  time,  after  a  rhynie,  as  &r  aa  from  hence, 
lo  4he  end  of  my  ataac^'and  by  hook  ai  crook-, 
write  another  book,  if  I  live  and  am  here,  another 
year.  '     •» 

I  have  heard  before,  ofa  room  with  a-floor,-  laid 
upon  apringa,  and  aueh  like  tiling,  with  ao  nnich 
art,  in  every  part,  t^  when  you  went  in,  youwaa 
forced  to  begin  a  minnet  pace,  with  an  air  and  a 
grace,  awimnung  about,  now  in  and  now  oui,  witli 
a  deal  of  etate,  in  a  figitte  of  eight,  without  pipe  or 
atiing,  or  any  auch  thing;  and  now  I  have  writ,  in  a 
rhyming  fit,  what  will  make  yoi^  dance,  and  aa  you 
advance,  v?ill  keep  you  still,  though  against  your 
will,  dancing  away,  alert  and  gay,  till  you  come 
to  an  end  of  what  I  have  penn'd;  which  that  you 
may  do,  ere  Madam  and  you  are  quite  worn  out 
wilh  jigging  about,  I  take  D^y  leave,  and  here  you 
receive,  a  bow  profound,  dppran  to  the  ground,  from 
your  humble  me—  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWH^T. 

MT  DEAR  FRiENO,  '  July  39,  1781. 

'  Having  given  the  case  jou  laid  before  me  in 
your  last  all  due  consideration,  I  proceed  to  an- 
swer it^  and  in  order  to  clear  my  way,. shaft  in 
the.fiTst  place,iet  down  toy  sense  of  those  passages 
in  Scripture  which,  on  a  hasty  perusal,  seem  to 
clash  vrith  the  opinion  I  am  goiiig  to  give—"  if  a 
man  smite  one  cheek,  turn*  the  othef ." — "  If  he 
take  thy  ckuik,  let  hun  take  thy  coat  also.*' — That 
is,  I  supoose,  rather  than  on  a  vindictive  principle 
avail  yourself  of  that  remedy  the  law  allows  yon, 
in  the  way  of  retaliation,  for  that  waa  the  subject 
immediately  under  the  ^scussion  of  the  speaker. 
Kothing  is  so  contrary  to  tl^  gfnitui  of  theG^ospel, 
as  the  gratification  of  reaentment  and  revenge ; 
but  I  can  no^  easily  persuade  myself  to  think,  that 
Jie  author  of  that  dispensation  could  possibly  ad- 
vise his  followers  to  consult  their  own  peace  at  the 
expense  of  the  peace  of  society,  or  inculcate  an 
universal  abstinence  from  the  use  of  lawful  reme- 
dies, to  the  encouragement  of  inju];jr  and  i^pres^ 
sion. 

St  Paul  again  aeems  to  condenm  the  practice 
of  going  to  law,  "  Why  do  ye.  not  rather  sufier 
Wrong  1  &c"  But  if  we  look  again,  we  shall  find 
that  a  litigious  temper  had  obtained,  and  was. pre- 
valent among  the  prpfessors  of  the  day.  This  he 
condemned,  and  with  good  reamn;  it  was  uh- 
iwemly  to  the  last  degrecf  that  the  disciples  of  the 
Prince  of  Peace  should  worry  and  vex  each  other 
i^rith.  injofious  treatment,  and  unnecessary  dis- 
pptcs,  to  the  scandal  of  their  religion  in  the  eyes 
^f  the  i^eathen.  But  surely  he  did  not  mean  any 
.ifiire  than  his  Master,  in  the  place  abore  allnded 


lo,  that  the  most  harmlfs  membfty  of  eosaelf 
ahonld  receive  no  advantage  of  its  laira,  or  ^unk 
be  the  only  persons,  in  the  woiU  who  diould  d» 
rive  no  benefit  from  those  institntinns,  whhoai 
which  society  can  not  mhsist.  Neitiier  of  tbea 
could  meaii  to  throw.doWn  the  pale  nf  pmpeitjf, 
and  to  lay  the  Christian  part  of  the  worid  sfien, 
throughout  all  agea,  to  the  incurnons  of  unlimited 
viofonoe  and  wrong. 

By  this  time  you  am  su£Bdent]y  aware,  that  I 
think  yon  h^ve  an  undisputahle  right  to  recovei 
at  lavi^  what  is  to  dishonestly  withheld  from  yoa. 
ThefeUow,  .1  suppose,  has  diseemmeBtenoQgh 
^  see  adifierence  between  you  and  the  generality 
of  the  deigy;  and  cunning  enough  to  coocelvq 
the  purpoae  of  turning  your  meeknesa  and  for* 
bearanee  to  good  account,  and  of  coining  them 
inta  liard  cashj  wbich  he^  means  to  pot  in  hit 
pocket.  But  I  weuld  disappoint  him,  and  aheiw 
him,  that  though  a  Christian  is  not  to  be  quarrd- 
Bome,  he  is  not  to  be  crushed— and  that  thou^ 
he  is  but  a  worm  before  Qod,  he  is  not  such  a 
worm,  as  eyery  selfish  nnprindpled  wretch  may 
tread  upon  at  his  pleasure^ 

I  lately  heard  a  stor^  from  a  lady,  who  has  spent 
many  years- of  her  life  in  France,  somewhat  to  the 
preaent  purpose.  An  ^hhH,  universally  esteemed 
for  his  piety,  and  especially  for  the  meekness  ef 
his  manners,  had,  yet  undesignedly,  given  some 
bfienoe  to  a  shabby  fellow  in  his  paxiui.  The  man, 
fconcluding  he  might  do  as  he  pleased  with  ao  for- 
giving* and..gent]e  a  character,  strudi  him  on  one 
cheek,  and  bade.him  turn  the  other.  The  good 
man  did  so,  an^  when  lie  had  recdved  the  tw» 
alaps,  which  he  thought  himself  obliged  to  submit 
to,  turned  again,  and  beat  him  sound^.  I  do  not 
wish  to  se^  ydu  fellow  the  Frendi  gentlemai^a 
example,  but  I  believe  nobody  that  has  heard  the 
story  condemns  him  much  for  the  spudt  he  showed 
upon  .the  occasion. 

I  had  the  relation  from  Lady  Austen,*  sister  to  ^ 
Mrs.  Jones,  wife  of  the  minister  at  Clifton.  She  I 
is  a  most  agreeable  vroman,  and  has  fidlen  in  bve 
with  your  mother  and  me;  insomuch,  that  I  do 
not  know  but  she  may  settle  at  Olney.  Yester- 
day se'ennight  vre  all  dined  tqgether  in  the  Sptn- 
nic — a  most  delightful  retkement^  bekmging  to 
Mts;  Throckmoiton  of  Weston.  Lady  Austen's 
lackey,  and  a  lad  that  waits  on  me  in  the  garden, 
drove  a  wheelbarrow  full  of  eataliles  and^drinka- 
bles  to  the  scene  of  our  FiiU  ChmmpHn.  A  board 
laid  Over  the  top  of  the  wheejbanpw  served  us  for 
a  table;  our  dining-room  was  a  root-houie  lined 
with  moss  and  ivy.  At  px  c^clock,  the  servants, 
who  had  dined  under  a  great  elm  upon  the  ground, 
at  a  little  distance,  boiled  the  Jcettle,  and  thetoid 


Widow  of  &lr  RobeK  AinteD,  Bait,  aad  tU  lodj  allodai 
to  in  the  adverttoeme&t  pcdtnd  ttf  the  Itek, 
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wl^eelb^now  lerved  i»  £»  a  te^-table.  We  t}ien 
took  a  walk  into  the  w^eiuMB,  aboi^t  half  a.  mUer 
off,  andweie  at  booMB  again  a  Uttle  alWir  eight, 
liaving  qpent  the  day  together  fipom  no6n  till  e?e^ 
fiing,  without  one  croee  oocunrenoe,  oc.the  leaet 
wdtrineas.  of  each  other..  AhqvpineMfinrpaitiea 
of  j^eaeuBcan  txMMt  of. 

Youis,  with  our  joint  love,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILUAliI  UNWIN. 

MT  DBAB  PBIKND,  AvgUst  25,  1781. 

W£  lejoice  with  you  «iiieerely  in  the  hiith  of 
another  aon,  and  in'^the  prospect  yon  have  of  Mrs. 
Unwin'a  leoovery;  may  ypur  three  children,  and 
the/ next  three,  when  they  shall  make  their,  ap- 
pparan^^  prove  so  many  Uesnngs  to  their  parents, 
and  m*!'^  you  wish  that  you  had  twice  the  num- 
ber. But  what  made  you  expect  daily  that  you 
should  hear  from  met  Letter  for  lett^  is  the  law 
of  all  correspondence  whatsoever,  and  hecause  I 
wroto  last,  I  have  indulged  myself  fi>p  some  time 
in  expectation  of  a  sheet  from  you.— Not  that  I 
govern  myself  entirely  by  the  punctilio  of  redpro^ 
cation,  but  having  been  pretty  much  occupied  of 
bte,  I  was  not  sorry  to  find  myself  at  liberty  to 
exeroiae  my  discretion,  Imd  iuiyished  with  a  good 
excaise  if  I  choose  to  be  silent 

I  expected,  as  you  rememh^fto^ye  b^n pub- 
lished last  spzing,  and  wa^  disappoinied.  The 
delay  has  afforded  meu  an  importunity  to  increase 
the  quantity  of  my  publication  by  about  a  third  ,* 
and  if  my  muse  Jiavnot  'forsaken  me,  which  X 
rather  suspect  to  be  the  case,  may  possibly  yet  add 
to  it  I  have  a  subject  in  hand,  which  promises 
me  a  grekt  abundance  of  poetical  matter,  but' 
which,  for  want  of  a  somethkig.  I  am  not  abl^  to 
deicribe,  I  can  not  at  present  proceed  with. .  The 
trninft  of  it  is  IMremeiUf  and  my  purpose,  t^  re- 
commend the  proper  improvement  of  it,  to  set  forth 
the  requisites  for  that  end^  and  to  enlarge  upon 
the  happiness  of  that  state  <s(  life,  when  uianaged 
as  it  ought  to  be.  In  the.  course  of  my  journey 
through  this  amj^le  ^eme,  I  should  wish  to  touch 
upon  the  characters,  the  deficiencies,  and  the  mis- 
takes of  thousands,  who  enter  on  a  scene  of  retire- 
ment, unqualified  for  it  in  every  respect,  and  with. 
such  designs  as  to  have  no  tendency  to  promote 
either  thdr  own  happiness  or  that  of  others.  But 
as  I  have'  told  >ou  before,  there  are  times  when  J 
am  no  moie  a  poet  than  I  am  a  mathematician ; 
and  when  sqch  a  time  pecurs,,  I  airways  think  it 
better  to  give  up  the  p(»nt,  than  to  labpur.it  in 
vain.  I  Su^  yet  again  be  obliged  to  trouble  you 
for  franks;  the  addition  of  three  thousand  lines, 
or  near  that  nmnber,  having  occasioned  a  demand 
which  1  did  not  always  foresee  j  but  your  obliging 


friend,  and  your  obfigihgsel^  having  ailowed^me  th« 
libfBCty  of  appUeatioQ,  I  make  it  wiifbout  apobgy. 

The  solitude,  or  rather  the  duality  of  our  con- 
dition at  Ohiey,'  seems  ^wing  to  a  conclusion. 
Vou  have  i»ot  forgot,  pediaps,  that  the  building 
habit  consisto  of  two  mansions.  And  be^ 
cause  you  have  only  seen  the  inside  qf-  that  part 
of  it  which  IS  i)&  our  occupation,  I  therefore  in- 
finrn.ypo,  that  £he  other  end  of  it  is  by  for  the 
superb,  4s  well  as  the  ^nost  commodious. 
Lady  Austen  has  seen  it,,  has  set  her  heart  upom 
it)  is  going  to  fit  it  up  imd  fumiah  it,  Mid  ii[  she  \ 
can.  get  lid  of  the  remaining  two  yeaie  of  the  lease 
of  her  London  house,  will  probably  enter  upon  it  in 
a  twelve-month*  You  will  be  pleased  with  this 
intelligence,  because  I  have  ahready  told,  you,  that 
she  is  a  woman  perfectly  well-bred,  sensible,  and 
in  evexy  respect  agrecAblep  and  ^bove  all^  because 
she  loves  your  mother  deidiy.  It  has  in  my  eyes 
(and  I  dou)>t  not  it  will  have  the  same  in  yours) 
strong  marks  of  providential  interposition.  A  Iq^  f 
male  firiend,  and  one  who  bids  fair  to  prove  her-  ' 
self  worthy  of  the  appellation,  come%  recommended 
by  a  variety  of  considerations,  to  such  a  place  as 
Oluey.  Since  Mr.  Newton  went,  and  till  this 
lady  came,  there  was  not  In  the  kingdom  a  retire- 
ment more  absolutely  duch  thui  .ours.  We  did 
not  want  company^  but  when  it  came,  we  found 
it  agreeable,  A  person  that  has  seen  much  of  the 
worid,  and  understands  it  well,  has  high  spirits, 
a  lively  fancy,  and  great  readiness  of  conversation, 
intiodi^oes  a  sprightliness  into  such  a  scene  as  this, 
which  iC  it  was  peacefiil  before,  is  not  the  w^urse 
for  being  a'  little  enlivened.  In  case  of  illness  too, 
to  which  ail  aref  liable,  it  was  rather  a  gloomy  pros- 
pect, if  we  albwed  ourselves  to  advert  to  it,  that 
there  was  hardly  a  woman  in  the  place  from  whom 
it  would  have  been  reasonable  to  haw  expected 
eiUier  comfort  or  assistance.'  The  present  curate's 
wife  is  a  valtiable 'person,  but  has  a  fiunily  of  .her 
own,  and  though  a  neighbour,  is  hot  a  very  near 
one.  But  If  this  plan  is  effected,  we  shall  be  in  a 
manner  one  family,  and  I  suppose  n^ver  pass  a 
day  vnthout  some  interpourse  with  each  other. 

Your  mother  sends  h^r  warm  affectbns,  and 
welcomes  into  the  world  the  new-bom  William. 
Yours,  my  dear  firiend,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  D£AR  FRIEND,  ,         October  6,  1781. 

What  a  world  are  you  daily  conversant  with, 
which  I  have  not  seen  th«^  twenty  years,  and 
shall  never  see  again!  The  arts  of  dissipation  (I 
suppose)  are  nowhere  practised  with  more  refine- 
ment or  suQcess,  than  at  the  jdace  of  youlr  present 
residence.    By  your  account  of  it,  it  seems  to  bo 
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ju0t  what  it  ivafl-vrhMt  I  ▼Bvited  it^  it  xtoVA  of  4^ 
jneas  and.  Itunny^  n^uae,  dancing,  eudi,  waB^, 
riding,  bE|(t]iiig,  MliBg,  drinking,  qoflba,  tea,  acanr , 
dol,  dToatnng,  yawning,  aleq^ing,  the  loonia  par- 
liapa  more  magniiloeQt)  becaiw»tlie  pnptkltan  an 
grown  richer,  Init  the  mannen  and  ceeapaAxm 
of  the  company  j«Bt  the  aame.    Though  my  life 
has  long  been  Kkd  tiiat  ef'arachiae,  I  hate  imA  the 
temper  of  one,  nor  am  1  in  the.  least  an  enemy  to 
oheerfcdtteaa  and  good  hntnoar;  hot  loan  not 
you  your  aitiialion;  I  crren  feelmyaelf  oonatn 
to  pfefer  the  ailenoe  of  tintfnook,  and  the  enng  fire> 
aide  in  oaf  own  diminutife  parlour,  to  all  theaplen- 
doujr  aftd  gkiety  of  Brighton. 

Yon  aek  me,  how  Ileel  on  the  oeearion  of  my 
approaching  publksatloTiY  Perfectly  at  my  ease. 
If  I  had  not  been  pretty  weH  .aeaured  before  hand 
that  my  tranquillity  would  be  .but  httte  endangered 
by  each  a  meajrare,  I  would  never 'hate  engaged  in 
it;,  for- 1  can  not  bear  d»tuibance.  t  have  had  in 
view  two  principal  objects;  first  to  amuse  myvdf; 
and  secondly,  to  compass  that  point  in  soibl^  a  man- 
ner, that  others  might  possiUy  be  the  Better  for 
my  amusement.  If  I  have  enoceeded,  it  will  give 
me' pleasure;  but  if  I  have  failed,  1  shall  not  be 
mortiiSed  to  ^e  degree  that  might  perhaps  be  ex- 
pected. '  I  remember  an  old  sdage  (though  not 
where  it  is  to  be  found),  bene  vistt,  qai  bene  latuU^ 
and  if  I  had  i^Bcoilected  it  at  the  right  time,  it 
should  have  teen  the  motto  to  my  book.  By  the 
vray,  it  wil!  make  an  excellent  one  for  ftethe- 
ment,  if  you  cah^but  tell  toe  whom  to  quote  for  it. 
The  critics  can  not  deprive  me  of  the  pleasure  T 
have  in  rejecting,  that  so  far  as  my  leisun  has 
been  employed  in  Writing  fOr  the  pubHc,  it  has 
been  conscientiously  employed,  and  with  a  vieW 
to  their  ollvantago.  There  is  nothing  agreeable, 
to  be  sure,  in  being  chronicled  for  a  dunce;  but  I 
believe  there  lives  not.  a  man  upon  earth,  who 
woukl  be  less  alTected  by  it  than  myself.  With 
an  this  indifiiBrence  to  figirae,  which  you  know  me 
too  well  to  suppose  me  cabbie  Of  affecting,  I  have 
taken  the  utmost  puns  to  deserve  it.  This  may 
appear  a  my^ry  or  a  paradox  in  practice,  but  it 
is  true.  I  considered  that  the  taste  of  the  day  is 
refined,  and  delicate  to  excess,^  and  that  to  disgust 
that  delicacy  of  taste,  by  a  slovenly  inattention  to 
It,  would  be  to-  forfeit  at  onoe  all  hope  of  being' 
useful;  and  for  this  reason,  though  I  hwe  written 
mere  verse  this  last  ^car,  than  perhaps  any  man 
in  England,  I  haye  finished,  and  polished,  and 
touched,  and  retouched,  with  the  utmo^  care. 
If  after  all  I  should  be  concerted  into  waste  paper, 
it  may  be  my  misfortune,  fut  it  will  not  be  my 
fault,  I  shall  bear  it  with  the  most  'perfect  se- 
remty. 


oodt,  bat  knows  no  imf%  of  vtn»  than  the^oook 
balmitMtM. 

Whoever  aoppiM*  out  X«dy  Atntan^s  fe^tmie 
ispieesrioiis^isulBtakeiL.  IoanaMieyinx,i!ipoK 
the  gmmd  oCthomsatdreomslVDtial  tofAmAaik- 
i»  infomMlioii,  UmI  Uis  hoik  gsntael  and  per- 
fectly safe.  tooia,  W.  C. 


I  do  not  mean  to  give  • 


XQ  MRS.  COWPER. 

MT  DEAR  couaiN,  Oct.  19, 1781. 

Yotrk  fear  Jest  I  should  think  you  unworthy 
of  myoonMspondeaice,  on  account  of  your  delay  to 
answer,  may  change  sides  How,  and  tooie  properly 
belongs  to  me.  R  is  kmg  sinoe  I  received-  your 
lasty  and  yet  I  believe  I  can  say  truly,  that  not  a 
post  has  gone  by  me'  sfnce  the  noeipt  of  it,  that 
has  not  reminded  me  of  the  debt  I  owe  yoo,  tat 
your  obliging  and  unrqierved  eomnranicalion^both 
in  prose  andvevw,  especially  for  the  latter,  becausa 
I  consider  them  as  maiks  of  your  pecufiar  confix 
dence.  The  truth  Is,  I  have  been  such  a  verse- 
maker  myself  and  so  busy  in  preparing  a  volume 
for  Ae  press,  which  I  imagine  vrill'  make  lis  ap- 
pearance in  the  course  of  the  winter,  that  I  hardly 
had  Idsure  to  listen  to  the  calls  of  any  other  en^ 
^ageraent.  It  is  however  finished,  and  gone  to 
the  printer's,  and  I  have  nothing  now  to  do  with 
it,  hot  to  oomct  the  sheets  as  they  are  sent  to 
me,  and  6onsign  it  over  to  the  judgi^ent  of  the  pub^ 
fie.  It  is  a  hM  undertaking  at  this  time  of  day, 
"when  so  many  writers  of  the  greatest  abifities  have 
gone  before,  who  seem  to  have  anticipated  every 
valuable  subject,  as  well  as  all  the  graces  of  poeti> 
cal  embellishment,  to  step  forth  into  the  world  in 
the  character  of  a  bard,  especially  when  it  is  con- 
sidered, that  luxury,  idleness,  and;vice,  have  de- 
bauched the  public  taste,  and  that  nothing  hardly 
is  welcome  biit  childish  fiction,  or  what  has  at  least 
a  tendency  to  excite  a  laugh.  I  thought,  however, 
that  I  had  stumbled  upon  some  subjects,  that  had 
never  before  been  poeticaUy  treated,  and  upon 
aome  others,  to  which  I  imagined  it  would  not  be 
difficult  to' give  an  air  of  novelty  by  the  manner 
of  treating  th^kn.  My  sole  drift  is  to  be  uselul; 
a  point  which  however  I  knew  I  should  in  vain 
aim  at,  unless  T  Could  be  likewise  entertafaung.  1 
have  therefore  fixed  these  two  strings  upon  my 
bow,  and  by  the  help  of  both  have  done  my  best 
to  send  my  arrow  to  the  mark.  My  readers  wiD 
hardly  have  begun  to  laugh,  befdre  they  wiH  be 
called  upon  to  correct  that  levity  and*  peruse  ttii 
with  a  more  serious  air.  As  to  the  efiSbet,  I  leave 
it  alone  in  His  hands,  who  can  alone  produce  it: 
neither  prose  nor  verse  can  reform  the  mannei? 


-i  a  copy :  he  Is  a  of  a  disw>ltite  age,  much  less  can  they  iiD^piie  a 


^dod-uatured  Uttle  man,  and  crows  exactly  like  a'  sensd  of  rellgioiiui  obligatbn,  rzslesa  aaristed  and 
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■>  h^lk0  powvwlw  mffMoaAiemh  to isni  bb ajfertiomi  fomtoA  ^mx  pmyttr  oentie. 
Uw'tnithhfBluuiTmichfalbdtoiip^uU  *  BiilwlMiiiIjM0r|»«]^of4ciOFdofv<diipttianfl«, 

Ymi  aads  my  heui  aohe  lotk  a  jyTnpghrtie  irli0  ham  bo^Wubi  Ivot  fibr  mmt^  no  eyes  birt  for 
» whoa  ym  daoeribedthAiStflkeof  7vw^npd^kpd0iir;«nd  im  toQgiio.b«tfi)r  impeiliziBDoe  and 

ftU|r— I  ««jrt  <*  *^  <^°>"^  I  *^  oocaiion  to  say-* 
Tius  is'MidiMs»->^Th]fl  psnsrtad  in  mnst  Iuto  a 
tgagigalfiontfilnsion— It  wiUeondemn  you,.not  only 
as  ^hristfaww  nnwo^y  ^  tbe  namSi  but  as  intelli- 
gent'camatqns— You  know  by  the  Ugbt  of  nature, 
if  ydhi  hsTS  not  quenched  it;  that  thero  la^a  God, 
sod  thaiaiileJiko  youdaoan  not  be  aooordiog  to 


on  oeGBsia  tf  yonr  late  visit  into  Bertfinddiim. 
Had  I  besnyncriDusly  infinanad  ci  you  jooiney 
bafine  you  jnade  U,  I  should  have  been  flUeto 
have  iboratolfl  all  ygur  iBMling  with  tho^mostno- 
mog  wdBUitf  of  prediction.  You  will  nover 
eeaae  to  feel  upon  lliat  sulject;  but^vitiiyoai  laii^ 
ciplas  of  losignation,  and  agqiiifswiiwe  in'  Ihe  di- 
vine will,  yon  viill  alwi^  feel  as  bsoomesia  ehiis-ilMtt  vriH. 


We  an  fiirbiddBR  to  nuumur,  but  we  are 
not  fiirfaiddBB  to.  tfe||ret|  and  wlutti  w^  >!Hm1  t^n- 
deily  jvhils  Eving,  wo  may  still  punoe  with  an  af> 
fcrtionate  nmembianoe,  witfaoiit  having  any  oop 
msinn  to  ebatfe  Mmlves  with  lebeUion  against 
tllB  sovereignty  that  appoint^  a^sepaiation.  A 
day  is  eoniing,  vfhen  I  am  oenfidantyoi^  wiB  see 
and  knov^,  that  DMioy  to  both  psBtiea  WIS  the  pan* 
cipal  afsot  in  A  inMne,  4he  xeeoUeelion  of  vrhich  is 
HiUpJnfiiL  W.C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DBAS  FBKifn,  .  -  Aos.  5^  I78L 

I  oiVB  you  joy  of  your  safe  return  firom  the  lips 
of  the  great  deep^  You  did  not  indeed  discern 
many  signs-«f-soiifiety,  or  trae  wisdani,  among  the 
people  of  Brighthehnstane,  but  it  is  ntt  posrible  to 
observe  ffaeitennerB  of  a  mohitude,  of  wl^atever 
mnk,  withoot  leartnng  sometfaingT  I  mean,  if  a 
nan  has  a  mind  like  yoqrs^capaMe  of  leflection. 
ff  he  sees  nsUung  to  imitate,  he  is  Mne  to 
sosnefthaiig  to  avoid;  if  nothing  to  oongnftohrte  Us 


I  aAnof^pAonflfyouftrthegmvityand  i^oomi- 
nsoBof  thaie  leitetisns,  which  I  stumbledon.when 
IlBtttoxpectedit^  thon^  to  oaytibe  truth,  theM 
or  othoB  bf  a  like  eomplexia^  are  si|m  to  «3eur  to 
mavAen  I  thiidt  of  a  vsene  of  poUie  diivenMn 
like  that  you  have  Ifte^ktfL 

I  am  indmed  tohope  that  Johnson  told  you  the 
tmth,  whan  he  said  he  riuwld  publish  me  soon  af- 
ter Ghkistmaa.  Hia  press  has  bean  rather  mom 
panctnalinitsiwmitamrws,  tiianituaedtobe;  we 
have  BOW  bat'litdemsn  than  iHioof  the  limgest 
pieees,  and  the  •small  unsa  ihat  aie  to  ftibw,  by 
wayef  epilsgue,topnni  ol^  and  thsn.the  affair 
is  finished.  Bnt  onee  more  I  am  obKged  to  gape 
£»  franks;  mdy  these,  which  I  hope  wia.b^  the 
laet  I  shall  w*nt,  at  yours  and  Mz.  — -— *a  oonve- 


We  ttjflioe  that  3W1  have  ao  much  leason  to  be 
eatiBied  with  John^  proficiency.  The  more  spi- 
lit  hehM,  the  better,  if  his  spiril  iebut  managear 
Ue,  and  pot  nnder  aoeh  management  ae  year  pru- 
dence and  Mia.  Unwhi's  will  suggest.  Ineednot 
guard  yen  agaiiwt  severity,  of  which  I  conclude 
there  is  no  md,  and  whksh  I  am  aura  you  sse  not 


upon,  at  least  much  to^exdle  his -at  aU  inclined  to  practise  without  it;  but  perhaps 


^  TherBisno^lthhik,spmijandwly 

asgfat  hi  the  vfofU  (fa  hospital  is  not  .to  be  com- 
psiedvfitfa  H)  as  that  of  a  thousand  peisena^&h 
tingmshed  by  the  name  of  gentry,  who,  gentle 
perhaps  by  nature,  and  made  more  gentle  by  edu* 
oalion,  have  the  qjpeantaceof  befaig  innocent  and 
mofleiMve,  yet  bdng  destituto  of  afl  leligkm,  or 
not  at  aO  governed  by  the  refi^cn  they  pvofess, 
are  none  of  them  st  any  great  dktanoe  ficom  ai^ 
ttemal  state,  where  self'deeeption  will  be  impoen- 
fale,  and  where  amusements  cto  net  enter.  Some 
3f  them,  we  may  ssy,  vrffl  be  xechdmed— it  is  mort 
pmbaUe  mdeed  that  some  of  them  will;  because 
mercy,  if  one  may  be-allovred  the  expiesoon, /is 
fond  of  dnittnguishing  itself  by  seeking  its  ybjeets 
among  the  most  desperate  class;  but  the  Scripture 
^ves  no  encouragement  to  ihn  warmest  charity  to 
hope  for  deKverance  for  them  ail  When!  see  an 
afficted  and  an  unhappy  man,  I  say  to  myself, 
there  is  perhapli  a  man  whom  the  world  would 
envy,  if  they  knew  the  vahie  of  his  aomms,  which 
an  possibly  intended  only  to  sotted  his  heart,  and 

T  2 


if  I  was  to  whiaper  beware  of  too  mUch  indulgence 
^I  should  only  give  4  hint  that  the  fondness  of  a 
fkther  for  a  jBaeboymightaeemto  justify.  Ihave 
no  paxtacnkr  leaeon  for  the  caotian,  at  this  die- 
tanoe  it  is  Mt  possible  I  should,  hut  in  a  case  like 
yours,  ah  admonithm  of  that  east  seldom  wanto 
propriety.  Youm,  my  dear  finend,  W.  C- 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

BfT  DBAR  nUBND,        .         ^  NCV.  36,  178L 

I  WR0*PE  to  you  by  the  hat  post,  siQiposing  you 
atStock;  bvit  lest  that  letter  ahould  not  foUow  you 
to  Laytonatone,  and  you  shodd  suspect  me  of  nn- 
leasonabte  deby.uid  lest  the  fitank  you  have  aent 
me  shoUki  dej^nerate  into  waste  pa|^,  and  periah 
upon  my  hands,  I  write  again.  The-  former  W 
ter,  howensr,  contaming  aU  my  present  stock  ot 
intelligence,  it  is  more  than  possible  that  tfaitf  may 
prove  a  blank,  or  but  little  worthy  youracceptance. 
Youwin^ojnB  the  justice  to  enppose^that  if! 


Uigitized  by 


Google 


ii9 


COWPEK'S  WORKS. 


LvT.911. 


eonld  be  t^  entertaming,  I  would  be  so,  becatcue, 
?iy  giving  BM  credit  lor  such«  wSlingiien  to  pleue, 
joa  only  allow  me  a  shalkv  of  that^umvenal  vani- 
ty, whicb4n6linee  crrery  man,  Upon  aU  occaaona, 


to  exiiibit  himself  to  the  best  advaiitage.  To  say'  worthy  to  be  oaUed  hmnan,  to  be  contented  witii 
the  troth,  however,  when  I  write,  as  I  dO<  to  yon, 
not  about  bnsineii^  nof  on  any  subject  thai  ap- 
proaches to 'that  desoipti^n,  I  meaninnch  kssiny 
conespondent's  amusemiin^  which  'my  modesty 
win  not  always  permit  me  to  ho|)e  for,  than  my 
own.  There  is  a  ptoasdre  annexed  to  the  oommo- 
ni<ULtion  of  one's  ideas,  whether  by  word  of  month, 
or  by  letter,  which  nothing  eafthly  can  supply  the 
place  of,  and  it  is  the  d^ht  we  find  in  thb  mu- 
tual interooorse,  that  not  only  pioves  us  to  be  erea- 
tuies  Intended  for  social  life,  but  more  than  any 
thing  else  perhapsfits  us  for  it.  I  have  no  patience 
with  philoeopherq — ^they,  one  and  aU,  suppose  («t 
least  I  understal^  it  to  be  a  prevailing  opinion 
among  them)  that  man^  weakness,  fab  necessities, 
his  Inabilitj-  to  stand  alone,  have  furnished  the  pre- 
vailing motive,  under  the  influence  of  which  he 
renounced  at  first  a  Ufo  ef  solitude,  .and  became  a 
gregarious  creature.  ItseemstomemoieBeaaonar 
ble,  as  well  as  more  honodrahle  to  my  species,  to 
suppose,  that  geneiodty  of  «tal,.aild  a  bntheriy 
attachment  to  our  own  kind,  drew  us,  as  it- were, 
to  one  oom^non  centre,  taught  us  to  build  cities, 
and'  inhabit  them,  and  Welcome  every  stranger, 
that  would  cast  inhis  lot  amongst  us,  that  we 


luxury  of  redprocal  endeaimettts^  without  vi^ich 
a  paradise  could  afibrd'no^omfoit  There  are  in- 
deed all  sorts  of  ehaztbcters  in  the  world;  there  are 
some  whose  undentandings  are  so  sluggish,  and 
whose  hearts  are  such  mece  dods,  that  they  live  in 
society  without  either  contributing  to. the  sW^ets 
ofit,  or  having  any  relish  for  them.  A  man  of 
this  stamp  passes  by  our  window  oonlinuaUy— I 
never  saw  him  conversing  with  a  neighbour  bat. 
once  in  my  1^  though  Lhaveimown  him  by  sight 
these  twelve  yean;  he  is  of  a  very  sturdy  make, 
and  has  a  round  beUy,  eztremdy  protuberant^ 
which  he  evidently  coniiderB  as  his  best  friend,  be- 
cause it  is  his  only  companion,  and  it  is  the  labour 
of  his  life  to  fill  it .  I  can  easily  conceive,  that  it 
is  meraly-the  love  of  good  eating  and  drinking, 
and  now  and  then  the  want  of  a  new  pair  of  shoes, 
that  attaches  this  man  so  much  to  the  neighboui^ 
hood  of  his  fellow  mortals;  im  iupppfe  thesO'exi- 
gencaes,  and  others  of  a  lUm  kind,  to  subost  no 
longer,  imd  whid  is  there  that  could  possibly,  give 
society  the  prefetenee  in  his  esteemi    He  might 


thingmore  titan  gutsto  satisfy;  there  arethe  yeiim- 
ings  of  the  heart,  which,  let  philosophers  s^y  what 
they  win,  are  more  importunate  than  afl  the  neoes- 
flftieo  of  the  body,  that  will  not'  sufler  a  creatuge, 


an  insulated  life,  orto  look  in  his  ^dends  among 
the  beasts  of  the  forest.  Yourself,  for  instance  I 
It  is  not  because  ihere  are  no  taUors  or  pastry-cooks 
to  be  foimd  upon  Salisbury  plain,  that  you  do  not 
choose  it  for  -  your  abode,  but  because  you  are 
a  plii]anthro|rist— because  you  are  susoeptiUe 
of  social  impressions,  and  have  a  pleasure  in  dcHug 
a  kindness  when,  yov  9aiL  Now  upon  the  word 
of  a  poor  ereifbire,  Thave  said  aU.that  I  have  aaid, 
withoc|$  th»  least  intention  to  say  one  word  of  it 
when  I  b^gan.  But  thus  it  is  with  ray  thoughts 
—when  you  shake  a£rab4xee  tiie firuit fells;  good 
for  nothing  indeed  when  you  have  got  it,  bat  still 
the  best  that  is  to  be  expeeted  from  a  crab-tiee. 
You  are  welcome  to  them,  such  as  they  sre,  and 
if  you  approve  my  sentiments,  tell  the  philosophen 
of  the  diy,  that.  I  l^ive  outshot  them  ail,  and  have 
discovered  the  troe  origin  of  society,  when  I  lesst 
looked  for  it 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  tJNWIN. 
f'      Jan.5, 1782. 


MT  DEAR  FIUKND, 

>DiD  I  allow  myself  to  jdeadihe  oommon  excuse 
might^enjoy  feUovrship  with  each  other,  and  therlof  idle  oonespondents,  kad  esteem  it  a  sufikient 


reason  for^not  wxitiQgrthat  I  have  nothing  to  write 
about,  I  certainly  should  not  write  now.    But  1 
have  so'often  found,  on  similar  occarions^  when  a 
great  penniy  cf  mattte  has  seemed  to  threaten  me 
with  an  utter  in^ioseSbility  of  hatching  a  letter, 
that  nothing  is  necessaty  but  to  put  pen  to  p«per, 
and  go  on,  in  order  to  conquer  all  difficulties;  that, 
availing  myself  of'past  experience,  I  now  begin 
with  amost  assured  persnasioa,  that  sooner  or  later, 
one  idea  naturally  suggesting  another,  I  shall  come 
to  a  most  prosperous  oondusbn. 
fl    In  the  last  Review,  I  mean  in  thalast  but  one, 
I  saw  Johnson's  critique  upon  Prior  and  Pope.    I 
tm  bound  to  acquiesce  in  his  opinion  of  the  latter,^^ 
lecause  it  has  always  been  my  own.    I  could  never;* 
gree  with  those  who  preferred  him  to  Diyden;  ^ 
or  with  others  (I  have  known  such,  and  persons 
f  taste  and  discernment  too)  who  could  not  allow 
im  |o  be  a  poet  at  all.    He  was  certainly  a  me- 
hanical  maker  of  verses,  and  In  every  line  he  ever. 
Wrote,  igre  see  indubitable  marks  of  most  indefati- 
gable industry  and  labour.    Writers  who  find  it 


ktmt  about  with  his  two  thumbs  upon  his  ^hips  in  Decessaiy  to  make  such  strenuous  and  painful  ex- 


the  wilderness,  he  could  hardly  be.  more  silent  than 
he  is  at  Olney,  an4  for  any  advantage,  or  comfort, 
or  iriendship,  or  brotl^eriy  affection,  he  could  not 
lie  more  destitute  of  such  blessings  there,  than  in 
019  prraent  situation.    Bul£  other  mdn  have  some- 


ertions,  are  generally  as  phU^gmatic  as  they  are 
correct;  but  Pope  was,  in  this  respect,  exempted 
from  the  conrnxm  lot  of  authors  of  that  class. 
With  the  unwearied  application  of^a  plodding  Fle- 
mish painter,  who  draws  a  ahrimp  'with  tlie  most 
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ninote  e^actae^  he  had  «U  the  genine  of  one  of 
Ube  fy^  nuMten.  Nerer-t  believe  were  each  tap 
lente  and  soeh  dradgery  imited.  -  Bat  I  admite 
DrydeQ  iqoat,  who  has  foeceeded  by  meie  dint  of 
geniiu,  and  in  spile  of  a  laadneae  and  caieleameea 
almoet  peculiar  to  himaelf  His  fiodta  aie  ntim- 
berlesi,  and  so  aire  hia  beautiea.  .  His  fitults  are 
thtMe  of  a  great' man,  and  hiabeautiee  site  sueh'(at 
]eaat  aometimee)  ae  Pope,  with  all  ^hie  touching, 
and  retouching,  could  never  equal.  So  &r,  ^ere- 
Ibre,  I  have  no  qoar^l  with  Johnson.  But  I  can 
not  snbscribe  to  what  -he  says  of  Prior..  In  the 
first  place,  though  my  memoiy  may  fail  m6, 1  do 
not  recollect  that  he  takes  any  notice  of  his  Sdo- 
mon;  in  my  mind  the  best  peem,  whether  we  con- 
«ler  the  subject  of  it,  or  the  execiftion,  that^he 
ever  wrote.  In  the  nelt  place,  he  condemns  him 
fi>r  introducing  Venus  and  Cupid  into  his.  iove- 
verses,  and  concludes  it  impossible  his  passbn 
could  be  aneere,  because  whe^  he  would  express 
ithenasreociurMto&bles.  But  when  Prior  wrote, 
th^ee  deities  were  not  so  obsolete  as  they  are  at 


present.    His  oontempomy  writen,  and  sonie^  But  if  he  once  becomes  a  critic  by  trade,  the  case  is 


that  succeeded  himj  did  not  think  ,them  benea|h 
their  notice.  Tibullua,  in  reality,  disbelieTed  their 
SQUstence-as  much  as  we  do;  yet  Tibullus  is  al- 
lowed to  be  the  prince  of  all  poetical  inamoratbe, 
though  he  mentions  them  in  ahnost  erery  page. 
There  is  a  &sbion  in  these  things,  which  the  Do^i 
tor  seeliB  to  have  foigotten.  But  what  shall  wl 
say  of  his  ^y-msty  remarks  upon  H*niy  ina 
Emma  1  I  agree  with  him,  that  morally  consider- 
ed^ both  the  kpight  and  his  hd^  are  bad  eharac- 
tefs,  and  that  each  exhibilB  an  eommple  which 
ought  not  to  be  fiiUowed.  *  The  man  dissembles  in 
a  way  that  would  have  justified  the  woman  had 
■he  reaonnoed  him ;  and  the  woman  resolves  to 
foHow  him  at  the  expense  of  delicacy,  propriety, 
and  even  modesly  itself  .  But  when  the  critic  calls 
it  a  dull  diakgne,  who  but  a  criUs  will  believe  himi 
There  are  ipw  readen  of  poetry  of  either  sex,  in 
this  country,  who  can  not  remember  how  that  en- 
chanting piece  has  bewitched  them,  vvlio  do  not 
know,  that  instead  of  finding  it  tedious,. they  luuve 
been  so  delighted  with  the  rematttic  turn  of  it,  as 
to  have. overlooked  all  its  defects,  and  to  have  giv- 
en it  a  consecrated  {dace  in  their  memories,  with- 
out ever  deling  it  a  burthen.  I  wonder  almost, 
that  as  the  Bacchanals  served  Orpheus,  the  boys 
and  girls  do  not  tear  this  husky,  dry,  commentator, 
limb  from  limb,inTeeentment  of  suchan injury done^ 
to  their  darting  po^  I  admire  Johnson  as  a.man  of 
great  erudition  and  eense ;  but  when  he  sets  him- 
self up  for  a  judge  of  writere  upon  the  subject  of 
bve,  a  passbn  which  I  suppose  hejiever  felt  in  his 
Hfe,  he  might  as  well  think  himself  qualified  t^ 
pronoonce  upoii  a  treatise  on  horsemanship,  ot  tp 
att  oC  fortification.  •  'T  ' 
The  next  packet  I  vecdve  will  bring  Qie,  I  im- 


agine, the  last  proof  sheet  of  my  vblmne,  which 
will  couBst  of  about  thsto  hundred  and  fifty  pages 
honesdy^prinfted.  My  pobiio  enlrie  therelbre  is 
not  fiur  distant.  Yocxs,  W.  C. 


TO  ,THE  R^.  WILLIAM  XTNWIN . 

MT  DEAR  WILLIAM,  Jan.  17, 1782. 

I  AM  ghd  vfe  agree  in  our  opinion  of  king  critic, 
and  the'  writere  on  whom  he  has  bestowed  his  an* 
ima^versbnil  It  is  a  matter  of  indifiference  to  me 
whMher  I  think  with  the  ^orld  at  kzge  or  not, 
but  I  wish  my  fitokids  to  be  of  my  mind.  The 
same  work  will  wear-  a  different  appearance  in  the^ 
eyes  of  the'  same  man, 'according  to  the  different 
views  vrith  which  he  reads  it;  if  merely  fdr  hie 
amusemedt,  his  candour  being  m  less  dangdr  of  a 
twiit  from  interest  or  prejudice,  he  is  pleased  vrith 
vvhatisieally  pleaMng,  and  is  not  over  curious  to 
discover  a  blemish,  because  the  exereise  of  a  mi- 
nute elaetness  is  not  oonristent  vnth  his  pcnrpoee. 


altered.  He  must  then  at  any  rate  establish,  it 
he  can,  an  opinioti  Ip  every  miiid,  of  his  uncom- 
mon discemment,  4md .  his  exqnisite  taste.  This 
great  tod  he  can  never  accomplish  by  thinkii^  in 
the  track  that  has  been  beaten  under  the  hoof  of 
public  judgment.  He  must  endeavour  to  coii* 
yitice  the  world,  that  their  ftivourite  authors  have 
more  fiiulto  than  they  are  aware  of,  and  such  as 
they  have  never  suspected.  Having  marked  out 
a  writer,  univenally  esteemed,  Whom  he  finds  it 
fivr  that  vary  reason  convenient  to  depreciate 
and  traduce^  be  wiD  overiook  some  oi^  his  beau- 
tiesy  hi  wiH  funfly  praise  otfaen,  and  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  makethousands,  more  modes^  though 
quite. a4  Judicious  as  himself,  questk>n  whether 
they  are  beauties  at  all.  Oan  there  be  a  stronger 
illustntion  of  all  that  i  have  said,  than  the  severity 
of  Johnson's  remarks  upon  Prior,  I  might  have 
said  the  injustice^  His  reputation  as  an  author 
who,  vrith  much  labour  indeed  botvrith  admirar 
ble  success,  has  embellished  all  his  poems  with  the 
most  charming  ease,  stood  ni^ahaken  titt  Johnson 
throat  his  head  against  it  And  how  dpes  he  at- 
tack hun  in  this  his  principal  forti  I  can  not  re- 
collect his^vtory  words,  but  I  am  much  mistaken, 
indeed,  if  my  memory  fidls  me  with  respect  to  the 
purport  of  them^  "  His  words,"  he  says,  "  appear 
to  be  forced  into  their  pkoper  places;  there  indeed 
we  find  them,  but  find  likewise  that  their  arrange- 
ment has  been  the  eflect  of  constraint,  wl  thai 
without  viden<5e  they  would  certainly  luCve  stood 
in  a  different  oider."  By  your  leave,  most  leai  ned 
Doctor,  this  is-  the  most  disingenuous  remark  I  ever 
met  with,  and  would  haveeome  vrith  a  better  grace 
from  Curl,  or  Dennis.  Every  man  conversant 
with  verse-writing  knows^  and  knows  by  painlul 
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esperimoe,  that  die  fiunilisr  ityla  u  uf  aH  stytoelMg^flmiiuM  iiiijtfat  afibcd  himmiBe  uMfbl  Ifli- 
the  moit  diffiouU  tosucceed  in,    Tp  toAib  wne  SST  At  least  .they  would  hsve^  a  tendency  to 


■peaJt  the  language  of  pioae,  irithoiit  bemg  pnMaic, 
to  marahall  tibe  words  of  it  in  Buch  an  orane,  aff 
they  might  naturally,  take  in  &l]jiig  firom  the  Ja^ 
of  an  extemporary  speaker,  yet  without  meanness ; 


harmeniouflly,  deganily,  and  without  eeeming  to  f4  ^th  hia  remarkaoByour  ahm^ving,  anddoubl 


displace  a  syllable  for  the  sake  of  the  rhyme,  is  one 
of  the  most  Mrduous  tasks  a  poet  can  undeitake; 
He  that  could  aecomplish  this  task  waa  Prior; 
many  have  imitated  his  excellence  in  this  paftimi- 
Ur,  but  the  best  copies  have  fiiUen*  far  short  of  the 
origmal.  And  jiow'to  tell  us,  after  we  and  our 
fathers  have  admired  hin^vfor.it  so  long, .  hat  he  is 
an  easy  writer  indeed,  but  that  hiseaae  has  an  air 
of  stifiness  in  it,  in  short,  that  his  esae  is  not  ease,' 
but  only  something  iil^  it,  what  is  it  but  «.-aelf- 
oonti^adktidn,  an  observation  that  grants  what  jti9 
just  going  to  deny^and  denies  what  it -has  just 
granted,  in  the  same  sentenc^j  and  in  the  same 
breath?— But  I  have  filled  the  gieateatpitft  of  my 
sheet  with  a  vdxy  uninteiwting  subjed.  I  will 
only  'say,  thai  as  a  nation  we  are  not  much  indebt- 
ed, in  point  of  poetical  medit,  to  this  too  sagadoua 
and  unmeiciftil  judge ;.  and  thut  fi>r  myself  In  par- 
ticular, I  have  reason  to  rejoice  that  he  entered 
upon  and  exhausted  the  taboom  of  his  office,  be- 
fore my  poor  volume  could  poasibly  become  an  ob- 
jectoftbem.  .  By  the  way,  you  can-not  h4w  a  book 
at. the  time  you  mention;  I  hav«  lived  a  fortnight 
or  more  in  expectation  of  the  laat  sbdel,  whioh  is 
not  yet  arrive^. 

You  have  alrefebdy  furnished  John's  memory 
with  by  &r  the  greatert  part  ef  what  a  parent  oould 
wish  to  store  it  with.  If  all  that  is  nmly  trivial, 
and  all  that  has  an  immoial 
puAged  fipom  our  English  poets,  how  wouU  they 
shrink,  and  how  would  some  4>f  them  oonqilelety 
vahwh.  I  bdiere  liiere  axe  seme  ofDryden^  Fa^ 
Mes,  which  he  would  find  very  entertaining;  jtfaey 
ure  for  the  most  part  fine  compositions,  and  not 
above  his  apprehension;  but  Diyden  has  written 


give  his  mind  an  observing  and  a  philoeophieal 
turn.  IdonotfingettfaathetsbotadiikL  But 
I  xwaember,  that  he  is  a  chiM  ftnwun^  with  tal- 
ents enperier  to  his  yeajts.    We.  wen  mudiplea»- 


notbutit  wi^  be  verified  with  lespect  tothetwogui* 
neas  you  sent  us,  which  h%ve  made  foi^  Chrieriap 
people  happy.  Bbipa  I  have  .none,  nor  have 
touched  It  pencil  tl^ese  three  yean;  if  ever  I  take 
it  up  again,  vdiick  I  rather  suspect  I  shall  »ot  (the 
employment  requiring  stioager  eyes  than  mine), 
it  shall  be  at  John's  sen^    ' 

Yours,  my  de«r  firiend,  W.  C 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MT  DEAR  PRIBIO),     .     -  FV^  2,  1788L 

Thodoh  I  value  ^ur  oomspondence  highly 
on  its  own  account,  I  certainly  value  it  the  moie 
in  consideration  of  the  many  difilculties  under 
which  you  carry  it  on.  Having  so  many  othm 
engagements,  and  engagements  eo  much  mora 
worthy  your  attention,  I  ought  to  eeteem  it,  fs  1 
do,  a  singiilar  proof  of  ycfur  fiiiandahip,  that  you 
so  often  make  an  opportunity  to  bestow  a  letter 
upon  me;  and  this,  not  only  because  mine,  which 
I  vrrite  in  a  state  of  mind  not  v«ry  fswoMAe  to 
oeligious  oonlnnplationa,  are  never  worth  your 
reading,  but  especially  becsoee  while  3^u  eonsuH 
'my  gratification  and  endeavour  to  amuse  my  me* 
lancboly,  your  thoughts  aieibioed  o«l  of  the  only 
channel  in  which  they  delight  to  flow,  and  con- 
tendency,  wen  eK-^stnined  into  another  so  different  and  so  Uttfe  in- 
teresting to  a  mind  like  youn,  that  but.  for  me, 
and  fiir  my  sake,  they  would  periiaps  never  virit 
it.  Thou^  I  dwuld  be  gUul  therefore  to  hear 
ftwn  you '  every  wefk,!  do  not  complain  that  I 
enjoy  that  privilege  but  once  in  -a  fortnight,  but 
am  rather  happy  to  be  indulged  in  ir  so  often.- 
fow  thhigs,  that  are  not  blotted  here  and  there  I  I  thank'  yon  for  the  jog  you  gave  Johnson's 
with  an  nnrhast/p  aUusion,  eo  that  you  must  pick  felbow ;  onnmunicated  fironi  him  to  the  printer  if 
his  way  for  him,  lest  he  ehenid  tread  in  the  dirt  has  preduced  me  two  more  sheets,  and  two  more 
You  did  not  mention  Milton's  AUegio  and  Penso-  IviU  bring  the  busmess,  I  sqppose,  to  a  conclusion, 
roso,  which  I  rememiber  being  so  diarmed  with^  I  eometimes  feel  such  a  perfect  indifference  with 


whoi  1  vras  a  boy  that  I'was  never  w^ary  of  them. 
There  art  even  passages  in  ttue  patadisiacal  part 
of  the  Paradise  Lost,  which  he  might  Study  with 
advantage.  And  to  teach  him,  as  you  can,  to  de- 
liver .some  of  the  fine  orations  made  in  the  Pan-'' 
dsmoninm,  and  those  between  Satan,  Ithuriel, 
and  Zephon,  with  emplissis,  dignity,  and  proprie- 
ty, might  be  of  great  use  tp  him  hereafter.  The 
sooner  tke  ear 'is  formed,  and  the  organs  of  speedi 
are  acchstoined  to  the  various  infiectiops  tif  the 
viHce,  which  the  rehearsal  of  those  passages  de- 
Hands  the  betteir.    I  should  think  too,  that  Thorn- 


respect  to  the  public  opinion  of  my^  book,  that  I 
am  ready  to  flatter  myself  no  censure  of  review- 
ers, or  other  critical  readers,  would  occasion  me 
the  smallest  ^sturtianoe.  But  not  fedhng  myself 
constantly  popsesocd  o^  this  desirable  apathy,  I  am 
sometimes  apt  to  suspea,  that  it  is  not  altogether 
sincere,  or  at  least  that  I  may  lose  just  itf  the  mo- 
ment wlien^  I  may  happen  meet  to  want  it  Be 
it  however  as  it  may,  I  am  still  persuaded  that  it 
is  not  in  their  power  to  mortify  me  much.  I  haVe 
intended  well,  md  performed  to  the  best  of  my 
ability-Hio  fu  was  right,  and  this  is  a  boast  d 
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wliieli  they  can  not.  rbbine. '  If  they  condemn  my 
poetry,  I  mnit  'eveneay  with  Cervmntee,  "Let 
them  do  better  if  they  can!''-^;ny  doctrine,  they 
judge  that  which  they  do  not  understand;  I  shall 
except  to  the  Jnrisdiction  of  the  court,  and  plead, 
Coram  nonjudiee.  Even  Hotaoe  oooM  say,  he 
•hodd  neither  be  the  plumper  Ibr  the  praisei,  nor 
the  leaner  |br  the  condemnation  of  his  readeis; 
and  it  will  prove  me  wanting  to 'myself  indeed,  if, 
supported  by  so  many  sublimer  cdnsideratioiis 
than  he  was  master  of,  I  can  not  sit  loose'to  po> 
pularity,  which,  like  the  wind,  Sloweth  where  it 
fisteth,  and  is  equally  out  of  our  couSmand.  .  If 
you,  and  twd  or  three  more  such  ss  you,  say. 


than 
the 


done,  it  ought  to  give  me  more  contentment 
if  I  could  earn  Churchill'*s  laurels,  and  by 


I  wrote  to  Iford  DartmouUi  to  appRse  him  of 
my  intended  present,  and  have  received  a  meet 
afiection4le  and  obligfaig  answer. 

I  am  rather  pleased  that  you  have  adopted  otfaer^ 
sentiments  respectbog  our  intended  inesent  to 
crftical  Doctor.  I  allow  lum  to  be  a  man  of 
'  gantic  talents,  and  most  profound  learning,  m 
have  I  any  doubts  about, the  nnivenafity  of  ' 
knowledge.-  Bui  by  what  I  haVe  seen  of  his  ani- 
madvifrsions  on  the  poets,  I  feel  myself  much 
posod  to  question,  in  many  instances,  either 
candour  or  bis.  taste.  'He  finds  fault  too  often,' 
like  a  man  that,  having  sought  it  very  industriou»- 
ly,  is  at  last.olilged  to  stick  it  on  a  pinV  point, 
and  look  at  it  through  a^ microscope;  and  I  am 
sure  I  could  easily  convict  him  of  having  denied 
many  beauties,  and  overiooked  nioro.  Whether 
his  judgpaent  be  in  kseff  defective,  or  whether  it 
be  Warped  by  collateral  ognsiderations,-  a  w^ter 
upon  such  subjects  as  I  have  chosen  would  pro- 
bably find -but  little  mercy  at  his  hands. 

•  No  winter  since  we  koew  Olney  has  kept  us 
Diofre  confined  than  the  present  We  have  not 
moro  than  three'  times  escaped  into  the  fields, 
since  last  autumn.-  Man,  a  ch^Ageable  creature^ 
in  himself,  seems  to  subsist  best  in  a  stake  of  va- 
riety,  a*  his  proper  element — a  melancholy  man  at 
least  is  apt  to  grow  sadly  weary  of  the  same  walks, ' 
and  the  same  pales,  uld  to-  find  that  the  same 


scene  will  suggest  the  same  thoughts  perpetually. 
Though  I  have  spoken  of  the  utility  of  changes, 
we  neither  feel  nor  wish  for  any  in  our  friend- 
ships, And  consequently  stand  just  where  we  did 
wim  respect  to  your  whole  sell 

Youis,  my  dear  sir,    -      -W.  C. 


lO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN, 

my' DEAR  FRIEND,  J%6.  9,  1782. 

I  THAKK  yon  for  Mr.'Lowth's  verws.    Thej. 
an  so  good,  that  had  I  been  present  when  bs 
15 


spoke  them,  I  should  4iave  trembled  fo^  the  boy 
lest  the  man  should  disappou&t  the  hopes  such 
eariy  genius  had  given  birth  to.  It  is  not  com- 
mon to  see  so  lively  afhncy  so  correctly  ntanaged, 
and  sd  fiee  from  irr^^ar  exuberance,  at  so  un- 
experienced an  age;  firuitful,  yet  not  wanton,  and 
gay  without  being  tawdry.  When  schoolboys 
i^rite  verte,'if  they  have  any  fire  at  all,  it  general- 
ly spends  itiBelf  in  gashes,  ajid  transient  sparks, 
which  may  indeed  suggest,  an  expectatimi  of 
something  better  hereaftei',  but  deserve  not  ^  be 
much  commended  for  any  real^nerit  of  their  own. 
Their  ^Ht  is  generally  forced  and  false,  and  their 
sublimity,  if  they  affect  any,  bombast  J  lemem- 
ber  well  when  it  waii  thus  with  me,  and  when  a 
turgid,  noisy,  unmeaning  -speech  hi  a  ttagedy, 
which  1  should  now  Uugh  at,  afforded  me  r^ip- 
tures,and  filled  mewithwond^.  It  is  not  in 
gitoeral  till>  reading '  and  observation  have  settled 
the  taste,  that  we  can  give  the  i>rize  to  the  best 
writing,  in  preference  to  the  worrt.  Much  less 
[are  we  able  to  execute  what  is  good  ourselves. 

It  Low|h  seems  to  have  stepped  into  excellence 
at  once,  and.  to  have  gained  1^  intuition  what  we 
little  folks  are  happy  if  we  can  learn  at  last,  after 
much  labour  of  our  own,  and  instruction  of  others. 
The  compliments  he  pays  to  the  memory  of  King 
[Charles,  he  would  probably  now  retract,  thou^ 
he  be  a  bishop,  and  his  majesty's  zeal  for  episco- 
pacy was  one  of  the  causes  of  his  ruin.  An  age 
or  two  must  pass,  before  some  characters  can  be 
properly  understood.  The  spirit  of  party  em- 
ploys itself  |d  soiling  their  faults,  and  ascribing 
to  them  virtues  which  they  never  possessed.  See 
Charies's  fece  .drawn  by  Clarendon,  and  it  is  a 
handsome  portrait.  See  it,more  ju4|ly  e^^bit^ 
by  Mtn,  Macauley,  and  it  is  deformed  to.a  degree 
that  shocks  tts.  Every  featureexpresses  cunning, 
^pfeying  itself  in  the  maintaining  of  tyranny — 
fmd  dissimulation,  pretending  itself  an  advocate 
for  truth. 

My  letten  have  already  apprized  you  of  that* 
dose  and  intimate^ooniiexion  that  took  place  be- 
tween the  hdy  you  visited  in  Clpeen  Ann-street, 
and  us.  NtAhhig  could  be  more  promising,  though 
sudden  in  the  commencement  She  treated  us 
with  as  much  unreservedness  of  communication, 
as  if  we  had  been  bom  in  the  same  house,  and 
educated  tqgethen  At  her  departure,  she  herself 
proposed  a  correspondence,  and  because  writing . 
does  not  agree  with  your  mother,  proposed  a  cor- 
respondence with  me.  By  her  own  deshie  I  wrote 
to  her  underthe  assumed  relation  of  a  brother,  and 
she  to  me  asmy  sister. 

I  thank  you  for  the  searoA  you  nave  made  aftr' 
my  intended  motto,  but  I  no  kmger  need  it^^Oii' 
]me  is  always  vrith  yourself  and  iamily.  ,    - 

•  Yours,  my  dear  friend,        ,  "  W.  0. 
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TO  TllE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. , 

Caaaccioli  nys,— "  These  is  arwiRtiiing  veiy 
bowitching  in  atitlyuiahip,  and  thai  ]>e  who  hM 
once  writton  will  write  «g«in."  It  may  be  ao-^ 
caa  eubacribe  to  the  foimer  poEtfc  of  his  aaaeition 
from  my  own  ezpegdenoe,  jiaviDg  never  Ibviid  «ii 
amhsement,  amo^g  the  many  I  have  beea  oUiged- 
to  Ixave  recourse  to,  that  «o  wqU  answered  the 
purpose  for  wJ^ch  I  used  it.  The  quietii^  and 
composing  effect  of  it.  was  su^,  and  so  totally  ab- 
sorbed have  I  sometimes  been  in  w^  rhymitag  oo- 
cupation,  that  neither  the  past  nor  the  ii^nre 
(those  themes  which  to  me  are  so  fruitful  in  re- 
gret at  other  times),  had  any  longer  a  share  in  my 
conteipplatJoh.  For  this  reason  I  wish,  and  have 
often  wished,  since  the  fit  le^  me,  that  it  would 
seize  me  again;  byt  lutherto  I  have  wished  it  in 
vain.  I  roe  no  want  of  si;^jecta^  but  I  feel  a  total 
disability  to  discuss  them.  Whether  it  is  thus  with 
other  writers  or  not,  I  am  ignorant,  but  I  should 
cuppuae  my  case  in  this  respect  a  little  peculiar. 
The  voluminous  writers  at"  least,  whose  vein  of 
fancy  seems  always  to  have  beei\  rich  in  propor- 
tion ^  their  occasions,  can  not  have  been  so  unlike, 
and  so  unequal  to  themselves.  There  is.  this  dif- 
ference between  my  poetship  and  the  g^erality 
of  tA«7ii-;-they  have  been  ignorant  how  much  they 
have  stood  indebted  to  an  Almighty  power  for  t^e 
exerci8et>f  those  talents  they  have  supposed  their 
own.  Whereas  I' know,  and  know  most  perfect]|y, 
and  am  perl^aps  to  be  taught  it  to  theUst,  that  my 
power  to  think,  whatever  it  be,  and  consequently 
my  power  to  compose,  is,  as  much  ab  my  outward 
form,  afibrded  to  me  by  tile  stune  hand  that  makes 
me,  in  any  respect,  to  differ  from  a  brute.  This 
lesson,  if  not  constantly  inculcated,  might  perhaps 
be  &rgotten,  or  at  Ieaj»t  too  slightly  remembered. 

W.C. 


"  Caraocioli*  apipeaiB  to  me  fo  have  been  a  wise 
man,  and  I  believe  hi^  waa a  good  man  in •areli- 
gious  sense.  Bi^t  his  wisdom  laid  hi»  goodness 
both  ^your  s»ore  of  the  philosopher  than  the 
Christian.  In  the  iat^  of  these  characters  he 
seems  defective  prindpaUy  in  this—^hat  instead 
-of  sending  his  reader  to  God  as  an  inexhaustible 
isoiute  of  happine^  to  his  intelligent  creatoves,  and 
exhort)!^  him  to  cultivate  communion  with  .his 
Mak^,  he  directs  htm  to  his-  own  hearty  and  to 


'  Thme  cubovy  nnuurteof  Covrper  appear  highly  worthy 
irpranrvation.  They  ^nvn  written  oil  Ssvenl  scraps  of  psp 
jw,  wiiliottt  any  tMe,  and  find  pechapi  tiAlr  UDttsuitablB 
il^ce  as  a  8(m)u^  to  the  letter  In  which  be  quoted  the  writer, 
«lKpe  ehacacter  he  has  heie  aketched  at  fuU  length,  and  wUh 

maBtoriy^faand. 


tbs  flOBtnmplalioB  <^hiaowik£M»lti(WAiid  powers 
as  a  never-fitiling  ^niii^  of  csnfint  and  content 
He  speaks  even  of  the  natural  laaA  aa  nawie  in 
the  im^ge  of  CKid,  and  supposss  a  nsemhlanoa 
of  God  to  oonstst ina  sort  of  independent  self* 
sii£5gjig  ai^d  self-complaceht  fiJacity,  which  can 
hardly  be'  eiyoyed  without  tho'lbcfeiture  of  all  hxi- 
mility,  and  a  flat  denial  of  some  of  the  most  iia- 
portant  truths  in  Seriptui^ 

"•  Asa phUoaopher  he  refines  to  an  excess,  and 
his  arguments,  instead  of  convincing  othexs,  if 
pushed  as  far  as  they  would  go,  would  oonvict  him 
of  absurdity  himseffl  When  lor  instapoe  he  would 
depreciate  earthly  riches  by  telling  us  that  gold 
and  diaqaonds  are.  only  matter  modified  in  a  parti- 
cuhur  way,  and  thence  concludes  iSbem  not  mors 
valuable  in  themselves  than  the  dust  under  our 
"feet)  his  consequence  is  fidse,  and  his  cause  b  hurt 
by  the  assertion.  U  is  that  very  modificadon  that 
gives  ^em  both  a  beauty  and  a  vajue — a  vabe 
and  a  beauty  recognised  in  Scripture,  and  by  the 
universal  consent  of  all  well  informed  and  civilized 
i>ations.  .>  It  is  in  vain  to  tell  mankin^^  that  gold 
and  dirt  are  equal,  so  long  as  their  experience  con- 
vinces them  of  the  contraiy.  It  is  necessary  there- 
fore to  distinguish  between  the  0ung  itself  and  the 
abuse  of  it  Wealth  is  in  fact  a  blessing,  when 
honestly  acquired,  and  conscientiously  employed  j 
and  when  otherwise,  the  man  is  to  be  bhmed  and 
not  his  treasure.  How  does  the  Scripture  combat 
the  vice  of  covetoueness?  not  by  asserting  that 
gold  is  only  earth  exhibiting  itself  to  us  under  a 
.particular  modification^  and  therefore 'not  worth 
seeking;  but  by  telling  us  that  covetousness  is 
idolatry,  i\iaX  the  love  of  money  is  the  root  of  all 
evil,  that  it  has  occasioned  !h  some  even  the  ship- 
vnick  of  their  faith,  and  is  always,  in  whomsoever 
it  obtains,  an  abomination. 

"  A  man  might  have  sai^  to  Caracdoli,  Give  n» 
your  purse  fiiU  of  ducats,  and  I  wiU  give  you  my 
old  vrig ;  they  are  both  composed  of  the  same  mat- 
ter under  dififerent- modifications..  What  could 
the  philosopher  have  replied  1  he  must  have  made 
the  exchange,  or  have  denied  his  own  principles. 

"  Again,  when  speaking  of  sumptuous  edifices, 
be  calls  a  palace  an  assemb^ge  of  sticks  and 
ston^,  which  a  pufiT  of  wind  may  demolish,  or  a 
spark  of  fire  consmne;  and  thinks  he  has  reduced 
a  magni^cent  building  igid  a  cottage  to  the  same 
level,  when  he  has  told  us  that  the  latter  viewed 
through  an  optic  glass  may  be  made  to  appear  as 
large  as  the  former,  and  that  the  former  seen 
throdgh  the  same  glass  inverted  may  bo  reduced 
to  the  pitiful  dimensions  of  the  latter;  has  he  in- 
deed carried  his  point?  is  he  not  rather  imposing 
on  the'  judgment  of  his- readers,  just  as  th^  glass 
would  io^pose  upon  their  senses'!  How  is  it  pus- 
sible  to  deduce  a  substantial  argument  Ih  this  case 
from  an  adtnowledgod  deception  of  the  sightl  The 
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ilffl  a  pdftee,  Midtto<ottigeiyimMdi#HiwMtA 
in  tM&ly,  timighire.eontfliB|iale  |bapi  otht  w 
long  ttunngli  mn  SBoave  mutoim.  TImw  «  ia 
fiKt  a  nal  Afibfenoe  b«tweta  Umn*  t^  Mch  a 
one  as  dw  fletifinfe  itidf  takea  Wyampbartcai 
flfHiee  of,  aasinSng  w  tkat  fa  the  fault  iif ,  mloli- 
AaU  be  requind  «f  }um  to'wlMn  OMKh  WM  given> 
tinl  ereiy  man  ahaB  betibencwiiwiiedaa  a^tew* 
aid,  and  Tender  a  itEietaeoonnt  of  the  tliinga  with 
wlueh  he  was  inkrasted  Thkeeiiiideratbn  in- 
deed ifiay  make  the  dxveHen  In  pafaicea  traiMe, 
who,  fivfaig  Ibr  the  moipt  part  in  the  cooMnned 
ftbofle  of  their  talent  aqvaiidegiing  aJod  waallag 
and  ipeDdinf  npoBthnmeehreitMrMaiMr'elrea- 
sore,  w31  have^reaeon  enough  toenvythe^ 
iriioae  aecoonia  win  he.mofoeaittyeetlli 
to  tell  mankind,  tha*  a  palaee  and  a  faervel  an  the 
fame  thing,  IB  to  affinrnt  thflhrwnflfi,  t» 
tiieir  loBowledge,  and  to  diagnet  thdr 


**  Herein  aeenw  to  eoiwfet  one  of  the  pirtiiclpal 
difierencca  between  PhikMophy  and  Seriptioe^  or 
theWlHkun  df  Man  aiftd  the  Wldkanof  God. 
The  former  endeavonre  indeed  to  eontiaoe  the 
jn^gment,  but  it  fipeq[Qently  ie  obUgedto  haw  le- 
ooune  to  anlawful 
tkm  and  the  {far  .of  Amcy.  Tbe  latter  addwiMi 
itaelf  to  the  jvJ^BaoiA  likewiee,  bqt  it  earhea  itB 
point  bj  awakening  the  eomdenee,  by  enlighten- 
ii^  tlie'  nnderit^mding,  and  by  appealing  to  ov 
own  experience.  Aa  Phttoaophythevefccecannol! 


make  a  Ohrietian,  eo  a  Chiifeliaa  oogbt  4o  iak^  pleaanse.    If  he  lavep  instruction,  he  has  a  tutor 


eai«thatbebenottoomiioliaPhikMK^]bar.  Hie 
mere  fofly  initead  of  wiad{nn,  to fteego  thoaeav- 
gnmenfta,  and  tO  ahsfcomr  eyes  npon  liioMBolivea 
whkli  Troth  itnlf  baa  pouted  not  to  w,  and 
winch akmeaiwadefaate to li^  Vatfom,  aaAUf 
boayeitneKes  m  maknigvain  exparimontaMiIhe 
iCrength  of  allien  oToor  ewa  inventioiL .-  loiaat, 
the  -mM  whioh,  however  it  haa  damd  to  oontra- 
vevt  the  anthentidty  of  Scriptnse,  hae  never  been 
aMeto  impeaoh  ihe  wiedem  of  its  preeepte,  or  Ihe 
maeonableneBa  of  ita  eodiortatidava,  haa  aa^iadly 
enough  to  aee  t^uougfa  the  fidlacy  of  aaoli  rnaai^i 
iiigs,  and  will  tather  laof^at  tiie  aage,  who  de- 
darei  war  agajnff^  matter  of  fact,  than  become  pro- 
aelytea  to  his  opinion." 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  jsmAR  niMkD,  Feb.  ^f  1182,   ,^ 

Ir  I  ahoald.ieoeive  a  letter  from  jou  to-moODW, 
yoa  moit  atill  remfmbM  that  I  am  not  in  your 
debt,  hawBig  paid  yon  by  niitiriparton— &owing 
that  yoo  take  an  inteaeat  in  my  pnblbation,  and 
that  yopi  haw  waited  forit  with  aome  impataenoe, 
I  write  to  inftrra  you  tb^  if  it  ia  poaaible  finr  a 


pthrtertobapaaotQaiylahaloQine  foiCfa  on  lOha 
fint  «f  M*Mh.  '  I  han  orflend  two  copiaa  to 
8look;oBB  ibr  BOr.  John  Vnwjn.  itia  poasUa, 
after  all,  that  my  beak  toiqr  come  iirtfa  without  a 
Prefiuse.  Mr.  Jkewten  haa  WBtten  ^  oeqid  in- 
deed write  BO  other)  a  very  aenaiUa  at  weH  aa  a 
TeiyftkiidlyMM; and itk printed.  Botthe4Mok.x 
aeOar,  who  knauva  hnn  well,  andeetoeon  him  high- 
iy,  ia  anadooa  to  have  it  cancieilad,  wad,  with  my 
c(»M90t  imt  Johtahwd,  haaolSnmd  to  n^goeiilto  that 
matter  wtfh  te  an^ior,— fie  jndgea,  tbat'thoogh 
itwteild  aero  to  leoommend  tewdnme  to.tha 
religioua,  it  wonld  diignat  the  prafime,  and  that 
there  ia  fa  reality  im^taeed  of  any  Pke&ce  at  alL  I 
have  fonnd  Johnaon  a  very  judidona  inan  on  othw 
oceaaiona,  and  am  therefore  wiffing  that  he  ahodld 
determine  ibr  me  upon  thia.  - 

There  are  bntftwpenona  to  whom  I  preaent 
mytook..  The  knd  chancellor  ia  one:  leodeae 
in  a  packet  I  aend  by  thia  poat  to  Jobnaon  k  letter 
tahie  bidahfp  which  will  aeoompaoy  the  volume; 
and  to  you  I  (Bocloae'  accpy  of  it,  because  I  know 
yoa  will  h«w  »  fiieniQy  corioaity  to  aee  it  An 
author  lean  important  chafteter.  Whatever  hia 
meziia  may  be^  tiie  mere  drcumatanto  of  author- 
abip  wanapta  hie  approach  ,to  peraona^  whom 
otherwiae  perhi^  h^  could  hardly  itddreaa  with- 
out being  deemed  impeTtinent.  He  can  io  me. 
no  good.  If  I  ahould  happen  to  do  him  a  little,  J 
ahaU  be  a  gref^er  man  than  he.  Ihaveordeieda 
copy  likewiae  to  Mr.  S. 

J  hoype  John  continoea  to  be  pleaaed,  and  togive 


who  can  give  him  pientifuUy  of  what  he  lovee; 
and  with  h^  ilatnral  abiiitiea  hni  fsogreaa  miut  be 
anch  a«  you  would  wish.       Toun,     « W,  C. 


TO  Ii09U>  TRVBLOW. 

(eNCLOBED  to  MR.  tTNWIK.) 

MTLOUD,  ObMsy.^iieftt,  JFV(.95, 17^ 

I  MiKS  no  apokigjr'fiir  what  I  account  a  duty. 
I  ahonld  ofiend  againut  the  oonUality  of  oi^r  fitr- 
mer  firiendabip  ahoula  I  aend  a  volume  into  the 
wodd,4uid  fbiget  how  much  I  am  bound  to  pay 
iqy  partieular  reapecta  to  your  lordahip  upon  that 

aaion.    When  vre  paited,  you  little  thought  of 
hearioig  finnn  me  again;  and  I  aa  little  that  I  < 
abould  live  to  wzito  to  yon,  atill  leaa,  that  I  abonld 
wait  on  you  in  the  capacity  of  an  author. 

Among  .the  piecea  I  hi^ve  the  honour  to  aend, 
there  ia  one  for  which  I  muat  entreat  your  pardon. 
I  mean  that  of  which  jour  knedahip  is  the  aubject. 
The  beat  czcuae  1  can  make  ia,  t|iat  it  flowed  aI->, 
moat  apontaneoiyly  from  the  aflectionato  remem« 
fanhee  of  a  connexion  that  did  me  ao  much  honoiu 

As  to  the  reat,  idm  merita,  if  they  have  any, 
1^  their  defects,  which  are  probab^  more. than 
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I  am  awue  of,  mil  neitlier  of  them  escape  your 
liutioe.  But  when  there  is  much  dlaoenimentj 
(hen  w  getiesally  much  candour;  aikl  I  comi 
myself  hito  your  lordship's  hands  with  the  leas 
anxiety,  being  weU  acquainted  with  youzs. 

If  my  first  visit,  sfter  so  long  an  integral,  should' 
prove  neither  a  tzouUesolne,  nor  a  dull  one,  but 
especially,  iC  not  altogether  an  uzqnofitable  one, 
omnt  tuli  punetum. 

I  have  th^  honour  to  be,  though  with  very  dif- 
fereiit  impressions  of  some  subjects,  yettnth  the 
same  sentiments  of  afieetion  «nd  esteem  as  ever, 
ywu  lordship's  fidthftd,  and  most  obedient,  hum- 
ble servant,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  J.  NEWTON. 

MT  DEAR  FBIENBJ  Feb.  1783. 

I  ENCLOSE  Johnson's  letter  upon  the  subject  of 
the  Pre&oej  and  would  send  you  my  reply  to  it, 
i^  I  had  kept  a  copy.  This  hov^ever  was  the  pur- 
port of  it.  That  Mr!  — ^,  whom  I  described  as  you 
described  him  to  me,  had  made  a  similar  objection, 
but  that  being  vnlling  to  hope,  that  two  or  three 
pages  of  sensible  matter,  well  expressed,  might 
possibly  gp  down,  though  of  a  religious  cast,  I 
vTas  resolved  to  believe  him  mistaken,  and  to  pay 
no  regard  to  it,^  That  Ais*  iudgment,  however, 
who  by  hb  occupation  is  bound  to  underBtand 
what  will  promote  the  sale  of  a  book,  and  what 
will  hinder  it,  seemed  to  deserve  more  attention. 
That  therefore,  acci^rding  to  his  own  offer  written 
on  a  small  slip  of  paper  now  lost,  I  shofildbe 
obliged  tQ  him  if  he  i^ouTd  state  his  difficulties  to 
you;  adding,  that  I  need  not  in^rm  hin^f  who  Is 
so  well  acquainted  with  you,  that  he  would  find 
you  easy  to  be  persuaded  to  sacrifice,  if  necessary, 
what  you  had'vrritten,  to  the  Interests  of  the  book. 
I  find  he  has  had  sp  interview  with  you  upon  the 
oocasion,  and  your  behaviour  has  verified  my  pre- 
diction. What  course  he  determines  upon  I  do 
not  know,  nor  am  I  at  aU  anxious  about  it.  It  is 
impossible  for  me  however  to  be  so  innRnBible  of 
your  kindness  in  writing  the  prefiu»,  as  not  to  be 
desirous  of  defying  all  contingencies  rather  tiian 
entertain  a  wrish  to  suppress  it  It  will  do-  me 
honour  in  the  eyes  of  those  whose  good  opinion  is 
indeed  an  honour,  and  if  it  hurts  .nie  in  the  esti- 
mation !of  others,  I  can  not  iielp  it;  the  fimlt  is 
neither  yqfurs  nor  mine,  biit  theirs.  If  a  minister's' 
IS  a  moie  splendid  character  than  a  poet's,  and  I 
think  nobody  that  understands  their  value  can 
hedtate  in  dedding  that  question,  then  undoubted- 
ly the  advantage  of  having  our  names  united  in 
the  same  vo]ume  is  all  on  my  side. 

We  Diank  you  for  the  Fast-sermon.    I  had  ivit 

read  two  pages  before.  I  exclaimed the 

manr  has « read  Expostuhition.    But  thou|^  then 


hi  a.  strong  resemblance  between  the  tiro.ineoes  in 
point  of  matter,  and  sometimes  the  very  same  ex- 
pressioiis  are  to  be  met  with,  yetl  soon  recollected 
that,  OB  such  a  theme,  k^striking  coincidence  d 
both  might  happen  without  a  wonder.  -  I  doubt 
not  that  it  is  the  productkm  of  an  himest  man,  it 
cariies  with  it  an  air  of  sincerity  and  zeal,  that  is 
not  easily  counterfiotted.  But  though  I  can  see 
no  reason  why  kings  shoqld  not  sometiiies  hear 
of  their  fioilts,  as  well  as  other  men,  I  thiidt  I  see 
many  good  ones  why  they  should  not  be  reproved 
so  publicly.  It  can  iiardly  be  done  with  ^t  re- 
spect which  is  due  to  their  office,  on  the  part  of 
the  autljor,  or  without  encouraging  a  s^iit  of  un- 
mannerly, censure  in  his  leaders.  Bis  majesty 
too  perhaps^might  answer — ^my  own  personal  feel- 
ings and  offences  I  am  ready  to  oonfeas ;  but  were 
I  to  follow  your  advice,  and  cashier  the  profligate 
firom  my  serviee,  where  must  I  seek-  men  of  faith, 
and  true  christian  piety,  qualified  by  nature  and 
by  education  to  succeed  them'i  Business  must  be 
done,  men  of  business  alone  can  do  it,  and  good 
men  are  rarely  found  u^der  that  description. 
When  Nathan  reproved  Pavid,  he  did  not  em- 
pk>y  a  herald,  or  accompany  his  charge  with  the 
pound  of  the  trumpet;  nor  can  I  think  the  writer 
of;  this  sermon  quite  justifiable  in  exposing  the 
king's  &ults  in  the  sight  of^  the  people. ' 

Your  answer  respecting  ^tna  is  (quite  satisiac- 
tory,  and  gives  me  much  pleatsure.  I  hate  alter- 
ing, though  I  never  iraAise  the  task  when  propriety 
seems  to  enjon  it;  and  an  alterstion  in' this  in- 
stance, if  lam  not  mistal^ii,  would  have  been  sin- 
gularly jdiffi6ult  Indeed,  when  a  piece  has  been 
finished  two  or  three  ye^,  and  an  author  finds 
occasion  to  amend,  or  make  an  ad^^tmn  .to  it,  it  is 
not  easy  to  &H  upon  the  very  vein  fiem  which  he 
drew  his  ideas  in  the  first  instance;  but  either  a 
dififevent  turn  of  thought,  or  expression,,  will  be- 
tray the  patch,  and  convince  a  reader  of  disceni- 
ment  that  it  has  been  cobbled  and  varnished. 

Our  love  to  you  both,  and  to  the  young  Euphro- 
syne,  the  old  Uidj-of  that  name  >eing  long  since 
dead;  if  she  pleases  she  shall  fill  her  vacant  office^ 
and  be  my  muse  hereafter. 

Yours,  my  ^ear  sir,    W.  C 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MareK  6,  1782. 
Is  peace  .the  nearer  because  our  patriots  have 
resolved  that  it  is  .desirablel  Will  the  vxtory  they 
have  gained  in  the  House  of  Commons  be  attended 
with  any  otherl  Do  they  expect  the  same  success 
on  other  occasions,  and  having  once  gained  a  ma- 
jority are  they  to  be  the  majority  for  ever?->— 
These  are  the  questions  we  agitate  by  the  fireside 
in  an  evening,  without  bdng  able  to  oome  to  anv 
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cotain  cootjtoAfHf  putly  I  iinppow  bocaiiM  ub 
•abjcek  k  mittm^  muiertain,  and  paitly  becavte  We 
an  notfiBiiMlied  with  the  nmoi  of  undRitaaid- 
ingit  I  find  t^  politics  of •  tunet  pMt  fitf  more 
iotdfigihle  than  those  of  the  present  Time  has 
thrown  ]i|^t  upon  what  was  obsooTOj  «tid  decided 
what  was  amfaignoas.  The  charaden  of  great 
men,  irfoch  am  always  mysteriouB  while  HfyBj 
liw,  att  amertaiQed  hj  the  fiithAil  historian,  and 
■MMT  or  later  xecetve  their  wages  of  &me  or  in- 
&Diy,aoeon&ig  to  their  txne deserts.  Howhavel 
leen  senriUe  and  leanied  men  bum  ineense  to  the 
noDoiy  of  Olifer  CromweH,  asfribingio  him,  as 
the  grnteet  hero  in  .the  world,  the  dignity  of  the 
Bntuh  empire  during^  the  biterregnnm.    A  oen- 


terdekys  80  long  to  gratify  your  expectation.  It 
Is  a  state  of  nynd  that  is  apt  to  tire  and  disconcert 
ns;  and  there  ue  hot  few  pleafores  that  mate 
vs  amends  for  the  pain  of  repeated  djsappqpntment 

takis  it  for  granted  yoa  have  not  reootTed 
the  vdmne,  not  having  reoeifed  it  myself,  nor 
indeed  heard  from  Johnson,  smoe  he  fixed-  the 
first  of  the  moodi  for  its  pabGeation. 

What  a  medley  are  onr  public  prints,  half  the 
page  filled  with  tlM^hlin  of  the  country,  and  the 
other  half  filled  with  the  vices  and  pleasures  of 
it-— here  an  islknd  taken,  and  there  a  new  comedy 
—here  an  empire  k)St,  aM  there  an  Italian-  opera, 
or  «  Lord's  Tout  on  a  Sunday  1 

''Ma^  it  please  your  lordship  1  lamanEngfisb- 


tmy  paned  before  that  idol,  which  seemed  to.  be  ^nali,  azulmuststand  or  M  with  the  nation.    Re- 


of  gold,  was  pvored  to  be  a  wooden  one.  The 
fallacy  however  was  at  length  .detected,  and  the 
hoDoar  of  that  detectbn'  has-^llen  to* the  sham 
of  a  woman.  I  do  not  know  whether  you  have 
iwd  Mis.  Mac^nky's  history  of  that  peiiod.  She 
has  haadled  him  more  roughly  than  the  Scots  (£d 
at  the  battle  of  Dunbar.  He  would  have  thoi^ht 
it  little  worth  his  while  to  have  broken  threugh  all 
oUigatiens  divine  and  human,  to  have  wept  croco- 
dile tean,  and  wrapped  himself  up  in  the  obscu- 
lity  of  apeeches  4hat  nobody  could  underetand, 
ooold  he  hate  foreseen  that  in  the  ensumg  centu- 
toiy  a  lady's  sdesars  would  dip  his  laurels  dose, 
and  expose  his  naked  villany  to  the. scorn  of  all 
poatcrity.  This  however  hai  been  acoempliahiBd, 
ud  BoefiectuaUy,  that  I  suppose,  it  is  not  in  the 
power  of  the  most  artificial  management  to.  make 
than  grow  agaixL  Even  the  sagadons  of  man- 
kind are  blind  when  Providence  leaves  tiiem  to  be 
deluded;  so  blind,  that  a  tyrant  shall  be  mistaken 
fiw  a  true  patriot,  true  potriots*  (such  vrare^the 
Long  PaiUan^nt)  shall  be  ahhoried  as  tyrants, 
and  almp^  a  wlu^  nation  shall  dream^  that  they 
have  the  fiill  enjoypent  of  liberty,  for  yean  after 
mch  a  complete  knave  as  Oliver  shall  have  stolen 
it  completely  from  them.    I  am  indebted  for  att 


who  has  lent  me  five  vdumes  of  the  work  I 
tion.  I  was  willing  to  dispUy  it  while  I  have  it; 
in  a  twelve-monUi'*  time  I  shall  remember  aknest 
oothing  of  the  matter.  .  W.  C. 


ligion,  Ata  true  palladium,  has  been  stolen  a#^; 
and  it  is  crumUilig  into  dust  Sin  ruins  ns,  the 
sins  of  the  great  eqwdally,  andoftbeir  sinsespe- 
dally  the  viohlion  of  the  Sabbath,  becaaie  it  is 
natumlly  productive  of  all  the  rest  If  you  wish 
well  to  our  anus,  and  would  be  glad  to  see  the 
kingdom  emerging  again  firam  her  ruins^  pay  mote 
respect  to  an  ordinal  that  deserves  the  deepesit 
-I  do  not  say  pardon  this  short  remonstranoe !— - 
The  eonoem  I  fed  fo»  my  eooaUiy,  and  the  hk- 
torest  I  have  in  its  prospeiity,  give  me  a  right  to 
make  it    1  am,  '&c."' 

Thus  one  might  write  to  his  lordship,  and  (I 
suppose)  might  be  as  profitably  emj^yed  in  whist- 
ling the  tune  of  an  old  ballad. 

I  have  no  copy  of  the  prefiuse,  nor  do  I  know 
at  present  how  Johnson  and  Mr.  Newton  have 
settled  it  •  In  the  matter  of  it  tl^ere  was  nothing 
oflfensively  peculiar;  but  it  was  thought  too  pious, 
Yoiixs,  my  dear  firiend,  W.  C* 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHIf  NEWTON. 


uy  DEAR  FRIBMD,  Moreh  14, 1783. 

I  CAN  only  repeat  what  I  said  sometime  sincOi 
this  Aow  of  historical  knowledge  to  Mr.  HnH^that  tHe  wo^  is  ^wn  more  foolish  and  careless 

thanit  was  when  I  had  the  honour  of  knowing  it 
Though  your  prefiuse  was  of  a  seriouscast,  it  was 
yet  free  firom  every  thing  that  might,  with  pro>> 
priety,  expose  it  to  the  charge  of  Methodism,  be- 
ing giiilty  of  no  offensive  peculiarities,  nor  contain- 
ing any  of  those  obnoxious  doctrines  at  which  the 
world  is  80  apt  to  be  angry,  and  which  we  mui^ 
give  her  leave  to  be  angry  at,  because  we  know  she 
can  not  help  it  It  aSeeited  nothing  more  than 
every  rational  creature  must  admit  to  be  trUe — 
"that  divine  and  earthly  things  can  no  longex 
_  stand  in  competition  with  €ach  other,  In  the  judg- 
MwShuttWworthamnotbo'ofthepaiJky.    A  line '™«'**  <*^  "»y  "»^  **»*»  while  he  continues  igno- 

to  osoertain  the  hour  when  we  may  expect  you,  j- • ■■ .-J 

aythenextprecedingpgst,WiIlbewdcome.  .       |    •  At  ihle  p«lod,  A.  Urn  votams  of  He  wriWS  poams^ 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 
i«T  DEAR  FRIEND,  Morch  7,  1793. 

We  have  great  j^leasure  in  the  contemplation  of 
four  Northern  journey,  as  it  proknises  us  a  sight 
of  you  and  yours  by  die  way,  and  are  only  sony 


Jt 


is  not  much.for  my  advantage  that  the  prin-  tpned fiomthe  onm 
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mat  of  iMr  napeckiYe  vtkM;  imd.  >hal  tlM  aw^ 
■mit  the  eyta  ate  •pened,  tbe  IftMar  wn  always 
cbeeifbUy  iduiqiiklied  ftftiMMbe  of  diefttmef. 
Now  l4o  BMfA  ontauply  lUBtaiber  the 
^lacha  pidpontiqii  Ulliis  Wotald  kavebeeli  at  laadt 
^uppoftable,  and  when  it  w«uld  Bot  have  spoiled 
tfw  laarket  df  ifiiy  vcrfnme,  to  wUck  it  had  been 
prefixed,,  ergo^-^'-^he  tuisM  iie  idUied  fcr  flis 
'  worse. 

I  have.  tttfeoB  io  be  teij  imwh  etftisfied  tH4i  uqr 
^blishnr—he  nMSbedsuch  liMs  *  did  not  pleaee 
him,  and  as  often  «  I  eonld,  I  paidaU  peesibfe 
leape^  to  his  ammadteleions.  Yon  wQl  aeeokd- 
inglj  find,  at  least  if  yon  leeoUect  how  they  stood 
in  the  MS.,  thit  setehd  'passages  are  belter  for 
having  undergene  faJsH^ritiBal  notioe.'^  Jndeed  I  do 
Qot  know  where  loould  have  ft^nd  a  beokneOer 
who'  eouU  have  pointed  out  to  n».niy  defects  vrith 
mqPs.disocruBiSht ';  and'as  I  find  it  is  a  ftshion  for 
UKxiem  baidS  to  pdblish  the  names  of  the  liflsratt, 
who  haive  favonrad  their  works  .with  a  revisal, 
would  myself  most  wiffingly  have  acknowlsdged 
my  oldigations  to  Jofansoii)  and  so  I  told  him.  I 
ttn4o  thank  yon  likewis,  nnd  ought  to  have  done 
it  in  the  first  pbu»,  for  having  rscommended  to 
xye  the  snppressien  of  some  Hnes,  which  I  am  now 
more  than  ever  eenvineed  would  at  leastliave  done 
me  nolionour.'.  "W^.-C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  WH/LIAM, 

The  modest  terms  in  wliieh  you  exprdle  y«>ur- 
self  on  the  subject  of  lady  Austen's  oommendatiort 
embolden  me  to  ttdd  my  sufiSrage  to  hers,  and  to 
confirm  it  by  assuring  you  I  think  her  just  and 
well  founded  in  her  opinion,  of  you.  The  compli- 
ment indeed  glances  at  n^yaelf ;  for  were  you  less 
than  she  iwxounts  you,  I  ought  not  to  afiford  you 
that  platee  in  my  esteem  which  yoti  have  held  so 
long.  My  own  sagadty  therefore  and  discem- 
-ment  are  not  a  little  concerned  upon  Ihe  occasion, 
for  either  you  resemble  the  picture,  or  I  have 
strangely  mistaken  my  man,  and  formed  an  erro- 
neous judgment  of  his  character.  ^  With  respect  to 
your  face  bM  figure  indeed,  there  I  leave  the  ladies 
to  determine,  as  being  naturally  best  qualified  to 
decide  the  point }  -  but  whether  you  are  perfectly  the 
'  man  of  sense,  and  the  gentleman,  is  a  question  in 
whicLI  am  as  m^ich  Interested  as  they,  and  which, 
you  being  my  firiend,  I  am  of  course  prepared  to 
.settle  in  your  favour.  The  lady  (whom,  when 
yon^Lnow  her  as  well,  you  will  love  as  much  as 
v^  do)  is,  and  has  been  during  the  last  fortnight, 
a  part  of  our  &mily.  Before  she  was  perfectly 
restored  to  health,  she  returned  to  CBfton.  ,  Soon 
aftAr  she  came  back  Mr.  Jones  had  ^aocaaon  te  fo 


tn  Londeoi  No  sooAerwsb  he  goin,  than  the 
ChMUmuf  bflfaig  l«ft  vrkhflot  a  gtarisstt,  was  be- 
AdgfiA  as  ngttbiliy  as  the  ought  cans  on.  VB- 
wcM  both  hfeaid  and  aesn  in  the  garden,  and 
ait  tbs  dbote  SImI  windows.  Th*  kitchen  vrindow 
^paiticshr  was  attempted, fimm  whioh  they  took 
ft  eom^etg  pane  of  (^ass,  essc^y  opposite  to  the 
irati  by  wkicbit  was  fostened  -,  Imfc  pSovidenftiaAy 
tfa^  window.kad  hsm  naikd  to  the  woodwork,  in 
older  to  ke^p  it  ckne,  and  that  the  air  nigkt  be 
Azdnded;  ihusthey  were  dkappointed^  and  being 
ditfoovMed  by  tiie  maid,  vritbdiew.  Tlie  ladies 
being  worn  out  widi  continnal  watching,  and 
repeated  alazras,  vreie  at  last  prevailed  upon  t« 
take  veftige  with  usi  Bien  ftmushed  with  fire- 
aumi  were  put  jnto^the  house,-  and  the  riscalb^ 
having  intettigenoe  of  this  circamstanoe,  beat  a 
retreat  Mr.  Jones  letiUBed;  Mrs^  Jones  ana 
Miss  Ghreen,  her  daughter,  left  us,  but  Lady  Ans- 
len's  spirits  liaving  been  too  much  disturbed,  to  be 
able  to  repose  in  a  place  where  she  had  been  ss 
much  terrified,  she  vras  left  behind.  She  vanains 
us  till  her  lodgings  at  the  vini^age  can  be 
made  ready  for  her  receptiim.  I  have  now  sent 
you  what  has  oocnrred  of  nnotoeat  in  our  hiirtory 
since  my  last. 

I  say  amen,  vrith  aH  my  heart,  to  your  obser- 
vation on  religious  charaotem.  Men  who  profoss 
themselves  a^bpts  in  mathematical  knowledge,  in 
cstnmoniy,  or  jurisprudence,  are  generaOy  as  vrell 
qaaMfied  as  th^y  Wonld  i^ppear.  The  reason  may 
be,  tliat  they  are  always  liable  to  detection,  should 
they  attempt  to  impdse  upon  mankind,  and  theie- 
fom  take  care  to  be  what  they  pretend.  Irr  reli- 
gion ahme,  a  profession  is  often  slightiy  taken  up, 
and  slovenly  carried  on,  because  forsooth  candor 
and  charity  require  us  to  hope  the  best,  and  to 
judge  favouraUy  of  our  neighbour,  and  because 
it  is  easy  to  deceive  the  ignorant,  who  are  a  great 
majority,  upon  this  subject.  Let  a  man  attech 
himself  to  a  particular  pfeirty,  oontend  furiously 
for  what  are  properly  called  evangelical  doctrines, 
and  enlist  l^mself  nnder  the  baiuier  of  some  po- 
pular preacher,  and  the  business  is  done.  Behdd 
a  Christian!  a  Saint!  a  Phcenix! — In  the  mean 
tilne  perhaps  his  heart,  and  his  temper,  and  e^en 
his  conduct;  are  unsanctified^  pdssiUy  less  exem- 
plary than  those  of  sdme  avowed  infideh.  No 
nmtter— he  can  talk—he  has  the  Shibboletii  of  the 
true  church— the  Bible  in  his. pocket,  and  a 
head  yreO  stored  vnth  notions.  But  the  quiet, 
humble,  modest,  an^  peaceaUe  person,  who  is  in 
his  practice  what  the  other  is  only  in  his  profee- 
wbo  hates  a  noise,  and  therefore  makes 
none,  who  knowing  the  snaTes  that  are  in  the 
world,  kec^  himself  as  much  out  of  i(  as  he  can, 
and  never  enters  it,  but  when  duty  calls,  and  even 
then  with  fear  and  trembling— is  the  Christian 
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tbat  will  always  stand  highest  in  the  estimation 
of  those,  who  hnng  a^  charadsrs  to  the  test  of 
trnewisdon,  and  judge  of  the  tree  by  lis  fruit: 

'You  tfre  d^aiiDus  of  visiting  tjie  pnioaeis*,  yon 
wi^  to  adnunistei  to  their  neoesaities,  and  to  give 
them  Instruction.  This  task  you  will  wdertake, 
though^-you^xpect  to  encounter  many  things  i^ 
theperfonnanpe  of  it,  that  will  give  you  pain. 
Now  thi9  I  can  understaiid^-you  will  not  listen 
to  the  senwhilitieB  that  distcess  yourself,  but  to 
the  distresses  ef  others.  Therefore,  When  I  meet 
with  one  of  the  spedoiid  praters  above-mentioned, 
I  win  sMid  him  to  Stock,  that  by  your  diffidence 
he  may  be  taught  a  lesson  of  modesty;  by  your 
genercMdty,  a.  little  feeling  for  others;  ojidbyyour 
general  canduet,  in  short,  to'  ch^dter  less,  and  to 
do  nkore.^ 

Yours,  fifty  dear  fnend,         W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  FRISNO,      .  March  1^,  17^. 

•  NoTHiKO  has  given  hie  so  much  pleasure,  since 
the  publication  of  my  v6tume,  as  your  £ivourable 
opinion  of  it  It  may  possibly  meetwith  accept- 
ance from  hundreds^  whose  commendation  would 
afibrd  me  no  other  satisfartion  than  what  I  should 
find  in  the  hope  diat  it  might  do  them  good.  I 
have' some  neighbours  in  this  place,  who  say,  they 
Uki:  it — doubdess  I  h«d  rather  they  shoidd  than 
that  they  should  not — ^but  I  know  them  to  be  per' 
sons  of  no  mora  taste  in  poetry,  than  skill  in  the 
mathematics;  their  applause  therefore  is  a  sound 
that  has  no  niusic  in  it  for  me.  But  my  vanity 
was  not  so  entirely  quiescent  when  I  read  your 
firiendly  fusoouit  of  the  manner  it  had.  kfiected 
you.  It  was  tickled,  and  pleased,  and  told  me  in 
a  pvetty  kud  whisper,  that  ot^iers.  perhaps  of 
whose  taste  and  judgment  I  had  «  high  opinioQ, 
would  apprsve  it  too.    As  a  giver  of  good  ooon- 

sels^  I  wish  to  please  all— «&  an  author,  I  am  per-  ought!  If  not,  still  yoa  have  acted  a  humane  and 
fectly  indifferent  to  the.  judgment  of  all,  except  becoming  part,  and  the  poor  aching  toes  and  fin- 
the  few  who  are  indeed  judidous.  The  ciicnm' !  g^n  of  the  prisopcrs  will  not  appear  in  judgmei^t 
stance  howevtr  in  your  letter  which  pleased  me!  ftgaipst  jo^*  I  hav&ixnade  a  sUght  alteration  in 
most  was,  that  you  wrote  in  high  spirits,  and  i  the  la^t  8entextce,j¥hich  perhaps  you  will  not  dis- 


wvong,  wero  I  to  omit  mentionlBg^ne  great  com- 
pkMMSQcy  withwhich  liead  your  hairativie  of  Mm. 
Unwinds  tmle^  and  tears;  persons Nof  much  sen- 
ability  are  idways  ^ereons  of  taste,  and  f  taste  for 
poeti7  depends  indeed  i^n  that  very  ar^e  more 
than  upon  any  other,  if  she  had  Aristotle  by 
heart,  I  should  not  esteeih  her  judgment  so  highly, 
were  rile  defective  in  point  of  feeling,  as  I  do,  and 
must  esteem  it,  knowing  her  to  have  such  feelings 
as  Aristotle  could  not  communicate,  and  as  half 
thto  readers  in  the  world  are  destitutei  of.  This  it 
is  that  makes  me  set  so  high  n  price  upon  your 
ihothex's  opinwn.  She  is  a  critic  by  nature,  and 
not  by  rule,  and  has  a  percef^on  of  what  is  good 
or  bad  in  composition,  that  I  never  knew  deceive 
her;  insomuch,  that  when  two.  sort^  of  expression 
have  pleaded  equally  fer  the  precedence,  in  'ijiy 
own,esteem,  and  I  have  referred,  as  in  such  cases 
I  always  did,  the  decision  of  the  point  to  her,  I . 
never  knew  he^  at  aloss  for  a  just  one. 

Whether  I  shall  receive  any  answer  from  jiis 
Chancellorship  or  not,  is  at  present  in  amM^vo^ 
and  will  probaUjrcon^inue  in  the  si^op  state  of 
ambiguity  much  longer.  He  is  so  busy  a^mai^, 
and  at  this  time,  if  the  papers  may  be  credited^  so 
particularly  busy,  that  I  am  ferced  to  mortify  my- 
self with  the  thought,  that  both  my  book  and  my 
letter  may  be  throwA  into  a  comer  as  too.  insignifi- 
cant for  a  statesman's  notice,  and  never  found  till 
hu  executor  finds  tbpm.  This  affair  however 
is  neither  at  my  libi^vk  nor  his.  I  have  sent  him 
the  truth.  >  He  that  put  it  into  the  heart  of  a  cer- 
tain eastern  monarch,  to  amuse  himself  one  sleep* 
less  night  with  listening  to  the  recojpds  of  his  Ung- 
dom,  is  dl>]e>o  give  birth  to  aoch  another  occasion, 
and  inspire  his  lordship  with  a  curiosity  to  know 
what  he  has  received  from  a  fioend  he  once  bved 
ai|d  valu^.  If  an  ans^rer  comes,  however,  you 
shall  not  long  be^a  stranger  to  the  contents  of  it.. 

I  have  read  your  letter  to  their  nprships,  and 
much  ai^rove  of  ft.    May  it  have  the  efiect  it' 


though  you  sud-much,  suppressed  more,  lest  you 
riioahi  hurt  my  delioacyt~my  delicacy  is  obliged 
to  you-^but  you  observe  it  is  not  so  squeanush, 
but  that  after  it  has  feasted  upon  praise  expressed, 
it  can  find  a  comfortable  dessert  in  the  contem- 
plation  of  praise  implied.  I  now  feel  asif  I  should 
be  glad  to  begin  another  volume,  but  fiom  the  wiU 
to  tha  poww  is  a  (^  too  wide  /or  me.^to  take  at 
at  present,  and  the  season  of  the  year  brings  with 


approve. 


Yours  ever, 


W.  C. 


TO  TiBE  REV.  WILLIAM  BULL. 

ifarch  ^,  178"^. 
Your  letter  gave  ms  great  p]ea9UTe,  both  as  a 
testimony  of  you^  approbation,  and  of  your  re- 


it  so  many  avocations  into  Ahe  garden,  where '  gard.    I  wrote  in  hopes  of  pleasing  you,  and  such 
I  am  my  own/«c  lolum,  that  I  have  little  or  no  j  as  you;  and  though  I  must  cpnf^  that,  at  Che, 
fiic  the  quiH'   I  rfnuld  do  myself  much! same  tame,  I  cast  a  side-long  glance  at  the  gvxid 
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liking  of  the  world  at  large,  I  believe  I  can  aay 
it  wajB  more  for  the  sake. of  their  advantage  and 
uiatjruction  than  their  praise.  Thej  are  ehildren ; 
if  we  give  theia  pbydc,  we  must  sweeten  the  xin^ 
of  the  cup  with  honc^ — ^if  my  book,  is  so  far  ho- 
noured as  to  be  made  the  vehicle  oi,  true  know- 
ledge to  any  that  are  ignorant,  I  shall  Tejoice;  and 
do  a]rea4y  rejoice  that  it  has  procured,  me  a  proof 
of  your  esteem. 


TO  THE  IVEV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

M,T  DSAR.  FRIENn,  April  1,  1783. 

Y  co[jjjXJ  not  have  found  a  better  trumpeter.. 
Your  zeal  to>  serve  th^  interest  of  my  volume,^to^ 
gether  with  your  extensive  acquaintance;  qualify 
you  perfectly,  ^.  that  most  useful  office.  Me- 
thinks  I  see  ypu  with  the  long  tube  at  your  mootii, 
proclaiming  io  yOur  numerous  connexions  my 
poetical  merits,  and  at  proper  intervals  levelling  if 
at  Olney,  and  pouring  into  my  ear  the  welcome 
sound  of  their  approbation.  I  need  not  encourage 
you  to  proceed,  your  breath  will  never  &il  in  such 
a  cause;  and  thus  encouraged,  I  myself  perhaps 
may  proceed  also,  and  when  the  veisifyii^  fit  re- 
turns, i^roduce  another  volume.  Alas!  we  shall 
never  ifeceive  such  commendatbns  fiom  him  ati 
fthe  woolsack,  as  your  g«ibd  friend  has  lavished 
I  upon  us.  Whence  I  learn,  that  however  inipor- 
I  tant  I  may  be  in  my  own  eyes,  I  am  vfery  insig- 
nificant in  his.  To  make  me  amends  however 
I  for  this  mortification,  Mr.  NewUm  tells  me,  that 
my  book  is  likely  to  rdn,  spread,  knd  prosper;  that 
the  grave  can  not  help  smiling,  and  the  gay  are 
struck  with  the  truth  of  it;  and  that  it  is  likely 
to  find  its  way  into  his  Majesty's  hands,  beuig  put 
into  a  proper  Qoune  for  that  purpose.  Now  u  the 
King  should  fall  in  love  with  my  Muse,  and  with 
you  fbr  her  sake,  .such  ah  event  would  make  us 
ample  amei^s  lor  the  Chancellor's  indifference, 
and  you  might  be  the  first  divine  that  ever  reached 
a  mitre  from  the  shoulders  of  a  poet  But  (I  be- 
lieve') we  must  be  content^  i  with  my  gains,  if  I 
gain  any-  tti(ng,  and  you  with  the  pleasaie  of 
knowing  that  I  am  a  gainer. 

We  laugh/ed  heartily  at  your  answer  to^ little 
John's  question;  and  yet  I  think  you  might  have 
given  him  a  direct  answer — "  There  are  various 
sorts  of  >  cleverness,  my  dear — 1  do  not  know  that 
n^ne  lies  in  the  poetical  way,  but  I  can  do  ten 
times  more  towardtit  the  entertainment  of  company 
In  the  way  o^  conversation  than  our  friend  at 
Olndy.  He  can  rhyme,  and  I  can  rattle,  tf  he 
1^  my  taleht,  or  I  had  his,  we  riioold  be  too 
charming,  and  the  workl.Woiild  almost  adore  us." 
Youri,  W.C.    • 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN 

MT  DEin  wiLi:.fAM,  ^  iiprjl  97,1*388. 

A  PART  of  Lord  Harnngtoa's  new-raised  corps 
have  taken  up  their  qHaxtere  at  Olney,  once  yon 
left  us.  They  have  the  regimental  music  with 
them.  The  men  Have  heem  drawn  up  this  morn- 
ing upon  the  Maiket-hill,  and  a  concert  sudi  a 
we  'have  not  heard  these  many  years,  has  been 
perfi>mied  at  no  great  distance  from  our  window. 
Your  mother  and  I  both  thrust  our  heeds  into  the 
ocrfdest  east-wind  fSiat  ever  blew  in  April,  that  we 
might  hear  them  to  greater  fUlvaiitage.  The  band 
acquitted  thdmselves  with  taste  and^propriety,  not 
blairing^  like  trumpeters  at  ^  fair,  but,  producing 
gentle  ai^d  elegant  symphbny,  such  as  charmed 
our  ears,  ^nd  convinced  us  that  no  length  of  time 
can  wear  out  ataste  for  harmony;  and  that  tliongb 
plays,  balls,  and  masquerades  have  lost  all  theb 
power  to  {dease  us,  and  we  should  find  them  m 
only  insliiAd  but  insupportable,  yet  sweet  music  v 
sure  to  find  a  corresponding  faculty  in  the  soul,  a 
sensibility  that  lives  to  the  last,  winch  even  reli- 
gion itself  does  not  extinguish. 

When  we  objected  to  your  comiiig  for  a  single 
night,  it  was  only  in  the  way  of  axgument,  and  in 
hopes  to  prevail  on  you  to  contrive  a  longer  abode 
with  us.  *  But  rather  than  not  see  you  at  all,  we 
diould  be  glad  of  you  though  but  fbr  an  hour. 
If  the  paths  should  be  clean  enough,  and  we  are 
able  to  Walk  (for  you  knoW  we  can  hot  ride),  we 
will  endeavour  to  me^  you  in  Weston-park.  But 
I  mentitm  no  particular  hour,  that  I  may  not  Uy 
you  under  a  supposed  obligation  to  be  punctnaJ, 
whidi  might  be  difficult  at  the  end  of  so  long  a 
journey.  Only  if  the  weather  be  fivourabie,  yon 
shall  find  ud  there  in  the  evening.  It  is  winter  in 
the  south,  perhapn  therefore  it  may  be  spring  at 
lea^,  if  not  summer,  in  the  north. .  For  I  have 
read  that  it  is  warmest  in  Oreenland  when  it  is 
coldest  here.  Be  that  as  it  may,  we  may  hope  at 
the  latter  end  of  such  an  April  that  the  first  change 
<^wind  will  improve  the  season. 
.  The  curate's  simile  Latinized — '-^ 

Sen  advena  gerit  ■Unraloin,  aed  tendlt  et  alas : 
Pungi^  apt  AvaSXiB,  aed,  Velat  Irta,  fvgit 
What  a  dignity  there  is  in  the  Roman  language  t 
and  what  an  idea  it  gives  us  of  the  good  sense  and 
'mascufine  mind  <^the  people  that  spoke  it  I  The 
same  thought  which  clothed  in  English  eeems 
chil<fish,  and  even  foolish,  9Jm\mn  a  different  air 
in  Latin,  and  makes  at  least  as  good  an  epignm 
as  some  of  Martial's.. 

I  remember  your  making  an  obeervatiaD,  when 
here,  on  the  subject  of  parenthesis,  to  which  I  ae- 
u%led  without  limitation;  but  ^  little  attention  wiU 
convince  us  both,  that  they  are  not  to  be  univer- 
sally condemned.    When,  they  abourd,  and  whoa 
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they  axe  long,  thfy  both  embwnraiq  the  MUfle,  uu}  ,nuh  younelf  with  a  bet^  tute,  if  you  know 
aie  a  proof  that  the. writer's  head  is^udyi  that  he  where  to  find  it.' 

has  not  inopeily  lonranged  hu  suctter,  or  is  not  We  aze  glad  that  yoa  aie  n£d  at  home,  agiiin. 
well  akilled  in  the  graoea  of  expreMon.  But  as  Gould  weaee  at  one  glance  of  thi& eye  what  is  pafsa- 
paientheiM  ia  ranked  by  grammarians  among  .the '  ing^veiyxlay  upon  ail  tfnd  loads  in  the  kingdom, 
figures  of.  rfaetoiic,  we  may  suppose'  tiiey  luoL  a  •  how  many  are  terrified  and  hurt;  how  many  plun- 
leason  lor  conferring  that  honour  upon  it.  A^  ^ted  and  abtsed,  we  should  indeed  find  reason 
ooidingly  we  shall  find  that  in  the  usp  of  some  j  enough  to  be  diankful  for  journeys  performed  in 
of  onr  finest  wxiterB,  aa  well  as  in  the  hands  of  the  j  safety,  and  for  dellTeranoe  firom^dangers  we  are 
ancient  poets  and  orators,  it  has  a  peculiar  ele-  ndt  perhaps  even  permitted  to  see!  WheUin  «ome 
gance,  and  inqparl^  a  beauty  which  the  period  pf  the  high  southern  latitudes  and  iaa  dark  t'en^ 


would  want  withmut  it 

*Hbc  nemu,  hunc,'  Inqult,  'fttmdoab  Tettice  eolem 
(Qui!  dew  Inoeiuiin  eat)  habitat  deos)     Fir.  jBn,  S. 

In  this  instance,  the  first  that  occuired,  it  is 


pestupiis  night,  a  flash  of  lightning  discorered  to 
C^iptain  Cook  a  T^sselj  which  glanced  aloug  close 
by  his  side,  and  which,  but  for  the  lightning  he 
must  have  p^  foul  of,  both  the  danger,  and  the 
transient  Jight  that  showed  it,  were  undoubtedly 


^™*^     L^?vL^°*^*_!^!?JL^?v.!!!!^L!!°!;  I*?**^  ^  convey  to  him  this  wholesome instFuc 


room  to  insert  them.    But  your  own  observation  I 
bdieve  will  confirm  my  opinion. 

^  Yours  ever,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. . 

MT  DEAR  PRIENn,  •      Mdi^^Tl^  1783. 

ftiTHER  ashamed  of  having  beenat  all  dejected 
by  the  censure  of  the  Critical  Revicwen,  who  cer- 
tainly could  not  read  without  prejudice  a  book  re- 
plete with  opinions  and  doctrines  to  which  they 
can  not  subscribe,  I  have  at  present  no  little  occa- 
sion to  keep  a  strict  guard  upon  my  vanity,  lest  it 
should  be  too  much  flattered  by  the  following 
eDlogiom.  I  send  it  you  for  the  reasons  I  gave 
when  I  imparted  to  you  some  other  anecdotes  of  a 
similar  kind,  while  we  were  together.  Our  inter- 
ests in  the  success  of  this  same  volume  are'  so 
ckMely  united,  that  you  mit«t  share  with  me  in  the 
praise  or  Uame  that  attends  it;  and  sympathizing 
with  me  under  the  burthen  of  injurious  treatment, 
have  a  right  to  enjoy  with  me  the  cordials  I  now 
and  then  receive,  as  I  happen  to  meet  with  more 
fitvourable  and  candid  judges. 

A  merchant,  a  friend  of  ours,  (you  will  soon 
t  guess  him}  sent  my  Poems  to  one  of  the  first  phi- 
ioaophers,  one  of  the  most  eminent  literary  charac- 
'jtrs,  as  w^  as  one  of  the  niost  important  in  the 
'  [political  world,  that  the  present  age  can'  boast  of. 
Now  {terhaps  your  conjuring  faculties  are  puzzled, 
and  you  begin  to  ask  '  who,  where,  and  what  is 
bel  ^leak  out,  for  1  am  all  impatience.'    I  will  not 

Cfcy  a  word  more,  the  letter  in  which  he  Tetumed 
is  thanks  for  the  present  shall  sjjeak  for  him.* 
We  may  now  treat  the  critics  as  the  archbishop 


tbn,  that  a  particular  Providence  attended  him, 
and  that  he  was  not  only  preserved  firom  evils, 
of  which  he  had  notice,  bdt  from  many  more  of 
which,  he  had  no  information,  or  eveil  the  least  sus- 
picion. What  unlikely  contingencies 'may  never- 
theless take  pUce  I  How  improbable  that  two  ships 
should  dash  against  "each  other,  in  the  midst  of  the 
vast  Pacific  Ocean,  and  that  tteering  contrary 
courses,  from  parts  of  the  world  so  immenadl^  dis- 
tant from  each  other,  they  should  yet  move  so 
exactly  in  a  line  as  to  chtsh,  fill,  and  go  to  the  bot- 
tom, in  a  sea  where  all  ihb  ships  in  the  world  might 
be  so  dispersed  as  that  none  should  see  another ! 
Yet  this  must  have  happened  but  for  the  remarka- 
ble interference,  which  he  has.  recorded.  The  same 
Piovidencci  indeed  might  as  easily  have  conducted 
then^  so  wide  of  each  other,  thai  they  shovid  never 
have  met  at  all,  but  then  this  lesson  woukl  have 
been  lost;  at  least,  the  heroic  voyager  ^ould  have 
encompassed  the  globe,  without  having  had  occa- 
sion to  relate  an  incident  that  so  naturally  sug- 
gests it.  . 

I  am  no  more  delighted  with  the  season  tlian. 
you  are.    The  absence  of  the  sun,  w^ich  has| 
graced  the  spring  with  much  less  of  his  presence  \ 
than  he  vouchsafed  to  the  winter,  has  a  very  um  j 
comfortable  effect  upon  my  firame.    I  foel  an  in- 1 
vincible  aversion  to  employment,  which  I  am  yet ' 
constrained  to  fly  to  as  my  only  remedy  against 
something  worse.    If  I  do  nothing,  I  am  dejected ; 
if  I  do 'any  thing,  I  am  weary;  and  that  weariness 
is  best  described  by  the  woid  kssitude,  which  of 
all  weariness  in  the  world  is  the  most  oppressive 
But  enough  of  myself  and  the  weather. 

The  Iflow  we-  have  struck  in  the  West  Indies 
will,  I  suppose,  be  decisive,  at  least  for  the  present 


of  Toledo  treated  Gil  Bias,  when  he  found  fault ;  year,  and  so  far  as  that  part  of  our  possessions  is 
with  one  of  his  sermons. — His  grace  gave  him  a :  concerned  in  the  present  confliot.  But  the  news- 
kick,  and  said,  '  Begone  for  a  jackanapes,  and  fur- .  writers,  and  their  correspondents,  disgust  me  ^d 

, — . — » .   make  me  sick.    One  victory,  after  such  a  long  so- 

•  Hero  Gowper  ut|Mcribed  th«lett«r  written  Irora  Pawy,  j  nes  of  adverse  occurrences,  has  fillM  them  With 
bgr  the  An^fknn  ainbwsvlor  ft  uiklin,  in  praUe  of  bis  book,  self-conccit,  and  impertin^t  boasting ;  and  while 
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Rodney  is  almoBt  aecoqnted  a  Methodu*  ftr  mh 
cribing  his  i uo6eM  ta  Proviileiice,  turn  who  hate 
xenoonced  all  dependence  upon  mA  a.fiiend, 
without  whoee  aiEButance  nothing  ean  he  dobe, 
thieaten  to  drive  the  French  out  dTtha  tea,  laugh 
at  the  Spamarda,  sneer  at  Ihe  Dutdi,  and  ave  to 
cany  the  woild  before  theqL  Our  enemfee  are 
apt  to  btag,  and  ^deride  them  for  it;  bottre  cut 
Aug  as  loud  a«  they  can;  in  the  same  ley,  and  no 
doubt  wherever  our  papers  go,  shall  be  derided  in 
our  turn.  An  Englishman's  true  gloiy  shoiild  be, 
to  do  his  business WU,  and  sayUtUe  about  it; 
but  he  disgraces  himself  when  he  pufls  his  pe^- 
ess,  as  if  he  had  finuhed  his  task,  when  he  hs*. 
butju8tbegim.it  Yours,  W.Q- 


TO  THE  REV.  WILUAM  tTlfWlN. 

MT  DBIR  ITRIEND,  Jhttte  12,  1783. 

Ev^HT  extraordinary  gccnrrence  in.dur  lives 
aflbrds  us  an<opportunity  to  learn,  if  we  will,  some- 
thing more  of  our^  own  hearts  and  tempers,  thim 
we  were  beibrs  aware  of.  It  is  easy  to  promise 
oiuaelTes  be&xehand,  that  our  conduct  shall  be 
wise,  or  moderate,  or  resolute,  on  any  given  oeea- 
oon.  But  when  that  oocasbn  occurs,  we  do  ftpi 
always  find  it  easy  to  make  good  the  promise : 
such  a  difference  thiere  is  between  theory  and  prac- 
tice. Perhaps  this  is  no  new  remark ;  but  it  is  Ii6t 
a  whit  the  worse  for  being  old,  if  it  be  trud. 

Before  Thad  published,  I  said  to  myself— yon 
and  I,  Mr.  Cowper,  will  not  o6ncem  ourselves 
much  abput  what  the  critics  niay  say  of  our  book. 
But  having  once  sent  my  trits  for  a  venture,  I 
soon  became  aiizious  abotit  the  issue,  and  found 
that  I  could  not  be  satisfied  with  a  warm  place 
in  my  own  good  graces,  unless  my  frieilds  were 
pleased  with  me  as  much  as  I  pleased  myself 
Meeting,  with  their  approbation,  I  began  to  foel 
the  workings  of  amMtion.  It  is  well,  said  I,  that 
my  friends  are  pleased,  but  friends  are  sometime^ 
partial,  and  mine,  I  have  reason  to  thi|ik,  are  not 
altogether  free  from  biaB.  Methinks  I  should  like 
to  hear  astranger  or  two  speak  well  of  me.  I  was 
presently  gratified  by  the  approbation  of  the  Lon- 
don litagaiine,  and  the  Gentleman's,  paiticulariy 
by  that  of  the  former,  and  by  the  plaudit  of  Dr. 
Fxankli^.  By  the  way,  magazines  are  publica- 
tions we  have  but  little  respect  for,  til|  we  ourselves 
are  chronicled  in  them,  and  then  they  assume  an 
'  importance  in  our  esteem  which  before  we  could 
not  allow  them.  But  the  Monthly  Review,  the 
most  formidable  of  all  my  judges, ,  is  still  behind. 
What  will  that  critical  Rhadamanthus  say,  when 
uiy  shivering  genius  shall  appear  before  hixnl 
Still  he  keeps  me  in  hot'water,  and  I  must  wait 
another  month  for  his  awiard.  Alas!  whei\  I  wish 
for  a  ftivoiirable  sentence'  from  that  quarter  (to 


a  wMmssitiiatl  should  not ooirfasB  toaU)» 
1  feel  myssif  Mt  a  Mttia  iafloBiieed  by  a  tender  ro- 
gaid  to  my  tepvtatim  betei  Sffun  amony  my  neigb* 
benm 'ttt  Oinsy.  Hew  are  waich-iBake»»  who 
themashesavftwitSy  aad'who  at  pvseni  perhaps 
think  BoeoDB.  Het^is  a  cagpwater  and  a  bakei, 
and  nd  to  mention  othsn,  hen  is  your  idol  Mr. 
'r*  ,  w^Me  smils  is  fome.  Ail  these  read  the 
MonlMy  Revis^fr,  and  all  tlMae  wiS  set  me  down 
for  a  donee,  if  those  teniUe  erikbs  should  show 
them  the  example.  But  oht  where wsr  else  I  am 
accounted  duU,  dear  Mr.  Giiffilhy  let  me  pass  for 
a  genius  at  Oldey. 

We  are.  sorry  for  litt^'WUKam'sinness.  Itis 
however  the  privilege  of  infoncy  to  recover  almost 
immediately  wiiat  it  has  k)6t  by  sidmess.  We  are 

sorry  too  for  Mr. ^'s  dangerous  condition. 

B^t  he  that  is  weU  prepfired  for  the  great  journey 
can  not  enter  on  it  too  soon  for  himself,  though  hb 
friends  will  weep  at  his  dejteiture. 

Youisj  W.  O. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  fRIEND,  '  JtUtf  16,  1783. 

Though  some  people  pretend  to  be  clever  in  the 
way  of  prophetical  forecast,  and  to  have  a  pecofiar 
talent  of  sagacity,  by  tf hich  they  can  divine  the 
mieaning'  of  a  providential  dispensation,  while  its 
consequences  are  yet  ijii  embryo— I  do  not.  There 
is  at  this  time  to  be  found  I  suppose  in  the  cabi- 
net, and  in  both  houses,  a  greater  assemblsge  of 
able  men,  both  as  speakers  and  counsellors,  than 
ever  were  contemporary  in  the  same  land.  A  man 
not  accustomed  to  trace  the  wo  Aings  of  Prori- 
denoe,  as  recorded  in  Scripture,  and  that  has  giren 
no  attention  to  this  particular  subject,  while  em- 
ployed in  the  study  of  profane  hirtory,  would  as- 
sert boldly,  that  it  is  a. token  for  good,  that  mpoh 
may  be  expected  from  them,  and  that  the  country, 
though  heavUy  afflicted,  is' not  to  be  despaired  at, 
distinguished  as  she  is  by  so  many  characters  of 
the  behest  class.  Thus  he  would  say,  and  I  do 
not  deny,  that  the  event  might  justify  his  skill  in 
prognostics.  God  works  by  means,  iad  in  a  case 
of  gr^  national  perplexi^  and  distress,  wisdom 
and  political  ability  seem  to  be  the  only  natural 
means  of  deliverance.  But  a  mind  more  religiously 
inclined,  and'  perhaps  a  little  tinctured  with  me* 
lancholy,  might,  with  equaJt  probability  of  success, 
liazard  a  conjecture  directly  opposite  — ^Alaa!  what 
is  the  wisdom  of  man,  especially  when  he  trusts 
in  it  as  the  only  God  of  his  confidence  ? — When  I 
consider  the  general  contempt  that  is  poured  upon 
all  things  sacred,  the  profusion,  the  dissipatian, 
the  knavish  cunning  of  some,-  the  n^wcity  of 
others,  and  the  impenitence  of  all;  I  am  rather  in- 
clined to  fisar  that  God,  who  honours  himself  br 
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{NiiiiCii^tllettpMtalktMaf.lhoMwbotf  inte  m 
is  ciWiMUffai,  taiv  aigiiBlised  te  pMaaok  day  i^  -ft 
day  of  muoh  bnaMOi  Mffictaiey  aad  fmDgUvfaai 
bMb^t  Cdgethef  flwii  utt  qHMtem.  of  tl»  kui^  tke 
dMBl  j])iirtri9iuiiDeRtobeftnndiDit,oiifytlH*]M 
may  pMfe  ib»  Tftnitf  of  idkii^  and  thiT  vhon  » 
great  em^bo  k  fiJiui|^i  and  he  Htm  prowomiwid  a 
gentenee  df  fviia  agakM*  it^  tho  InhaWrimtwi  be 
fliey  weak  6ratioiig,wkpotfcoliA,  Tint  JMt  with 
H.  I  am  fathe^OMdhn^  ibtbia  pennuHlaD,b7 
dfaaervtngtfaaitlMae  iimuBariea  of  the  dbrta  hid 
no  naoaet  fixed  tfaemeiifeB  In  the  pohlicalheavaiy 
then  the  lall  of  the  brighteat  of  themabook  althe 
test  The  aieb  of  their  power  waa  no'  aoooBr 
itrtoek  than  the  key^rtone  ■ipped  out  of  itepiaoe ; 
those  that  weie  aloaeat  hi  eonnenm  with  it  fa^ 
bwed,  and  thewhobboikiing,  newaa  it  ia^  psema 
to  be  aheady  a  hiilL  If  a  mtn  riioald  hold  thk 
haignage,  who  could  ouiTiet  hhii  6f  abaotdityl 
The  marqula  of  Rockingham  ia  miniBtei^-^ll  the 
world  lejoiccs,  antie^ating  aneeeie  ia  war  aad  a 
gkirioofl  peaoe.--The  maTqtfIa  of  .Hopkinghaa  ia 
dead — all  the  world  is  aflUcted,  and  lelapaae  imto 
its  former  despondence.  What  does  this  'prove,' 
bat  that  the  maiqaia  waa  their  Almighty,  and 
that  now  he  is  gone,  they  know  no.otHerl  But 
let  ns  wait  a'ltltle,  tbey  wiU  fiiui  another— Per- 
haps the  duke  of  Portland,  m  perhaps  the  iinpopn- 

Ur J  whom  they  now  represent  as  a  devil, 

may  obtain  ihat  honour.  Thus  God  is  fcii^ ; 
and  when  he  is,  his  j^lgments  are  generally  his 
remembranoera. 

Hew  shall  I  comfort  ytya  upon  the  snbject  of 
your  present  distress  1  Pardon  me  that  I  ^id  my- 
self obliged  to  smile  at  it,  because  who  but  your- 
self would  be  distressed  upon  such  an  oecasioni 
You  have  bc^ved  pditely,  and  like  a  gentleman; 
you  have  hospitably  offered  your  house  to  a  stran- 
ger, who  could  not,  in  your  neighbourhood  at  leatt, 
have  been  comfoitably  accommodated  any  where 
else.  He,  by  neither  refusing  nor  aooepting  an 
offer  that  did  him  too  much  honour,  has  diagraced 
himself,  but  not  you.  I  Chink  Ibr  thd  ftituros  you 
oraat  be  cantioiis  of  laying  youreeif  open  to  a  strfUi- 
ger,  and  never  again  expfaeyotBeelf  to  incivilities 
from  an  archdeacon  you  are  not  aoqpainWd  with. 

Though  I. did  not  meiition  it,  I  &lt  withyoii 
what  ytm  sufiered  by  the  loss  of.Miss 
I  waa  only  aiklit  because  I  could  minister  no  cen- 
to you '  oo  ouch  a  subject,  but  what  I 


whois>  ovsakitte'the  mosteas&y  oomfofled  of  aiqr 
ktiieworfd! 

We  are  ae  happy  in  lady  Austen,  and  she  m  Ui, 
aa  sweiu-haviBg  a  hively  iiaagination,  and  .being 
paMiotiately  desinras  of  oonsoiidatiiig  all  into  one 
ftaiifQht  she  has  taken  her  leave  of  L<Midon),  she 
has  ^jusl  sprang  a  prcgect  whieh  serves  at  least  to 
mdse  us,  and  make  ua  kogh-Hft  ia  to  hire  Mr. 
SmaVa  howe,  on  the  top  of  Cfilton-hill,  which  ia 
ki0»,  ooiaiBodifl«%  and  haiWisomf^  will  hold  ua . 
flonvepieiitlyy  and  any  friends  who  may  occasion-^ 
atty  &vour  Qi  nith  a  viiBt>- thehouae  is  furnished, 
bnt»  If  it  ean  be  Inied  wkhodt  tl|e  iumiftiite,  ;wiU 
lot  for  a  trifle— your  srntimenla,  if  yon  please,  upon 

i  send  yon  my  bMt  frank— our  best  love  attend 
yon  individually/  and  all  together.  1  give  you  joy 
of  a  happy  ehaj^;e  in  tfa^eeason,  ahd  myself  also. 
I  have  fiUed  four  iadea  in  less  time  than  two  would 
have  eoat  me  a  week  ago— such  if  the  effect  of 
snnshine  upon  sndhA  butterfly  aa  I  am. 

Yoau^W.C. 


knew  your  mind' to  bd  alieady  atoeed  with.  In- 
deed, thempp&ation  of  oomfbrt  in  such  cases  is  a 
nice  buainess,  and  perhaps  when  best  managed 
might  aa  well  be  let  akmei  1  remember  reading 
umny  yeaia  ago  a  long  treatise  on  the  subject  of 
eonsolatbn,  written  in  French ;  the  author's  name 
I  forgot,  bat  I  wrote  these  words  in  Che  margin — 
Spedial  cnoaoiatianl  at  leaat  for  a  Frenchman, 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEA&  miEKD,  Aug.  3,  1782. 

•  EicTERTiiNmo  some  hope  that  Mr.  Kewton's 
next  Istfer  wonld  furnish  me  with  the  means  of 
aatisf^fing  yonr  inquiry  on  the  feufaject  of  Dr.  John* 
son's  opbion,  I  have  till  now  delayed  my  answer 
to  yonr  last ;  but  the  informatian  ib  not.yet  oome, 
Mr«  Newton  having  intermitted  a  week  more  than 
usual,  since  his  laat  writing.  When  I  reoeive  it, 
favoluahie  ornot,  it  shall  be  communicated  to  you; 
but  I  am  ncd  over  aanguine  in  my  expectations 
fiemthat  quarter.  Very  learned  and  very  critical 
hieads  are  hard  to  please.  He  may  perhaps  treat 
ma  with  lenitjrfor  thesake  of  the  aii^ect  and  de- 
sign,'but  the  coOkpoaition  I  think  will  hardly  es- 
cape hu  centuie.  Though  aE  docton  may  not 
be  of  the  same  mind,  ihere.is  one  doctor  at  least, 
whom  I  have  lately  discovered,  my  prefesaed  ad- 
ndier,.  He  too^  like  Johnson,  was  with  difficulty 
persuaded  to  read,  having  an  aversion  to  all  poet- 
ry, except  the  Night  Thoughto,  which  on  a  /oer- 
tain  oooaslon,  when  being  ocMiiSned  on  board  a 
ship  he.had  no  other  empkiyment,  he,  got  by 
h0krt  He  Waa  however  prevailed  upon,  and 
read  me  severahtimea  over ;  ao  that  if  my  volume 
had  sailed  vrith  him,  instead  of  Dr.  Young's,  1 
perhaps  might  have  oocufUted  that  shelf  in  hia 
niemory  which  he  then  allotted  to  the  Doctor. 

It  is  a  sort  of  peiradox, but  it  is  true ;.  we  ars 
never  mere  in  danger  than  when  we  think  our- 
selves  niost  secure,  nor  in  reality  more  secure  than 
when  we  seem  ib  be  most  in  danger.  Both  sides 
of  this  apparent  contradiction  were  lately  verified 
in  my  experience— Passiog  from  the  grpen-house 
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Ln.UflL 


I  to  the  bam,  I  •awlhne  kittem  (tat  we  have  eo 
many  ia  out  ntimie)  looking  witk  fixed  attentioiti 
on  iDmefrhiiig,  whieh'  Uj  on  the  ftbieshold  of  a 
door  nailed  up.  I  tdtk  bvllittle  noliee  of  them  at 
fint,  but  a  lomi  hiM  engaged  me  to  attend  mora 
closely,  when  behold— a  viper!  the  largest  thtt  I 
rranember  to  have  seen,  rearing  itself,  darting  its 
forked  tongue,  and  ejaculating  the  aforesaid  hiss 
at  tiie  nose  of  a  kitten  almost  in  contact  with  his 
lips.  I  ran  into  the  hall  finr  a  hoe  -with  a  long 
handle,  with  which  I  intended  to  assail  him,  and 
returning  in  a  few  seconds  missed  him;  he  was 
gone,  and  I  ieazed  had  escaped  me.  Still  hfuw- 
ever  the  kitten  sat  watching  tmmeveably.  liponthe 
same  spot  I  concluded  tiierelbre  that,  sliding 
between  the  door  and  the  threshold,  he  had  found 
his  way  out  qf  the  garden  into  the  yard. — ^I  went 
round  ^moyediately,  and  there  found  him  in  cUmo 
oonTersation  with  the  old  cat,  whose  ciuiosity  be- 
ing excited  by  ao  no¥el  an  appearance,  indined  her 
to  pat  his  bead  repeatedly  with  her  lore  foot,  with 
her  daws,  however  sheathed,  and  not  in  anger, 
but  in  the  way  of  phildeophic  inquiry  and  exami- 
nation. To  prevent  her  falling  a  victim  to  so  lau- 
dable an  tecrdae  of  her  talcints,  I  interposed  a 
moment  with  the  hoe,  and  performed  upon  him 
an  act  of  decapitation,  whicfa  though  not  imme- 
diately, mortal,  proved  so  in  ti)e  end.  Had  he'did 
into  the  passages,  where  it  is  dark,  or  had  he, 
when  in  the  yard,  jnet  wilh  no  interruption  firom 
the  cat,  and  secreted  himself  in  any  of.  the  ouV 
houses,  it  is  hardly  possible  but  that  soine  of  the 
family  most  have  been  bitten;  he  might  have 
been  trodden  upon  without  bemg  perceived,  and 
have  slipped  away  before  the  sufierer  could  have 
distinguiBhed  what  foe  lutd  wounded  him.  Three 
years  ago  we  discovered  one  in  the  same  place, 
which  the  barber  slew  with  a  trowel.  / 

Our  proposed  removal  to  Mr;  Small's  was,  as 
you  suppose,  a  jest,  or  rather  a  jooo-serious  mat- 
ter. We  never  looked  upon  it  as  entirely  feasible, 
yet  we  saw  in  it  somethi|ig  so  like  practicability, 
that  vre  did  not  esteem  it  altogeAer  unworthy  of 
our  attention.  It  was  one  of  those  projects  whidi 
people  of  lively  imaginations  play  with,  and'  ad- 
mire for  a  few  days,  and  (hen  break  in  pieces. 
Lady  Austen  returned  on  Thursday  from  Lon- 
don, where  she  spent  ^e  last  fortnight,  and  whi- 
ther she  was  called  by  an  unexpected  opportunity 
to  dispose  of  the  remainder  of  her  lease.  She  has 
therefore  no  k>nger  any  eonnexion  with  the  great 
dty,  and  no  house  but  at  OIney.  Her  abode  is  to 
be  at  the  vicarage,  where  she  has  hired  as  much 
room  as  she  wants,  which  she  vrill  emWlish  vnth 
aer  o\^n  furniture,  and  which  she  will  ocbupy  a» 
koon  as  the  tninister's  wife  has  produced  another 
child,  which  is  expected  to  make  its  entry- in^Oo- 
rober. 


learned,  hugenioiis,  good-natoied,-  pious  ^^sud  of 
ours,  who  snmfirimwi  yisits  us,  aadwhomwevinl- 
ed  last  week,  has  pot  into  my  hands  three  vol- 
tunes  of  Fienoh  poetry,  composed  by  Madamo 
Quio9-^  qu&etist  say  you,  and  a  fenatie,  I  will 
have  nothing  to  do  with  her— — 'Tis  very  ,weD. 
you  al^'weloome  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  her^ 
but  in,the  meanttme  her  verse  is  the  only  French 
verse  I  ever. read  that  I  found  agreeable;  there  is 
a  neatness  in  it  equal  to.  that  which  we  iqiplaiid 
with  so  much  reaaon  in  the  compositions  of  Price. 
I  have  translated  sefveral  of  them,  and  shall  pro^ 
eeed  in  my  translations,  till  I  havefiDed  a  Lillipu- 
tian paper-book  I  happen  to  have  by  me^  which 
when  filled,  I  shaU  jmsent  to  Mr.  BuU.  He  is 
her  passionate  admirer,  rode  twenty  miles  to  see 
her  picture  in  the  house  of  a  stranger,  which  stran- 
ger politely  uubted  on  his  acceptance  of  it,  and  it 
now  hangs  over  his  cfaiitoay.  It  is  a  striking  por- 
trait, too  characteristic  not  to  be  a  strong  reaem- 
blanoe,  and,  were  it  encompassed  with  a  glory,  in- 
stead of  bemg  dressed  kn  a  nun's  hood,  might  pass 
for  the  fece  of  an  angel.  Yours,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  AUSTEN. 

TomtchtlWstoRMaodhear  the  iky 
GWo  all  oor  almanackfl  tfas  lie ; 
To  flhake  withhold,  and  BM  the  plain 
In  autumn  dro wn'd  with  vrliitiy  lains ; 
'  niithualBpendmymomentebBiB, 
And'Wjih  nqrnlf  a  Dutch  mTnbeer ; 
1  then  ahould  have  no  need  of  wit; 
FVr  lumplBh  HoUandsr  unfit  I 
Nor  should  I  then  veirfne  at  mud, 
Or  saeadcmi  detug'd  with  a  flood ; 
But  in  a  bog  live  weQ  content 
And  find  It  jwt  my  element  ;• 
ShouU  be  a  clod,,  and  not  a  man, 
Nor  wlafa-in  vain  for  Biiier  Ann, 
With  charitatate  aid  to  drag 
My  mind  out  of  its  proper  quag ; 
Should  have  the  geniw  of  a  boor, 
And  noambiilonto  have  mon, 

MT  DEAR  SkSTER, 

Yon  see  my  beginning— I  do  not  know  but  in 
time  I  may  proceed  even  to  the  printing  of  hatf- 
penny  ballads—Ezeuse  the  coaneness  of  my  pa- 
per^I  wasted  such  a  quantiiy  befi>re  I  could  ac- 
complish any  thing  legibte,  that  I  could  not  afilbrd 
finer.  I  intend  to  employ  an  ingenious  mechanic 
of  the  town  to  make  me  a  bnger  case-;  for  yon 
may  observe  that  my  lines  turn  up  their  tails  like 
Dutch  mastiflw,  so  difficult  do  I  find  it  to  make  the 
two  lialves  exactly  couieide  with  each  other. 

We  wait  with  impatience  for  the  departure  of 
this  unseasonable  flood.    We  think  of  you,  and 
talk  of  you,  but  we  can  do  no  more^till  the  wateci 
subside.    I  do   not   think   our  correspondence 
Mr  Bull^  a  disnenting  minister  of  lYewpprt,  a'should  drop  because  we  s^  within  amils  of  mtk 
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other.    It  is  bal  an  itauiguiuy-appAxim&tion,  the  perfectly  aft  libertjto  deal  with  them  aBjoQ  please. 
ilood  having  ut  reality  a»  effectually  parted  ns,  ae  Anetore  tantilm>  ananymo   itifprimaniurs   and 


if  the  British  Channel  rolled  between  us. 

Yoan,  my  dear  sister,  ^th  Blrs.  Unwin's  best 
lore 

jbig.  13,  im  w.  a 


TC  the  rev.  WILLIAM  BULL. 

•   arf»97, 178^ 
Men  aimable  fit  irir  ther  Amif 

It  18  not  in  the  power  df  chaises,  or  chariots  b 
eany  you  where  my  afl^tions  will  not  fidbw  you; 
if  I  heard  that  you  were  gone  to  finish  your  d^ys 
in  the  moon,  I  should  not  love  you  the  less;  but 
should  oontemplsto  the  place  of  your  abode,  as 
often  as  it  appeared  in  the  heavens,  and  say— 
Farewell,  my  fijend,  for  ever!  Lost,  bu^  not  for- 
gotten! live  happy  in  thy  lantem^  atod  smoke 
the  remainder  of  thy  pipes  in  peace!  Thou  ait 
rid  of  earth,  at  least  of  all  its  cares,  and,  80  ikr  can 
I  rejoice  in  thy  removal;  and  as  to  the^ares  thai 
are  to  be  found  in  the  moon,  I  am  reeoked  to  sup- 
pose them  lighter  than  those  below— heavier  they 
can  hardly  be. 

"^•Ai^mgi  Guion  is  fini8hed,-but  not  quite  tran- 
scribed. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEUl  FBIEND,  N^.  4, 1783. 

Vou  are  too  modest;  though  your  hst  consisted 
of  three  sides  cmly,  I  am  eeitainly  a  letter  in  your 
debt  It  is  possible  that  this  present  writing  may 
prove  as  short.  Yet,  shoit  as.it  may  be,  it  will  be 
a  letter,  and  make  me  cfbditor,  and  you  my  debtor. 
A  letter  indeed  ought  not  to  be  estimated  by  the 
length  of  it,  but  by  the  contents,  add  how  can  the 
contents  of  any  letter  be  more  agreeable  than^your 
lastl 
You  ten  me  that  John  Oilpin  made  you  laugh 
,  and  that  the  bdies  at  court  s^  ddliffhted 
my  poems.'  Much  good  may  they  <k>  uem ! 
day  they  become  as  wise  as  the  writer  wishes 
,  and  they  will  be  much  happier  than  he!  I 
there  is  In  the  book  that  wisdom  which 
!th  from  above,  because,  it  was  from  above 
that  I  received  it.    May  they  receive  it  too!    For  my  dbar  willum,         *  No9. 18,  1>782. 

vthether  they  drink  it  out  of  Ae  dstem,  or  whe-  On  the  part  of  the  poor,  and  on  o^r  part,  be 
ther  it  falls  upon  them  hnmedialely  from^the  pleased  to  make  acknowledgments,  such  as  the 
ckNidp,  as  it  did  en  me,,  it  is  all  one.    It  is  the  occasion  calls  for,  to  our  beneficent  friend  Mr. 

water  (tf  life,  which  whosoever  drinketh  shaU' .    I  call  him  ours,  because  having  e^cperi- 

thlrat  no  more.  As  to  the  famous  horwmanlenoedhiskindncsstomyself  in  a  former  instance, 
above-mentioned,  he  and  hih  i^to  are  an  inex-  j  and  in  the  present  his  disinterested  readmes  to 
hauitible  source  of  merrimant.  ^At  least  we  find  succour  the  distressed,  my  ambition  vriB  be  8aii» 
lurn  so,  and  seldom  mcdt  without  refreshing  our-|fied  with  nothmg  less.  He  may  depend  upon  the 
sehes  with  the  reooDection  of  th^m.    You  an! strictest  secrecy;  noereafturedtalLhearhimmeiH 


when  printed,  send  me  a  copy. 

I  congratulate  you  on  the  discharge  of  your  duty 
and  your  conscience,  by  the  pams  you  have  taken 
for  the  relief  of  the  prisoners.--'You  proceeded  wise- 
ly, yet  courageously,  and  deserved  better  success. 
Your  labours  however  will  be  remembered  else- 
where, when  yoi^  shall  be  foigoHen  here;  'and  if 
the  poor  f<dks  iX  Chelmsford  i^bould  never  recejve 
tiie  benefit  of  them,  you  wiU  yourself  receive  it  in 
heavefi. .  It  is  pty  that  men  of  fortune  should  be 
determined  to  acts  of  beneficence  sometimes  by 
popular  whim,  or  prejudice,  and  sometimes  by 
motives  still  more  unworthy.  The  liberal  sub- 
scriptiim  reused  in  behalf  of  the  vridows  of  the  sea- 
men lost  in  the  Royal  Greorge  was  an  instance  of 
the  former.  At  least  a  plain,  short,  and  senAb'Ie 
letter  in  the  newspaper  convinced  me  at  the  time, 
that  it  was  an  unneoessaiy  and  injudicious  collec- 
tion: and  the  difficulty  you  found  in  effectuating 
your  benevolent  intentions  on  this  occasion,  con- 
strains mie'  to  think  that  had  it  been  an  affiiir  of 
more  notoriety  than  merely  to  furnish  a  few  poor 
foUowB  with  a  fitfle  fiiel  to  preserve  that  extrenn- 
ties  from  ihe  fr<Qst,  you  would  have  succeeded  be(^ 
ter.  Men  really  pious  delight  in  doing  good  by 
stealth.  But  nothing  less  than  an  iostentatious 
di^ilay  of  bounty  vrill  satisfy  mankind  in  general; 
I  feel  myself  disposed  to  fVurniah  you  with  an  op- 
portunity  to  shine  in  secret  We  do  what  we 
can.  But  that  can  is  littto.  You  have  rich  friends, 
are  eloquent  on  all  occasions,  and  know  how  to 
be  pathetic  on  a  proper  one.  The  winter  will  be 
severely, felt  at  Ofaiey  by  xnany,  whose  sobriety, 
industry,  and  honesty,  recommend  tfiem  to  chari- 
table notice:  and  we  think  we  couM  tell  such  per- 
sons' as  Mr.  — — ,  or  Mr.  ,  halC  a  doaen 
tales  of  distress,  that  would  find  their  way  into 
hearts  as  feeling  as  theirs.  You  will  do  as  you 
see  good;  and  we  in  (he  mean  time  shall  remain 
convinced,' that  you  will  do  your  best  Lady  Aus- 
ten will  no  doubt  do  something;  for  she  has  great 
sensibility  and  compassion. 

Yours,  my  deal  Uuwin,  W,  C. 


TO  THE  RET.  WILLIAM  tjNWIN. 
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donedj  either  now  or  herMAer,  as  the  yexma&tm 
whom  we  have  received  th]0  bounty;.  But  when  I 
tpetk  of  him,  or  hew  him  qpokea.  of  by  otlwfs, 
which  Bometiitiee  happent,  I  duJl  not  foignt  whjBt 
ifl  due  to  80  rare  a  chaMcter.  I  '^nah,  ud  jon^ 
mother  wiaUee  it  top,  Ihat  he  could  lomelimMUkfl 
us  in  his  way  to  -^$  he  wiD  ^Snd  us  lywj  ^ 
receive  a  person  wl^om  we  must  needs  aMouat  it 
an  h9nour  to  know.  We  shall  Kuvam  our  best 
discretion  in  the  disposal  of'the  piteiey;  but  in 
this  town,  wher^  the  Goqiel  has  been  praached  so 
many  yean,  where  the  people  have  been  fitvonied 
so  bng  with  labojious  wnd  ^onadentisns  minis- 
texB,  it  IB  not  an  easy  Ihiog  to  find  those  who 
make  lio  profession  of  leUjpon  at  a]],  and  are  yet 
proper  objects  of  charity.  The  profitne,  am  ^o 
pTcrfane^'So  drunken,  dissolute,  and  in  €veiy  n^ 
qpect  woithles^  that  to  make  them  partakem  of. 
his  bounty  would  be  to  abuse  it  We  pninise' 
however  that  none  shall  toudi  it  but  such  as  an 
miserahry  poort  yet  at  the  same,  time  industiious 
and  honest,  two  charaoters  finquently  united  here, 
where  the  most  watchful  and  unremitting  labour 
will  hardly  procure  them  bread.  We  jnake  none 
but  the  cheapest  laoea,  and  the  pcioe  Af  them  i^ 
fiJloD  almo^  to  nothing.  Thanksaredueto  jbui^ 
■elf  likewise,  and  am  hereby  accordingly  rendered, 
for  w;aivi]^  your  daim  in  behalf  of  jom  own  p»- 
riahioners. '  You  are  always  with  them,  and  they 
are  always,  at  least  soone  of  them,  the  better  in 
your  residence  among  thrai.  Olney  is  a  popo- 
tons  plaoe,  inhabited  chiedy^  by  the  half-starvqd 
and  the  ragged  of  the  earth,  and  it  is  not  possihle 
fbroursmallpaTty  and  small  ability  to  extend  thdr 
opemtibns  so  fiu  a^  to  be  much  felt  auoqg  suoh. 
numbers.  Accept  therefore  yimr  share  of  their 
gratitude,  and  be  convinced  that  when  they  pray 
for  a  blessing  upon  those  who  relieved  ihckr  wants, 
He  that'answeis  that  prayer,  and  when  he  «n- 
swcn^.wiU  nememfaer  his  servant  at  Stock. 

LUttJe  thought  when  I  was  writing  the  histoiy 
of  John  Gilpin,  that  he  would  appear  in  print-— I 
intended  to  Uogh,and  to  make  two  or  three  others 
laugh,  of  whom  you  were  ope.  But  now  all  the 
world  laughs,  at  least  if  they  have  the  same  relish 
for  a  tale  ridiculous  in  itself,  and  quaintly  tokl,  as 
we  have — ^Well-ithey  do  not  always  laugh  so  in- 
nocently, and  at  so  small  an  ezpenae— fer  in  a 
world  Uke  this,  abounding  with  subjects  for  ssr 
tire,  ai^  With  satirical  wita  to  mark  them,  a  langh 
that  hurts  nobody  has  at  least  the  grace  «f  no- 
velty .to  recommend  it  Swift's  darling  motto  was, 
Vive  la  baffaUUe — a.gdod  wish  for  a  philosopher 
of  his  Compleiion,  the  greater  part  of  whose 
dom,  Wheocesoever  it  came,  most  certainly  came 
not  from  aboice.  La  bagaielle  has  no  enemy  in 
lue,  though  it  has  neither. so  warm  a  friend,  nor 
M>  able  a  one,  as  it  hod  in  him.  If  I  trifle,  and 
DieTBly  trifle,  it  is  becauie  I  am  reduced  to  it  by 


nwlancholy  that  ffH^t"«^  ao  < 
ally  diiperses)engag«slia  somstimpsiatheMdo* 
ous  task  ofbeiiv  raeny  by  Anoa,  Apd,  stiwiigi 
as  it  may  seen^  th^  Hioat  tudioous  iioes  I  aver 
wrote  have  been  written  in  the  saddest  mood,  tmi 
but  lor  that  saddest  pood,  peihapt  tiad  aevsr 
beeii^written  at  alL 

I  hear  from  Mn.  If  ewtOQ,  that  some  great  per- 
sons have  spoken  with  gr^  appmbstion  of  a  cer- 
tain book— Who  they  are,  and  what  they  have 
said,  I  am  to  be.  told  in  a  foture  letter.  The 
Monthly  Revievrers  in  tba  ^naan  time  ham  salii- 
liod  ns  wdl  cnebgh. 

YooB,  my  dm  WiUiaiB,  W.  C 


TO  TUB  REV.  WILLIAM  0NWIN. 

MT  OJUB  WlUJiJf, 

Doctor  BfiATTif  is  a  nspectahle  ehanuoter.  1 
aeooQot  him  a  man  of  asnae,  a  philosopher,  a  •cfa(»> 
lar,  a  person  of  distisguished  genius,  and  a  goo^ 

iter.  I  belieire  lum  toe  a  Chiisrian:  with  a 
profound  aeverenoe  for  the  Scapture,  with  great 
zeal  and  ability  to  enfoioe  the  belief  of  it  (both 
which  he  exerts  with  the  candour  and  good  man- 
ners of  a  gei^roan ;)  he  seems  well  antitlied  to 
that  alk>wa»ce ;  and  to  deny  it  him,  would  impeach 
one's  own  right  to  the  appdlation.  With  all  these 
good  things  to  reeonimend  faim^  there  can  be  no 
dearih  of  sufficidit  reasons  to  read  hb  writingsi 
You  fiivoured  me  some  years  rinoewithone  of  his 
volumes ;  by  which  I  was  both  pleased  had  ut- 
structed:  andl))egthat  youwiUsendmetEensw 
one,  when  you  can  conveniently  spare  it,  or  rather 
bring  it  yourself,  i^hile  the  swallows  an  yet  upon 
the  vring;  for  the  summer  is  gmng  down  apaooL 

Yott  tell  me  you  have  heen  asked,  if  I  am  intent 
upon  another  volume  1  I  l^y— not  at  present, 
not  being  convinced  that  I  have  met  with  suflSdent 
encouragement  I  account  n^yself  happy  in  hav- , 
ing  pleased  a  few,  but  am  npt  rich  enough  to  de- 
spise the  many.  I  do  not  know  what  sort  of  mar- 
ket my  commodity  has  found,  but  if  a  slack  one 
I  muit  beware  how  I  make  a  second  attempt  My 
bookseller  will  not  be  willing  to  incur  a  oeitasi 
loss;  and  I  can  as  little  afford  it.  Kotwith^tand- 
ing  what  I  have  said,  I  write,  and  am  even  now 
writing  &>t  the  press.  I  told  you  that  I  had  tsans- 
Ute4  several  of  the  poems  of  Madame  Guion.  I 
told  you  too,  or  I  am  mistaken,  that  Mr.  Bull  de- 
signed to  print  them.  That  gentleman  is  gone  to 
the  sea^side  with  ^Mn.  Wilberforoe,  and  will  be 
absent  eix  weeks.  My  intention  is  to  surprise  him 
at  his  return  with>the  addition  of  as  much  more 
translation  as  I  have  already  given  him.  This, 
howevei'.  is  adU  less  likely  to  be  a  popular  woik 
than  mv  former.  Men,  that  have  no  religioa, 
wou«d  oespise  it;  and  men,  tliat  have  no  leligiouf 
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oipeiiflMe,  woM  mat  «ad«ntand  it  But  tlie 
tfnia  of  ample  and  naafihoUwj  pieyr  in  the  origi- 
Mial  is  sweet 'l^eyond  expression.  She  sings  like  «& 
SDgel,  and  lor  that  veiy  ressoR  has  fowid  but  few 
Other  thiogs  I  wiite  too,  as  you  will 
the  ether  «Kte,  but  lifttss  merely  Sat  a^ 
W.C, 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  WILCUM,  Joil.  19,  1783. 

.  Not  to  vetaiate,  hat  for  want  of  oppoitiiiiity, 
I  have  dekyed  wiiting.  Frsm  a  scene  Of  most 
unintefnipttd  refirament,  we  have  pasesd  at  onoe 
into  a  state  of  constant  «nga^eBMiit;  not  thht  oor 
socitty  IB  wmA  nohipied.  The  addition  of  an 
kidifidual  hiis  aiade  ail '  ths  difieoeace^  Lady 
Austen  and  we'paas  ov  days  aitarnately  at  each 
ether  8  okateau.'  In  the  mnming  I  walk  with  oiie 
er  other  of  the  ladies,  and  in  the  aftemoon  wind 
threads  Thus  did  HenolesandBamson,  and  thus 
do  I  -,  and  were  both  those  heroes  living,  I  should' 
not  fear  to  challenge  them  to  a  trial  of  skill  in  that 
busimws,  er  doubt  to  beat  them  both.  As  to  kill- 
ing lions,  and  other  amusem^ts  of  that  kind,  >  with 
which  they  were  so  dettghtod,  I  should  be  their 
humble  servant,  and  beg  to  be  excused. 

£Uivhig  no  fiiuikj  I  can  not  send  you  IVlr.  — ;— 's 
two  letten  «8  I  uftaaded.  Wo  corresponded- as 
loqg  as  the  ocfaeinii  lequired,  Md  then  ceased. 
Charmed  wilh  his  good  sense,  politeness,  and  libo- 
xality  to  the  peoc,  I  was  indeed  ambitioiis  of  con- 
tiniiing  a  oenvepondenoe  with  hhn,  and  told  him 
so.  Perhaps  I  ihad  dene  more  prudently  had  1 
never  proposed  it  But  wana  hearts  are  not  fin 
mous  for  wisdom!,' and  mine  was  too  waym  to  he  very 
considerate  on saoh.anoooasian.  Ihasenotheard 
fnm  him  stnoe,  and  have  long  given  up  all  expec- 
tation of  it  I  know  he  is  too  busy  a  man  to  have 
fer  me,  and  ought  to  have  reooUOiited  it 
.  He  ibQnd.thBe  tp  do  nrnoh  good,  and  to 
employ  us  as  hie  agents  inkloang  it,  and  that  might 
hxit  satisfied  me.  Though  laid  under  the  strict- 
est iniunctians  of  secrecy,  both  by  him,  and  by  you 
on  his  behalf  I  eonaidev  myself  as  under  no  obli- 
gation to  conceal  from  you  the  remittanoes  he  made. 
Only,  in  n^  turn,  I  beg  leave  ,to  legvest  secrecy 
en  your  past,  because,  inthnate  as  you  are  with 
htm,  andJughly  as  ho  valoes  you,  I, can  not  yet 


has  delicacies  on  this  subjoet  being  as  siQgular  as, 
tita  benevelenoe.  He  eent  ferty  ponnd^  twenty 
•t  a  time.  Olney  has  not  had  Ouch  or  Mend  this 
many^ iky;  nor  h«i  there  been  ttn  instmoe  at 
any  time  dF  a,few  poor  "families  so  effectually  lo- 
lieved,  or  as  completely  leiKovmged  to  the  pmsuil 
ef  that  honoet  industry  by-  whioh,  their  debts  bo- 
mg  paid,  and  the  parantsand  cluldron  comfortably 


clothed,  they  «db  now  enabled  to  maintain  them- 
seltes.  ,  Their  labour  was  almost  in  vydn  belbre; 
but  now  it  iknsweis;  it  earns  them  bread,  «nd  all 
their  other  wants  axe  |dentiffilly  supplied. 

I  wish,  that  by  Mr.  ■  .  's  'y"«»t!^piT,  your 
pwposo  ml  behalf  of  the  prisoners  may  be  effeotn^ 
ated.  A  pen  ao  fbmiidaUIe  as.his  might  do  much 
good,  if  properly  directed.  The  dread  of  a  bold 
censure  IS  ten  times  more  moving  than  the  most 
elofuentpenfuafian.  They  that  can  net  feel  for 
others,  are  tl^  persons  of  all  the  world  who  feel 
most  sensibly  for  then^ves. 

Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  jpHN  NEWTON. 

MT  DEAR  WttlEfTOj  JP^.  B,  1783. 

)  When  I  oontomplBte  the  nations  of  the  earth, 
and  their  conduct  towards  eiich  other,  thK>ugfa4he 
modtum  of  k  scriptural  light,  my  opinions  of  them 
are-exactly  like  your  own.  Whether  they  do  good 
or  do  ev9, 1  see  them  acting  under  the  permiaoon 
ordirection  of  tha(  Providence  who  governs  the 
eaith^  whose  operations  are  as  irreeiBtible  as  they 
are  rilent  aiid  vnsuspected.  So  fitr  ire  are  per- 
fectlyagreed ;  and  howsoever  we  may  dilfiir  upon 
inferior  parted  tho  slibjeot,  it  is,  as  you  oay,  an 
afiair  of  no  great  ooneeqiienee.  For  instance,  yon 
think  the^peaoB  a  hotter  than  vre  deserve,  and  in  a 
certain  sense  I  agree  with  you:  as  a  nnful nation 
we  deserve  no  peace  at  aH,  and  have  reason  enough 
to  be  thankful  that  the  voice  of  vrar  is  at  apy  rtLto 
put  to  silence. 

Mr.  8 ^"s  hst  child  is  dead;  it  lived  a 

Bttle  whilo  in  a  worid  of  which  it  kilew  nothings 
and  has  gone  to  another,  in  whici)  it  has  alrea<^ 
beoome  vriser  than  the  vrieest  it  has  left  behind. 
The  earth  is  a  grain  of  Mnd,  but  the  intorests  of 
man  are  oommenaniate  vnth  the  heaveds. 

Mn.  Unwin  thanks  Bfra  Nowton  for  her  kind 
letter,  *nd  for  executing  her  oomnusrionk  Wo 
tnily  love  you  both,  and  think  of  yov  otten, 

W.C- 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESO. 


HT  DEAR  FRIEND,  Feb.  13  and  30, 1783. 

In  writing  to  you  I  never  want  a  subject  Self 
he  sure  that  tho  ooesmunication  would  pTease  liim^  is  always  at  hand,  and  self  witl^  its  concerns  is  al- 


ways interesting  to  a  friend. 

You  ma7  think,  perhi^  that  having  commen- 
ced  poet  by  profession,  I  am  always  writing  verses. 
Not  so— I  have  vmtten  notlung,  at  least  inished 
nothing,  since  I  publidied^^-exoept  a  oertain  face 
tious  history  of  John  Grflpin,  which  Mr.  Unwin 
would  send  to  the  Public  Advertiser.  JReriiaps 
you  might  read  it  without  snsnecting  the  author 
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Lbt.  118, 119,190^ 


My  lM)ok  pMcux^es  me  fayoun,  wfaieh  mj  tdo- 
desty  will  not  pennit  me  to  apedfy,  except  one 
which,  modert  as  I-am,  I  can  ndiappreflB— aveiy 
handsome  letter  from  Dr.-  Frank]in  ait  PasBy.— 
Ti^ese  fruits  it  haa  brought  me. 

I  have  been  refreshing  myself  with  a  walk  in 
the  garden, -where  I  find  that  January  (who  ac- 
cording to  CHaucer  was  the  husband  of  May)  be- 
ing dead,  February  has  marned  the  widow. 

Yours,  &c.  W.  C, 


'  TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESa 

Olney^  Feb.  90,  1783. 
'StTspEctiKQ  that  I  should  not  have  hinted  at 
Dr.  Franklin's  encomium  under  any  olher  influ- 
ence than  that  of  vanity,  I  was  several  times  on 
the  point  of  burning  ^my  letter  kit  that  very  rea- 
son. But  not.  having  time  to  vrrite  another  by 
the  same  post,  and  believing  that  yo^u  would  have 
the  grace  to  pardon  a  little  selt'copylacency  in  an 
author  on  90  trying  an  occasion,  I  let  it  pass.  One 
■in  naturally  leads  to  another,  and  a  greater;  and 
thus  it  happens  now,  for  I  have  no  way  to  gratify 
your  curiosity,  but  by  transcribing  the  letter  iti 
question.  It  is  addressed,  by  the  way,  not  to  me, 
but  to, an  acquaintance  of  mine,  who  had  trans- 
mitted the  volume  to  hlAi  without  my  knowledge. 


Sir,     .  ."  Pasty,  MmfS,  1782.  - 

I  received  the  letter  you  dieLfne  the  honour  of 
writing  to  me,  and  am  much  obliged  by  your  kind 
pretent  of  a  book. ,  The  relish  for  reading  qf 
poetry  had  long  since  'Itft  me,  but  there  is  some- 
thing so  new  in  the  manner^  so  easy,  and  yet  so 
correct  in  the  language,  so  clear  in  the  expressioni 
yet  concise,  and  so  fust  in  the  sentiments,  that  I 
have  read  the  whole  with  great  pleasure,^and 
sqme  qfthe  pieces  more  than  once.  .  /  beg  you  (o 
accept  my  thankful  acknowledgments,  and  to  pre-^ 
ffTU  my  respects  to  the  author. 

Your  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

B.  FRANKLIN. 


;rO  JOSEPH  HILL,  Esa 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND, 

Great  xevdlutions  happen  in  thi*  Ant's  nest  of 
uUTrf.  Olie  Emmet  of  illustrious  character  and 
great  iSbilitieB  pushes  out  another;  parties  are 
formed,  they  range  themselves  in  formidable  op- 
position, they  threatcin  each  other's  ruin,  they 
cross  over  and  are  mingled  tdgetlier,  and  Kke  the 
Mfru^haiKmii  of  the  Nortbem  Aurora  amme  die 


spectator,  at  the  same  time  that  by  some  they  an 
supposed  to  be  for^nmners  of  a  general  diesdu- 
tisto.' 

Theie  arepoUtical  earthquakes  as  well  as  Na- 
tural 09e8,the  former  less  shocking  to  the  eye,  but 
not  always  less  fatal  in  their  influence  than  the 
latter.  The  image  which  Kebuchadnezvur  saw 
in  his  dream  was  made  up  of  heterogeneous  and 
incompatible  materials,  and- accordingly  broken. 
Whatever  is  so  lormed  must  expect  a  like  catas- 
trophe. 

I  have  an  etching  of  the  late  Chanodlor  hang- 
ing over'  the  pariour  chimney.  I  often  dontem- 
plate  it,  and  call  to  mind  the  day  when  I  was 
intimate  with  th^  original.  It  is  veiy  like  liim, 
but  he  is  disguised  by  his  hat,  which,  though 
fashionable,  is  awkvraid;  by  his  great  vrig,  the  tie 
of  which  i>  baldly  discernible  in  profile;  and  by 
his  band  and  gown|.  which  give  lum  an  Kppest- 
ance  o|umnly  sacerdotal.  Oux  firiendship  is  dead 
and  buried,'  yoiirs  is  the  only  surviving  one  of  -aD 
with  which  I  was  once  honoured. 

Adieu,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

IICY  DEAR  FRIEND,  April  5,  1783. 

When,  one  has  a  letter  to  write,  there  Is  nothing 
more  useful  than  to  make  a  beginning.  In  the 
firrt  place,  because  unless  it  be  begun,  there  is  no 
good  reason  to  hope  it  will  ever  be  ended;  and  se- 
condly, because  the  beginning  is  half  tike  business; 
it  being  much  mor^diiBcult  to  put  the  pen  in  mo- 
tion at  first,  than  to  ooufinne  the  pfogrflss  of  it, 
when  once  moved. 

Myb.  C 's  illness,  Kkdy  to  prove  msr- 

tal,  and  seizing  her  at  su^ji  a  time,  has  excited 
much  compassion  in  my  breast,  and  in  Mis.  Un- 
winds, both  for  her  and  heqr  daughter.  To  have 
parted  with  a  child  she  loves  so  much,  intending 
soon  to  follow  her;  to  find  herself  arrested  before 
she  could  set  out,  and  at  so  great  a  distance  from 
her  most  valued  relations,  her  daughter's  life  too 
threatened  by  a  disorder  not  often  curable,  are  cir* 
cumstances  truly  affecting.  She  has  indeed  much 
natural  fortitude,  and  to  make  her  condition  still 
more  tolerable,  a  good  Christian  hope  for  her  sup- 
port. But  so  it  is,  that  the  distresses  of  thoie  who 
least  need  our  pity  excite  it  rao^;  the  amiable- 
ness  of  the  character  engages  6ut  q^pathy,  and 
we  m^Um  for  persons  for  whom  periiaps  yre  might 
more  reasonably  rejoice.  There  is  still  however  a 
possibility  that  she  may  recover ;  an  event  vre  mii«< 
wish  for,  though  far  her  to  depart  would  be  far 
better .  Thus  we  would  always  withhold  from  the 
skies  those  who  alone  can  readi  them;  at  leart  till 
we  are  ready  to  bear  them  pompany. 


Pigjti^^^  i?Y 
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Prteent  OUT  tore,  if  y<m  pleaae,  to  MIm  C 
1  taw  in  the  Qentleman's  Magazii^  for  last  month 
an  account  of  a  phytfidan  who-  haa  diflooveied  a 
Bfgw  method  of  treating  connun|itiv«  ca«4»  wfoch 
haa  socceoded  wonderfully  in  the  trial.  He  finds 
Ae  aeat  of  the  diat^per  in  the  stomach,  and  cures 
it  prindpaDy  by  emetics.  The  old  method  of  en- 
eonmtering  the  disorder  has  proved  io  unequal  to 
the  task,  thar  I  should. be  much  inoUned  to  ;my 
new  practii^,  that  comes  well  recommended.  He 
is  spdLen  of  as  a  sensible  and  judicious  man,  but 
his  name  I  have  forgot 

Oar  love  to  all  under  your  roof,  and  in  particu- 
kr  to  Miss  Catlett,  if  she  is  with  you. 

Yours,  my  dear  fiicnd,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV..  JOHN  NEWTON. 

'  May  5,  1783. 
Yen;  may  suppose  that  I  dSd  not  hear  Mr.  - 


preach,  but  I  heard  of  him.  How  diiSerent.is  that 
ptainncfls  of  speech,  which  a  spiritual  theme  re- 
quires, from  that  vulgar  dialect  which  this  gentle- 
man has  mktaken  fi>r  it !  Affectation  of  every  sort  is 
odious,  espedtJUj  in  a  minister,  and  more  especial- 
ly an  aiTectation  that  ))etrays  him  into  expressions 
fit  only  tor  the  mouths  of  the  illiterate.  Truth 
indeed  needs  no  ornament,  neither  does  a  beauti- 
fill  person;  but  to  clothe  it  therefore  in  rags,  when 
a  decent  habit  was  at  hand,  would  be  esteemed 
prepoeterpos  and  absurd.  The  best  proportioned' 
figure  may  be  made  offensive  by  beggary  and  filthy 
and  even  truths,  which  came  down  firom  Heaven, 
though  they  can  not  forego  their  nature,  may  be 
disguised  and  disgraced  by  unsuitable  langiuge. 
It  is  strange  that  a  pupil  of  yours  should  blunder 
thus.  You  may  be  consoled  however  by  reflect- 
ing, that  he  could  not  have  erred  so  grossly,  if  he 
hi^  not  totally  and  wilfiifly  departed  boUi  firom 
your  instruction  anid  example.  Were  I  to  describe 
your  style  in  two  words,  I  should  call  it  plain  and 
neat,  simplicfm  mupditiUf  and  I  do  ,not  know 
how  I  could  give  it  juster  praise,  or  pay  it  agreater 
compliment  He  that  speaks  to  be  understood  by 
a  congregation  of  rustics,  and  yet  in  terms  that 
would  not  ofifend  acadeniical  ei^s,  has  found  the 
haj^  mediunv  This  is  certainly  practicable  to 
men  of  taste  and  judgment,  and  the  practice  of  a 
few  proves  it.  Haeteniu  de  Concumando, 
We  are  truly  glad  to  hear  that  Miss  C 


is  better,  and  heartily  wish  you  ^more  promising 
accounts  from  Scotland.  DebemuT  morti  not  not- 
traque.  We  all  acknowledge  the  debt,  but  are 
seldom  pleased  when  those  we  love  are  required 
to  pay  it  The  demand  will  find  you  prepared 
far  it  YoQM^my  dear  firiend,  W.  C. 

16  V 


TO  THE  RJBV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

HT  SEAR  J^END,  May  12, 1783. 

A  LETTER  writteti  flnm  such  a  place  as  thliis 
a  creation ;  and  creation  is  a  work  fi>r  which  mere 
man  is  ^pBry  indifferently  qualified.  Es  tii^Uo  ni" 
hUJUf  is  a  maxim  that  appties  itself  in  every  case 
where  deity  is  not  eonceined.  With  this  view  of 
the  matter,  I  should  charge  myself  with  extreme 
folly  for  pretending  to  work  without  materials,  did 
I  not  know,  that  although  nothing  could  be  tlie 
result,  even  that  nothkiig  will  be  welcome.  If  I 
can  tell  you  no  newe^  I  can  tell  you  at  least  that  I 
esteem  you  highly;  that  my  friendship  with  you 
and  yours  is  the  only  balm  of  my  life ;  a  comfort, 
sufficient  to  reconcile  me  to  an  existence  destitute 
oi  every  pther.  This  is  not  the  language  of  to- 
day, only  the  effect  of  a  transisiit  cloud  suddenly 
brought  over  me,  and  suddenly  to  be  removed,  but 
punctually  expressive  of  my  habitual  firame  of 
mind,  such  as  it  has  been  th^  ten  years. 

In  the  Review  of  last  montlr,  I  m^t  with-  an  ac- 
count of  .a  sermon  preached  by  Mr.  Paley,  at  the 
consecration  of  his  friend.  Bishop  Law.  The 
critic  admires  and  extols  the  preacher,  «nd  devoutly 
prays  the  lord  of  the  harvest  to  send  ferth  more  stu^ 
labourers  into  fai#  vineyard.  I  rather  differ  from 
him  in  opinion,  not  being  aUe  to  conjecture  in 
wlu4  respect  the  vineyard  wi]l  be  benefited  by  such 
a  measure.  I^  is  certainly  ingenious,  and  has 
stretched  his  ingenuity  to  the  uttermost  in  order  to 
exhibit  thechurch  establishfid,  consisting  of  bishops, 
priests^  and  deacons,  in  the  most  ^ivourable  point 
of  view.  I  lay  it  dowa/or  a  rule,  that  when  much 
ingenuity  is  necessazy  to  gain  an  argument  credit, 
that  argument  is  unsound  at  bottokn.  So  is  his, 
and.  so  are  all  the  petty  devices  by  whicli  he  seeks 
to  enforce  it  He  says  first,  '  that  the  appoint- 
ment of  various  ord^inthechnrchisattended  with 
this  good  consequence,  that  each  class  of  people  is 
supplied  with  aolergy  of  their  own  level  and  descrip- 
tion, with  whop  they  may  live  andassndateon  terms 
of  equality.'  But  in  order  to  effect  this  good  pur- 
pose, there  ought  |p  be  at  least  three  parsons  in 
every  parish,  one  for  tlie  gentry,  que  for  the  trj^ulers 
and  mechanics,  and  one  for  the  lowest  of  the  vul-. 
gar.  Neither  is^  it  easy  to  find  many  parishes, 
where  the  laity  at  large  have  any  society  with  their 
minister  at  M.  This  therefore  is  fimciful,  and  a 
mere  invention.  In  the  next  place  he  says  it  pvte» 
adigiuty  to  &e  ministry  itself,  and  the  clergy  share 
in  the  respect  paid  to  their  superiors.  Much  good 
may  such  partidpatbn  do  them!  They  them- 
selves know  how  little  it  amounts  to.  T^ie  dig- 
nity a  parson  derives  firom  the  lawn  sleeves  and 
square  cap  of  his  diooeaan^wiU  never  endanger  his 
humility.  >  • ,  j,        . 
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Pope  says  truly — 

Worth  makes  (he  mul^  atii  want  qI"  ft  Ite  Htow ; 
ThBTpatiBaUbutlaaiWorpinmaUa     ' 

Again—-*  Rich  and  i^ndid  sitaaUons  in  the 
church  have  heen  justly  regarded  as  piises,  held 
outto'invite  penons  of  good  hopes,  and  ingenuous 
attaihnienta.*  Agreed.  But  the  prize  held  out 
in  the  Scriptnn  is  ora  veiy  different  kind;  and 
our  fisoclesiastical  baits  are  too  ofien  snapped. by 
thp  worthless,  and  pexsops  of  no  attainments  at 
all.  They  are  indeed  incentives  to  avarice  ilnd  am- 
bition, but  not  to  those,  acquirements  by  Which 
pnly  the  ministerial  function  ean  be  adonied-><- 
zeal  for  the  salvation  of  men,  humility,  and  self^ 
denial.  Mr.  Paley  and  I  therefixre  can  not  agree. 
,  Yours,  my  dear  firiend,  W.  0 


of.  sorrow,  ntbm  an  Musbfe  and 
.ChrialiaB  'iiiend  departs;  but  the  Ssriptun,  m 
many  mora,  and  so  n^h  mom  important  Teanoi 
to  i^i^,  that  on  soeh  occasions^  periups  mon 
lemarl^abiy  than  on  any  other,  sorrow  is  toned 
into  joy. .  The  law  of  our  land  is  affitnled  if  m 
say  the  king  dies,  and  uuristo  on  it  that  he  dbly  ds- 
Kflses.  ThiSjWhichisaficti^  wheteamMiBich 
only  is  hk  questioii,  in  the  case  of  a  Christian  ib 
roslity  and  ti^h.  He  only  lays  aside  a  body, 
Which  it  is  his  privilege  to  be  encumbet<ed  with  no 
longer ;  and  instead  of  dying,  in  thst  nioraeQt  he 
begins  to  live.  Bui  this  the  worid  does  not  un- 
derstand, tlierefore  the  kings  of  it-  most  gotm  (fe* 
mifling  to  the  end  of  the  dati4er.<»  W.  C. 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  E6Ct         ^ 

Jif(iy26,1783. 
'  I  FfiEt  for  tny  uncle,  and  do  not  wonder  that  his 
loss  afflicts  him.  -A  ooAnexicm  that  |ias  subsisted 
so  many  years  could  not  be  rent  asunder  without 
great  pain  to  the  survivor.  I  hoipe  however  knd 
doubt  not  but  when  he  has  had  a  little  more  time 
for  recollection,,  he  will  find  that  t»)ti80lation  in  his 
own  faidily,  which  is  not  the  lol  of  4ivery  fiither  to^ 
be  blessed  with.  It  seldom  l^appens  that  married 
penons  live  together  so  long,  or  so  happily;  but 
this,  which  bn^  feels  <>nesdf  ready  to  suggest  as 
matter  of  alleviation,  is  the  'very  dltniinstance 
that  aggravates  his  distress ;  therefore  he  misses 
her  the  moi^,  and  feeU  that  he  can  but  ill  spare 
her.  It  is  however  a  necessary  tax  wMch  all  who 
live  long  must  pay  for  their  Tongevity,  to  lom  many 
whomchey  would  be  glad  to  detain  (perhaps  those 
in  whom  all  their  happiness  is  centered),  and  to 
sqe  them  step  mto  the  grave  biefore  diem.  I^  one 
respect  at  least  this  is  a  merctful  appointment: 
when  Hfe  has  iost  that  to  which  it  owed  its  princi- 
pal relish,  we  may  ourselves  the  more  cheerfully 
resign  it.  I  beg  you  would  present  him  with  my 
most  afi^ctionate  remembrance,  and  tell  him,  if 
yoii  think  fit;  how  much  I  wish  that  'the  evening 
pf  his  long  day  may  1i)e  serene  and  happy. 

W.  C 


t^- 


TO  THE  REV.  J.  NEWTON. 

May  Zl,  1783. 
We  rather  r^oioe  than  mourn  iaih  you  on  the 

•ccasion  of  Mrs.  C ;^*s  death.    In  the  case 

of  believers,  death  has  lost  his  sting,  not  only  with 
respect  to  those  he  tacc^  away,  but  witbrespect  to 
90.    Nature  inde^  win  idways  suggest 


v4 


TO  THE  REV.  WnXIAM  UNWIN. 


MT  DBiR  WILLIAM,  June  8, 1783. 

Our  severest  winter,  commonly  called  the  spong, 
is  now  over,  and  I  find  myself  seati^  in  my  favour- 
ite Teo^,  the  green-house.  In  such  a  ritoation, 
so  silent,  so  shady,  where  no  hun^n  fbot  is  heud. 
and  where  only  my  myrtles  presume  to  peep  in  at 
the  window,  you  may  suppose  I  have  no  uiteirop- 
tion  to  complain  of,  and  that  my  thoughts^oe  per- 
fectly at  my  command.  But  the  beaudes  of  tbe 
spot  are  thonselves  an  intemqition,  my  attention 
bemg  called  upon  by  those  very  myrtles,  by  a  dou- 
ble row  of  grass  pinks  just  beginning  to  btoflsotn, 
and  by  a  bed  of  beans  already  in  bloom;  andyoa 
are  to  consider  it,  if  ^ou  please,  as  no  small  proof 
of  my  regard,  that  thou^  y(Ai  have  so  many  pow* 
erflil  rivals,  I  disengage  myself  fimn  thtim  idl,  and 
devote  this  hour  entbrdy  to  you^ 

You  are  not  acquainted  with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Boll, 
of  Newport,  peiliaps  it  is  as  well  for  you  that  you 
are  not  You  would  regret  still  morethanyoudo, 
that  therto  ore  so  many  miles  interposed  between 
us.  He  spends  part  of  tiie  day  vdth  miMOK- 
A  dissenter,  but  al  liberal  one;  a  man  oi 
letters  and  of  genius;  master  of  a  fine  imagination, 
or  rather.not  master  of  it;  an  imagination  which, 
when  he  finds  himself  in  the  company  he  loves, 
and  can  oonfifle  in,  runs  away  with  him  into  such 
fieldb  of  speculation,  im  amusQ  and  enliven  every 
other  hnagfaiation  that  has  the  happiness  to  be  of 
the  patty!  .  At' other  times  he  has  a  tender  and 
delicate  sort  of  melancholy  in  his  disposition,  ndt 
less  agreeable  in  its  way.  No  men  are  better  qual- 
ified for  companions  in  such  a  workl  as  this,  than 
men  of  such  a  temperament.  Every  scene  of  life 
has  two  sides,  a  dark  and  a  bright  one,  and  tbe 
mind  that  has  an  equal  mirtore  of  melancholy  and 


TholYMkappearitobaTelMeiilMgiai  between  tlMV 
ting  of  this  letter  aod  that  which  immBdlately  follow* 


Digitized  by  Google -^ 


Let.  tdG. 


LETTERS. 


m 


tffMliy  fai  wo  teift  of  &n  qtttnflea  ror  tne  oonteni- 
f^hdiMiorqiaer.'  Be  taoiVeHrelywlt&xMit  levity, 
tod  peiflfve  widMdt^  dvjMtion.  SucS  &  man  n 
Mr.  Bull.    BQt--be  smokes  tobaocoh-iiqihiiig  ift 

yeifeet  ■■  ■  .■  ■  ..r 


MBdottbaiiiBi 
Flute  beatmn. 

On  the  oliber  ride  I  sent  yon  a  Bometh^,a 
song  if  yon  piease,  composed  last  .Thnnday-* 
file  imMcrthappenfed  agjay  before.*    • 

•  \  YomjBjW.C 


proof  ljplth^  day  itself  shall  prove  it  My  own  sen- 
timental upon  the  snbfeet'  appear  to  me  perfectly 
scriptwal,  though  I  have  no  donbt  that  they  differ 
totally  firoib  those  of  all  wlip  have  ever  thought 
about  i^;  bdng  however  so  angular,  and  of  no  im* 
portauce  to  the  happiness  of  mankind,  and  b^ing 
moreover  dil^cult  to  swallow,  justln  propoitioD  as 
they  are  peculiar,  I  keep  them  to  mysell 

I  am,  and.  always  have  been,  a  great  observer 
of  datunJ  appearances,  but  I  think  not  a  super- 
4itiou8  on^:  The  fkllibility  of  those  ipeculatijuis 
which  lead  men  of  fiuidful  minds  to  inteipret 
Scripture  by  the  contingencies  of  the«day,  is  evident 
from  this  consideration,  that  what  the  God  of  the 
Sciiptmes  has  seenfit  to  conceal,  he  will  not  as 
the  God  of  nature  publish.  He  is  one  and  the 
same  in  both  capacities,  and  conastent  witl^  him- 
self; and  his  purpose,  If  he  designs  <a  secret,  im- 
penetrable,  in  whatever  way  we  attempt  to  open 
jt .  It  is  impossible  however  for  an  observer  of  nar 
tuxal  phenomena  not  to  be  struck  with  the  singu- 
laiity  of  the  present  season.  The  fogs  I  mentbned 
in  my  last  still  continue,  though  till  ycMteiday  the 
earth  was  as  dry  as  intense  heat  could  mak0.iL; 
ThfB  sun  continues  to  rise  and  set  without  his  rays, 
and  hardly  slunes  at  noon,  even  in  a  cloudkse  sky. 
At  eleven  last  night  jthe  moon  was  a  dull  red,  she 
was  neaorly  at  her  highest  elevation,  and  had  the 
colour  of  heated  brick.  She  would  natimdly,  I 
know,  have  such  an  appearance  looking  through 
a  misty  atmospheie;  but  that  such  an  atmesphero 
should  obtain  lor  so  k>ng  a  time,  and  in  a  country 
where  it  ^as  not  happened  in  v^y  remembrance; 
even  in  the  vrinter)  is  rather  remarkable.  Wbj 
have  had  more  Sunder  storms  than  have  oonaisted 
well  with  the  .peace  cf  the  fearful  maidens  in  01- 
ney,  though  net  S9  many  as  ^ve  happened  in 
places  at  no  great  distance,  nor  so  violent,  Yep> 
tesday  morning,  however,  at  seven  o'clock,  two  fire- 
balls burst  either  in  the  steej^  er  close  to  it  Wil- 
liam Andrews  saw  t^iem  m^  at  that  point,  and 
immediately  afier  sai^suoh  a  ismoke  issue  from  the 
apertures  in  tl^  steeple  as  soon  rendered  it  invisi- 
ble: the  ncnse  of  the  .explosion  surpassed  all  the 
noises  I  eveif  heardk-you  would  have  thought  that 
a  thousand  sledge-hamBMWw  were  battering  great 

Th# 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MT  DBAR  FBIEND,  JttTie  13,  1783. 

I  THINS  you^r  jrvur  Dutch  oomihunicatioBs. 
Thesuffirage  of  such  respectable  men  must  have 
given  you  much  pleasure,  a  pleasyre  only,  tabe  ex- 
ceeded by  the  oonsdousnees  you  had  before  of  hav^ 
ing  published  truth,  and  of  having  served  a  good 
manterby  doing  sa 

I  have  always  regretted  that  your  ecclesiaatical 
history  went  no  further;  I  never  saw  a  work  that 
I  thooght'more  likely  to  serve  the  cause  of  truth, 
Dor  hietoiy  applied  to  so  good  a  pyrpose.  The 
fiicttf  iiMontestable,  the  grand  observations  upon 
them  all  irre6agable,  and  the  s^4b,  in  my  judg* 
ment,  incomparably  better  than  that  of  ^bertson 
or  GibbonI  1  wocdd  give  you  my  reasons  for  think- 
ing so,  if  I  had  not-a  very  urgent  one  fer  declining 
it  You  have  no  ear  for  sach  musi<^  whoever 
may  he  the  perfecmer.  What  you  added,  but  never 
printed,' 4s  quite  equal  to  what  has  appeared, 
whiph  I  thmk  might  have  encouraged  you.to  pro- 
coed,  thou^  you  missed  thaf^freedom  in  wiiting 
which  jou  limnd  before.  While  you  were  at 
Olney'dik  wae  at  least  possible ;  in  a  state  of  re- 
tircment  yon  had.Ieisure,  without  which  I  suppose 
Paul  himself  coukl  not  have  written  his  Epistles. 
But  those  days  are  fled,  and  every  hope  of  aoontin- 
uatiion  ie  fled  with  them. 

The  day  of  Judgment  is  spoken  of  not  only  as  a 
surprise,  but  a  anare-na  snare  ugon  all  the  in- 
haUtants  of  the  earth.    A  difference  mdeed  will, 

obtaininfevourof  the  godly,  whichis,thatthoughi^'^  *»  I»'^^'»  aU  in  the  same  instant 
asnar©,asudden,'insopie  sense  an  unexpected, I ^'«»**"  ipi  still  as  hot,  and  the  airas^ofyar 
and  in  every  sense  an  awfW  event,  yet  it  win  find,  P°"»  ~  "^**>«w  had  been  neither  nun  nor  thunde^ 
<Aem  prepared  to  meet  it    But  the  day  beuig  thus  ^  ^  summer. 

characterised,  a  wide  field  is  oonsequeiiUy  <^en  tol     There  was  onee  a  periodkal  paper  pi^lished, 
conjecture ;  some  wiU  kwk  for  it  at  one  perfod,  and  «^n«^  ^^'»  J<>«™^:  "^  n««» '^eW 
some  at  another;  we  shall  most  of  us  prove  at  last  «*^«^^*^*»  y^^**-    Misty  however  as  I  am,  I  do 
to  have  been  nristaktti,  and  if  any  should  prove  to  "<*"««*<>  ^  "y»*»^  ^^ 
have  ffuessed  aright,  they  will  reap  no  advantage,'  •»  •hnanack-maker,  according  to  the  letter.    As 
the  lakity  of  their  oonjeeture  being  incapable  of  a  poet  nevertheless,  I  claim,  if  any  wonderfulfwjnt 

{ should  follow,  a  right  to  apply  aU  and  ev<<ry  such 
'"  J  post-prpgnofitic,  to  the  purposes  of  the  tragic  musa 

•adrBfondWedhtoaoncoftlMRoM.  Teun,W.C. 
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Ta  THE.  REV.  JOHN  I^WTON. 

June  17, 1783. 
-while  Mr. - 


MT  DEAR  FRIEND, 

'  Your  letter  reached  Mr.  S- 


\  with  him;  whethet  it  wrought  any  change  in 
hU  opinion  of  that  gentleman,  as  a  preacher,  I 
know  not,  but  for  my  own  piurt  I  give  you*  Aill 
credit  for  the  Boundnese  and  rectitude  of  yourt.  No 
man  waa  ever  molded  out  of  hia  mna.  The  heart, 
corrupt  as  it  is,  and  because  it  is  ^,  ^ws  angry 
if  it  be  not  treated  with  some  management  and 
good  manners,  and  scolds  again.  A  surly  ntaatifT 
Win  bear  perhaps  ta  be  stroked,  though  he  wDl 
growl  even  under  that  operation,  but  if  yoi^  touch 
him  roughly,  he  will  bite.  There  is  no  grace  that 
the  spirit  Of  self  can  counterfeit  with  fnore  success 
than  a  religious  zeal.  A  pian  thinks  he  is  fighting 
for  Christ,  and  he  is  fighting  for  his  own  notions. 
He  thinks  that  he  is  skilfully  searching  the  hearts 
of  others,  when  he  is  only  gratifying  the  malignity 
of  his  own,  ftnd  charitably  supposes  his  hearers 
destitute  of  all  grace,  that  he  may  shine  the  more 
in  his  own  eydi  by  comparison.  When  he  has 
performed  t)iis  notable  (ask,  h?  wonders  that  they' 
are  not  converted: '  he  has  given  it  iJiem  soundly, 
and  if  they  do  not  tremble,  and  confess  that  Grod 
is  in  him  of  a  truth,  he  gives  them  up  as  reprobate, 
incorrigible,  and  lost  for  ever.'  But  a  man  that 
loves  me,  if  he*  sees  me  in  an  error,  will  (^  me, 
and  endeavour  calxnly  to  convince  me  of  it,  and 
persuade  me  to  forsake  it.  If  he  has  great  and 
good  news  to  tell  me,  he  will  not  do  it  angrfly,  and 
in  much  heat  iqid  discomposure  of  spirit.  It  is  not 
therefore  easy  to  conceive  on  what  ground  a  mini^- 


the  i^me  great  teacher  who  taught  h^n  to  em« 
broider  for  the  service  of  the  sanctuary,  and  which 
amounts  almost  to  as  gxe&t  i^  blessing  as  the  gift 
of  tongues.  , 

The  sunmier  is.piasBing  away,  uid  hitherto  has 
hardly  been  either  seen  or  folt.  Perpetual  douiifl 
intercept  ithe  influence  of  the  sun,  aiid*forthe  moat 
part  there  is  an  autumnal  coldness  in  the  weather, 
though  we  are  almost  upon  the  eve  of  the  bngedi 
day.  '         ' 

We  are  well,  and  alvrays  mlndfiil  of  you;  be 
mindful  of  us,  and  assured  that  we  love  you. 

'  Yours,  my  dear'  fiiend,  W.  C. 


TO  the;  IlEV.  j6hn  newton. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  Jvly  37,  1783. 

You  An  not  have  nkire  pleasure  i^.  receiving  a 
letter  from  mej  than  I  should  find  in  writing  it, 
were  it  not  almost  impossible  in  such  a  place  to 
find  a  subject. 

I  live  in  a  world  abounding  with  incidents,  upon 
whioh  many  grave,  and  perhaps  some  profitable 
observati6ns  nnght  be  made;  but  those  incidents 
nbver  reaching  my  unfoituiiate  ears,  both  the  en- 
tertaining narrative  and  the'  reflection  it  inight 
suggeA  are  to  me  annihilated  and  lost  I  look 
back  to  the  past  treel,  and  say,  what  did  it  pro- 
duce 7  I  ask  the  same  question  of  the  week  pre- 
ceding, and  duly  receive  the  same  answer  from 
both— nothing ! — A  situation  like  this,  in"  which  I 
am  as  unknown  to  the  world,  as  I  am  ignorant 
of  all  that  passes  in  it,  in  wbicH  I  have  nothing  to 
lo  but  to  think,  would  exactly  suit  me,  vrere  my 
ter  can  justify  a  conduct  which  onfy  proves  that  mbjects  of  meditation  as  agreeable  as  my  leisure  is 
he  does  not  understand  his  errand.  The  absurdity  mintermpted.  My  passion  for  retirement  is  not 
of  it  would  eertahily  strike  him,  if  he  were  not  it  all  ubated,  after  so  many  years  spent  in  the 
himself  deluded.-  nost  sequestered  state,  but  rather  increased.    A 

A  people  wiH  always  love  a  minister,  if  a  minis-  arcumslance  I  should  esteem  wonderful  to  a  de- 
ter seems  to  love  his  people.  The  eld  maxim,  Si-  j^ree  not  to  be  accounted  for,  considering  the  con- 
dition of  my  mind,  did  I  not  know,  that  we  think 
as  we  are  made  to  think,  and  of  course  approve  and 
prefer,  as  Providence,  who  appoints  the  bounds 
of  our  habitation,  chooses^  us.  Thus  am  I  both 
free  and  a  prisoner  at  the  same  time.  The  worid 
is  before  me;  I  am  not  shut  up  in  the  Bastile; 
there  are  no  moats  about  my  castie,  no  locks  upon 
my  gates,  of  which  I  have  not  the  key--lmt  an 
invisible,  uncontrollable '  agency,  a  local  attach- 
ment, an  inclination  more  forcible  than  I  ever  felt, 
even  to  the  place  of  my  birth,  serves  me  for  prison 
walls,  and  for  bounds  which  I  can  not  pass.  In 
former  yean  I  have  known  sorrow,  and  Twfore  I 
had  ever  tasted  of  spiritual  trouble.  The  efiect 
was  an  abhorrence  orthe  scene  in  which  I  bad 
snflfered  so  much,  and  a  weariness  of  those  objects 
which  I  had  so  long  looked  at  with  an  eye  of  des- 
pondency and  dejection.    But  it  is  odierwiae  with 


mUe  agit  in  vtmife,  is  in  no  case  more  ezactiy  veri- 
fied: therefore  you  were  beloved  at  Olney,  and 
if  you  preached  ta  the  Chiekesawes,  and  Chach- 
taws,  wouldlw  eqtially  beloved  by  them. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,    '  June  19,  1783. ' 

The  translation  of  your  letten  into  Dutch  was 
news  that  pleased  me  much,  I  intended  plain 
prose,  but  a  rhyme  obtruded  itself,  and  I  became 
poetical  when  I  least  expected  it.  When  you 
v^rote  fhose  letten  you  did  not  dream  that  you 
were  designed  for  an  apostle  to  the  Dutch.  Yet 
so  it  proves,  and  such  among  many  othen  are  the 
advantages  We  derive  firom  the  art  of  printing:  an 
art  In  .which  indisputably  ntan  was  insCructad  by 
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me  now.  The  «tme  canae  snlwiflting,  and  ina 
much  more  powerM  degree,  fqils  to  .preduce  ift 
natinil  efieet.  T<\e  tisiy  stones  in  the  garden- 
walls  are  Iny  intimate  aeq^iaintance.  I  dionld 
mSflB  almott  the  minntest  object,  and  be^  disagreesr 
bly  aflected  by  its  removal,  and  am  periiuaded  that 
were  it  possible  I  could  leave  this  incommodious 
nook  for  a  twelvemonth,  I  shotild  return  to  it  again 
with  rapture,  and  b^  tnai^orted  with  the  sight 
of  objects  which  to  all  the  world  besi^  would  be 
at  least  indiflferent;  some  of  them  perhaps,  such  as 
the  ragged  thatch  and  the  tottenng  widls  of  the 
neighbouring  cottages,  disgusting.  But  so  it  is, 
and  it  is  so,  because  here  is  to  be  my  abode^  and 
because  such  is  the  appointment  of  £Rtn  that  placed 
meinit — 


Isle  temnmi  ndhi  pneter  omnes 
>       Angalusddet  ^ 

It  is  the  place  of  all  the  wprld  I  love  the  most,  not 
for  any  happiness  it  affords  me^  but  because  here 
I  can  be  miserable  with  most  convenienco-to  my- 
self, and  with  the  least  disturbance  to  others. 

You  wonder,  and  (t  dare  say)  unfeignedly,  be- 
cause you  do  not  think  yoursdf  entitled  to  such 
praise,  that  I  prefer  your  style,  as  an  historian,  to. 
that  of  the  two  most  renowned  writers  of  history 
the  present  day  has.  seen.  That  you  may  nbt  sua- 
pect  me  of  having  said  more  thah  my  real  opinion 
will  warrant,  I  will  tell  you  why.  In  your  stylA 
I  see  no  affectation.  In  every  line  of  theirs  I  see 
nothing  else.  They  disgust  me  always,  Robertson 
with  his  pomp  and  his  strut,  andQibbon  with  his 
finical  and  French  maimers.  You  are  as  correct 
as  they.  You  express  yourself  with  as  much,  pre- 
cision. Your  words  are  ranged  with  as'  much 
propriety,  but  you  do  not  set  your*  periods  to  a 
tune.  They  discover  a  perpetuid  (jlesire  to  exhibit 
themselves  to  advantage,  whereas  your  subject  en- 
grosses you.  They  snig,  and  you  say;  which,  as 
history  is  a  thing-to'be  said,  and  not  sung,. is,  in 
my  judgment,  very  much  to  your  advantage.  A 
writer  that  despises  their  tricks,  and  is  yet  neither 
inelegant  nor  inharmonious,  proves  himself,  by 
that  single  cireum8tance,^a  man  of  superior  judg- 
ment and  ability  to  them  both  You  have  my 
reasons.  I  honour  a  manly  character,  in  which 
good  sense,  and  a  desire  of  doing  good,  are  the 
predominant  features— but  aflectation  is  an  emetic. 

W.  O. 


Uttet  of  peifbmesl  It  is  at  this  moment  fronted 
^^h.  carnations  aiid  balsams,  with  mignionette  and 
rdses,  with  jessamine  and  Woodbme,  and  wanta 
npthing  but  your  pipe  to  make  it  tndy  Arabian; 
a  wilderness  of  sweets  t  The  sofa  i^  ended  but 
"not  finished,  a  j^aradox  which  your  natural  acui 
men,  sharpened  by  habits  of  lagical  atteiftion,  will 
enable  you  to  reconcile  in  a  moment.  Db  not  im-l 
agine,  however,  that  I  lounge  over  it — on  the  con-) 
trary,  I  find  it  severe  exercise  to  mould  aadtMhionj 
if  to  my  mind  I* 

I  was  alwayil  air  admirer  of  thun^erHrtorms,  even 
before  I  knew  whose  voice  I  heard  in  them;  but'' 
especially  an  admirei^  of  thunder  roDisg  over-  the' 
gieat  waters.  There  is  something  singdlariy  ma- 
JMtic  inrthe  sound  of  it  at  sea,  where'thtf'eye  aucf 
the  eac  have  uninterrupted  opportunity '  of  obBsr^ 
vallon,  and  the  concavity  above  being  made  spa-; 
cious  re'flects  it  with  more  advantage.  I  have  con-' 
sequetttlj^  envied  you  your  sittuUibn,  and  the  en-j 
joyment  of  those  refreshing  bieei6s  that  belong  toi 
it.  We  have  indeed  been  regaled  with  some  off 
those  bursts  of  etberpal  ntKiiic^The  peals  havd 
been  as  bud,  by  the  report  of  a  gentleman  who\ 
-lived-many  yean  in  the  West  Indies,  as  were  ever ) 
heard  in  those  islapds,  apd  the  Dashes  as  splendid. ,' 
But  when  the  thunder  preaches,  an  hotizon  bound-i 
ed  by  the  ocean  is  the  only  soi^ding-board. 

I  have  had  but  little  'faiBurey  strange  as  i^  may 
seem,  and  that  little  I  devoted  ibr  a  month  after 


TO  THE.  REV.  WILJ^tAM  BULL. 

Au^put  3, 1783. 
YouH  seaade  situation,  your  beautiful  prospects, 
your  fine  rides,  and  the  sight  of  the  palaces  which 
you  have  seen,  we  have  not  envied  you ;  but  are 
^ad  that  you  have  enjoyed  them.  Why  should 
we  envy  ah^  inan  1    Is  not  our  green-house  a  ca- 


your  departure  to  Madame  Ouion.  I  lutv»  made 
fidr  copies  of  all  the  pieces  I  have  produced  on  this 
last  occasion,  and  will  put  them  into  youi;  hands 
when  we  meet  They  kra  youn,  to  serve  as  yoa 
pleaiie;  you  may  take  and:  leave,  as  you  like,  for 
my  purpose  is  afiready  served;  they  have  amused 
me,  and  I  have  no  ftirther  demand  upon  them. 
The  lines  upoli  frienddiip,  however,  which  were 
not  suffidently  of  a  piece  with  the  othen,  will .  not 
now  be  wanted:  I  have  some  other  little  things, 
which  I  will  CMuntanicate  when  time  shall  serve ; 
but  1  can  not  now  txanscfibe  them. 


TO  THE  REV.  'WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  WILLTAM,  AugUtt  4,  1783. 

I  Ff  BL  myself  senably  obliged  oy  the  interest 
you  take  in  the  success  of  my^productions.  Your 
feelings  upon  the  subject  are  such  as  I  should 
have  myself;  had  I  an  ^opportunity  of  calling  John- 
son aside  to  maka  the  enquiry  you  pro^pose.  But 
I  am  pretty  weU  prepared  for  the  worst,  and  so 
long  as  I  have  the  opinion  of  a  few  capable  judges 
in  my  fiivour,  and  am  therel^r  convinced  that  I 
hav9  neither  disgraced  myself  nor  my  subject,  shall 
not  feel  myself  disposed  to  any  extreme  anxiety 


*  The  proiocuiion  ot  the  Tsak  seems  to  We  been  'defeirap 
II  tOVrardi  the  end  of  October 
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iial  good  of  in>nkind^  ftlod  U»  bwoni^  popular. bgr 
wztting  on  icrifftiizal  subjects,  were  an  vaaxe^taDair 
Me  ambitMn,  evea  for  a  po^st  ta  eatertaia  in  dajB 
like  tfaoM.  Vene  may  have  maoj  charme,  bat 
lias  none  ponrarfiil  enough  to'  coniiuer  the  avenioB 
of  a  di9«pM«d  age  Id  fuish  inetnietiQii.  Aak  the 
qoeatien  thewlbie  holdlji  and  be  not  megtiiied 
even  though  he  should  ihkhe  hie  head  and  drop 
hi&«hia }  ior  it  k  no  fiMfc-thaa  we  have  reaebn.te 
expect  We  will  lay  the  &ult  upoi^  the  vk»  oif 
the  tiaaea,  iM>d.we  mS^  ao^  the  poet 

I  am  gM  7<m  were  pleated  with  my  Latin  ode, 
and  indeed  with  mS  EngUeh  diige  aa  much  aa  I 
WM  myectfl  Tha  tone  hjd  me  under  a  diaadvan- 
tage,  ohligiipg  me  to  wnte  in  Alexandrinea;  which 
I  eappofle^vowU  suit  no  ear  but  a  French  one; 
neither  did  I  intend  ai^y  thing  mofa  than  that  the 
euhject  and  the  wotde  ahoiild  be  auffioently  ac- 
commcdaited  to  the  miwic  The  ballad  »  a  ape- 
eiea  of  poetry  I  believe  peculiar  to  th»  counuy, 
equally  adapted  to  the  droUeat  and  the  moat  tragi- 
eal  aubjects.  Simplicity  and  eaae  are ,  ita  proper 
^haracteriitica.  Our  foreiatheiB  excelled  in  it; 
but  we  mod^Au  have  Idet  the  art  It  iaobaerved, 
that  we  have  few  good  Engliah  odea.  But  ta 
make  amende,  we  haye  many  exoellent  ballada, 
not  inferior  perhftpa  in  true  poetical  meata  to  imme 
of  the  very  best  odee  Uiat  the  Greek  or  Latin  l^in- 
guages  have  to  boast  of.  It  is  a  sovt  of  composi- 
tion I  waa  ever  fond  of,  and  if  giav^  matten  had 
not  called  die  another' way,  should  have  addicted 
myself  to  il  mom  than  to  any  other.  I  inherit  a 
tasto  for  it  froqi  my  fether,  who  succeeded  well  in 
H  himMlf;  and  who  lived  at  a  tiine  when  the  beet 
pieces  in  that  way  wera  pfoduoed.  -What  can  be 
prettier  than  Qay'sballad,  orrather  Swill's,  Arbuth- 
not%,  Pope's,  and  GUy'e,  in  the  Wha*  do  ye  call 
it^"  nr  was  when  the  aeaa  were  maring  %"  I  have 
been  well  infoimed  that  they  all  oontribotedj  and 
that  the  most  celebrated  aasocifction  of  dever  fel- 
lows this  country  ever  saw,  did  not  think  it  be- 
neath them  to  unite  their  strength  and  abilities  in 
the  composition  of  a  song.  The  success  however 
answered  their  w^hes.  The  ballads  that  Bourne 
has  translated,  beautifVil  in  themselves,  are  still 
more  beantiM  in  his  version  of  them,  infinitely 
surpasdng  in  my  judgment  aU  that  Ovid  or  Ti- 
buHus  have  left  behind  them.  They  are  quite  as 
elegant,  and  fer  more  touching  and  pathetic  than 
the  tenderest  strokes  of  either. 

So  much  fot  ballads,  and  ballad  writers — "A 

worthy  subject,"  yoix  will  say,  *'  for  a  man  whose 

head  might  be  filled  wi^  better  things?'  and  it  is 

filled  with  better  things,  but  to  so  ill  a  purpose, 

\,  that  J  thrust  into  it  all  manner  of  topics  that  may 

*'   prove  more  amuang;  as  for  instance  I  have  two 

I  goldfinches,  which  in  the  summer  occupy  the 

I  i^recn-house.    A  few  days  since,  bleing  employed 


in  elatting  ouit  their  cages,  1  placed  that  which  I 
had  in  hand  upoi|  the  tabl^,  while  the  other  hung 
against  the  wall:  the  windowaand  tha  doors  stood 
wide  open.  IwenttofiUthefountaii^althepump, 
aoi  on  ay  retnrn  was  pot  a.  little  surprised  to  find 
a  goldfinch  sitting  on  the  t<^  of  the  ci^e  I  had 
been  cleaning,  and  singing  to  and  bMsmg  the  gold- 
finch within.  I  approached  him,  and  b^  disoe- 
yered  no  fiiav;  still  nearer,  and  he  discovered  nona 
I  advaaeed  my  hand  towards  him,  and  Ym  took  ne 
notioe^of  it.  I  ntped  him,  and  supposed  I  had 
caught  a  new  bird,  but  casting  my  eye  upon  the 
other  cage  perceived  my  mistake.  Ito  inhahitant, 
during  my  absraoe,  had  contrived  tofind  an  open- 
ing, where  the  wire  hi^  been  a  httle^  bent,  and 
made  no  oth^  use  of  the  escape  it  afibrdod  him, 
than  to  salute  his  fiiend,  and  to  converse  with 
him  more  intimately  than  he  had  done  before.  I 
returned  hii^  to  his  proper  mansion,  but  in  vain. 
In  less  than  a  minute  he  had  thrust  his  little  per- 
son througB  the  aperture  again,  and  again  perched 
upon  his^  neighbour's  cage.  Kissing  hiitf  as  at  the 
first,  and  singing,  as  if  transported  with  the  fortu- 
nate advehtuie.  I  could  not  but  respect 'such 
firieAdship,  as  for  the  sake  of  ito  gratification  had 
twice  declined  an  opportunity  to  be  finee,  «nd  con- 
senting to  the&  union,  resolved  that  for  the  fiiture 
one  cage  should  hold  them  both.  I  am  gUd  of  such 
incidente.  For  at  a  pinoh^  and  when  I  need  en- 
tertainment, the  versification  of  them  serves  to  di- 
vert me. 

I  transcribe  for  you  a  ^ece  of  Madam  Quien, 
not  as  the  best,  but  as  being  shorter  than  many, 
and  as  good  aa  most  of  them. 

Yoikfrever,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

ItT  DCAR  FRIEND,  8^.  7,  1783. 

So  long  a  silence  needs,  an  apology.  I  have  been 
hindered  by  a  three-weeks  visit  firam  our  HoxUm 
fiiends,  and  by  a  cold  and  fisvezi^  complaint, 
which  ard  but  just  removed. 
.  The  French  poetess  is  certainly  chargeable  with 
the  fault  you  inention,  though  I  thought  it  not  so 
glaring  in  the  piece  I  sent  you.  I  have  endeavoured 
indeed,  in  all  the  translations  I  have  made,  tocure 
her  of  that  evil,  either  by  the  vuppnanon  of  pas- 
sages exceptionable  upon  that  account,  or  bv  a 
more  sober  and  respectful  manner  of  expreasion. 
Still  however  she  wiH  be  found  to  have  conversed 
familiarly  with'Grod,  but  l  hope  not  iulsomely, 
nor  so  as  to  ghre  reasonable  diigust  to  a  religious 
reader.  That  God  should  deal  fiuniliarly  with 
man,  or  which  is  the  same  thing,  that  he  should 
per^ut  man  to  deal  familiarly  with  him,  seems 
not  very  difficult  to  conceive,  or  presumptuous  to 
suppose,  wh|en  some  things  arfe  taken  into  consi- 
deration.   W9  to  the  sinner  that  shaU  darn  to  take 
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a  Vbatw  with  him  thai  k  Ml  wanwitsd  by Jiis 
woid,  or  to  which  he  hknaelf  hai  nol  enoounged 
him.  Whe»]M>amamedmuiVailiire,hei««Mled 
UnMlf  a»  the  fntad  of  man,  a»  tbo  hrather  of 
enij  floul  that  kruea  ham.  He  ooB^wfrnd  fraely 
with  (man  while  ha  was  cm  «ailh,  and  aa  frealy 
with  him  allor  Jtia  rmvn^&sm.  'l  douU  not  there- 
fore that  it  IB  poaoible  to  enjoy  an  acctee  to  him 
eTen  now  unincumbered  widi  oereoonioua  awe, 
easj,  deiishtfiil*  and.  wit^ioat  cotfeBtnint  This 
however  can  only^be  the  lot  of  thoae  who  make  it 
the  buidneaa  of  their  Uvea  to  ptnase  him,  and  to 
laiiiiiaiii  commnnifln  with  him.  -And  then  I  pre- 
aama  Ihaae can  be  nodanger  af  ollenoa,  baeauae 
•oeh  a  hafail  of  tha^aoul  is  of  ^ownciaation,  and 
Bcar^aa  w»  eome,  we  come  na  neaitr  to  him  than 
he  ia  pfeaaed  ta  ihraw  UB.  If  we  addreaa  him  aa 
doldreB,  it  ia  beoanae  ba  teUa  na  he  li  oar  ihlher. 
If  we  iinhoaom  omaetvea  to  him  aa  to  a  iiieiid,  if 
is  beeaosa  he  calls  na  ftienda;  andif  we  speak  to 
him  in  the  language  of  love,  it  ia  because  he  fin* 


fiifUble  afidenoe  of  th^  piedoiBinant  biaa  of  yooa 
heart  and  mind  to  the  best  sa^jecte.  I  had  none 
BBch— indeed  I  was  in  no-degree  delirious^  nor  has 
any  thing  kaaihan  a#4Bveraeally  dangerauii  eyer 
In  tfaia  reaped,  if  in  no  other,  1 
ma^F  b«rsaid  to  have  a  atrcmg  head;  and  perhapa 
for  the  sfUDD^  reaaon  thai  wine  would  neirer  m^ke 
vae  dnmk,  an  ordinary -degxee  of  fever  haa  no 
effect  upon  my  uhderstanchng.  The  epidemic  be- 
gina  to  be  fqora  mortal,  ae  tha  autumn  corned  on, . 
and  in  Bedfoidahire  it  is  reported,  howlruly  I  can 
not  say,  to  b^  nearly  as  &tal  aa  the  plague.  I 
beatd  lately  of  a  dark  in  a  public  oflSee,  whose 
chief  employment  it  was  for  many  years  to  admi- 
nister oadis,  vi^  being* light-heaiksd  in  a.iei«r,  of 
which  he  died,  spent  the  laal  week  of  his  life  in 
crying  day  and  n%ht— "  So  help  you,  God — kisa 
the  book— give  me  a  shilling."  What  a  wretch  in 
compurison  with  you*! 
Mr.  -S— -  has  been  ill  ahnost  ever  ance  you 


left  us;  and  fai^t  Satorday,  aa  on  many  foregoing 
used  it,  thereby  tasehing  na  ihal  it  is  the  languagej  Ssturdaya,  was-oUiged  to  clap  on  a  blister  by  way 


ha  deli^bta  ta  hear  fiom  hia  people.  But  I  con- 
km  thai  tfarongh  tba  weakneas,  the  folly,  and  cor- 
rnptmn  of  hnmaii  nalmre,  this  privilege,  like  aD 
atfaer  Christianrpri^egaa^ii  KaUe  to  abuse.  There 
is  a  miztuie  of  evtt  in  every  thing  we  do,  indyl- 
gonce  anconragea  us  to  encroach,  and  while  we 
esodfle'the  righta  of  children,  we  beaome  childish. 
i|era  I  think  is  th4  point  in  which  my  authoress 
failed,  and  here  it  is  thai  f  have  particularly  guard- 
ad  my  traiydation,  not  afraid  of  repreaenting  'her. 
aa  dealing  with  (Sod  ihmlUarly,  but  feoiishtf ,  iiie- 
verentfy,  and  without  due  aitentfon  to  his  majesty, 
of  whieh  she  is  somewhat  guUty.  A  wonderfiil 
&oll  for  such  a  woman  to  fall'  into,  who  spent  her 
file  in  the  eontemplatioa  of  his  glory,  who 
to  have  been  alwa3rs  inlpreesed  with  a  sense  of  it^ 
and  aometimea  q^ita  abaorbed  by  the  views  she 
hadofU.  '  W.C. 


TO  THE  REV.  J.  NEWTON. 

MT  ZM4R  FBIENO,  '      Sept.  8,  1783. 

Mrs.  Unwin  would  have  answered  your  kuid 
Bote  fioqa  Bedfovd,  had  not  a  pain  in  her  side  pie- 
▼entad  her.  I,  who  am  her  s^cretaiy  upon  such 
aocasions,  should  certainly  have  answo^  it  for 
her,  but  waa  hiudefed  by  iUneae,  having  been  my 
self  ^riasd  with  a  fover' immediately  ahei  your  de- 
paxtuie.  •  The  account  of  your  recovery  gave'  ua 
great  pleasure,  and  I  am  persuaded  that  you  >nll 
iM  younelf  sepaid  byt  the  information  that  I  give 
yon  of  mine.    The  reveriea  your  head  was  filled 


of  preparation  for  his  Sunday  laboun.  He  can 
not  draw  breatlr  upon  any  other  terma.  If  hdy 
orders  were-alwaya  conforred  upon  such  condi- 
tions, I  question  hat  even  bishopricks  themselves, 
would  want  an  occupant.'  But  he  is. easy  and 
cheerftd. 

}  beg  you  wiU  mention  me  kindly  to  Mr.  Ba- 
con, and  make  him  sensible  that  if  I  did  n^t  write 
the  paragraph  he  wished  for,  it  was  not  owing  to 
any  want  of  respect  for  the  desire  he  expressed, 
but  to  mere  inability.  If  in  a  state  of  mind  that 
almost  (fisqualifies  me  for  so6iety,  I  coidd  possiblj 
wish  to  form  a  new  ccmnetion,  I  should  wAbU  to 
know  him;  but  I  never  shall,  and  tinngs  beiiig  aa 
they  are,  *I  do  not  regret  it,  Yoit  are  my  old 
frimd,  therefore  I  do  not  spv<e  yon;  hating  known 
you  m  better  days,  I  make  you  pay  for  ,any  plea- 
sura  I  might  then  afibrd  you,  by  a  communication 
of  my  preaant  paina.  B^t  I  have  no  daima  of  this 
sort  upon  Mr.  Bacon.  * 

Be  ideaaed  to  remember  us  both,  with  much 
aflectbn,  to  Mra.  Newten«  and  to  her. and  your 
Eliza;  to  Miss  C-t^ —  likewise,  if^  she  is  with 
you.  Poor  Eliza  droops  and  languishes,  but  in 
the  land  to  which  she  is  going,  sho'will  faokl  up 
her  head  and  droop' no  more.  A  skkness  that 
leads  the  way  to  ev^rlastiitg  lifo  is  better  than  the 
health  of 'an  antediluvian.  Accept  our  unitied 
love  My  dear  friend, 

Sincerely  yours,  W.  C, 


.  TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 


with,  while  your  disorder  was  most  prevalent^ 

though  they  were  but  reveries,  ai|d  the  oSpEinglMT  dbar  prisno,  Sq>t.  23,  1783. 

«f  a  iieated  imagination,  afiforded  you  yet  a  com-I     Ws  are  glad  that  having  been  attacked  by  a 
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fyyiet,  which  has  often  pro^  &Ud,  and  almoat 
always  leases  the  sufierer  debilitAtod  to  the*  last 
decree,  you  find  youiaelf  .  so  soon  restored  to  health, 
and  yQ\ir  siKtigtli  recovered.  Your  healtli  and 
^ngth  are  useful  to  others,  and  hi  that  view  kn 
poxtant'  in  hia  account  who  dispenses  both,  and 
oy  your  means-  ^  more-  precious  gift  than  either: 
For  my  own  part,  though  I  hAve  not  been  laid  up, 
I  have  never  been  peribctly  well  since  you  left  us. 
A  smart  fever,,  which  lasted  ipdeed  but  a.  few 
hours,  succeeded  by  lassitude  and  want  of  spirits, 
that  seemed  still  to  indicate  a  feverish  habit,  has 
made  for  some  time,  and  stiU  makes  me  very  unfit 
for  my  favouiite  occupations,  wating  and  reading 
— —  so  that  even  a  letter,  and  even  a  letter  to  you, 
is  not  without  its  burthen.   , 

John  ■  has  had  the  epidemic,  and  has  it 

still,  but  grows  better.  When  ho  was  first  seized 
with  it,  he  gave  notice  that  he  should  die,  but  in  this 
only  instance'  of  prophetic  exertion,  he  seems  to 
have  been  mistaken ;  he  has  however  been-  very 
near  it.»  I  should  have  told  you,  that  poor  John  has 
been  very  ready  to  depart,  and  much  comforted 
through  his  whole  illness.  He,  you  know,  though 
a  silent,  has  been  a  very  steady  professor.  He 
indeed  fights  battks,  and  gains  victories,  but  makes 
no  noisQ.  Europe  is  not  astonished  at  his  feats, 
foreign  academies  do  not  seek  him  fo^  a  member ; 
he  will  never  discover  the  art  of  flying,  or  send  a 
globe  of  tofifeta  up  to  heavein.  But  he  will  go 
thither  himself 

^ince  you  went  we  dined  with  Mr.  ■  T 

had  sent  him  notice  of  our  visit  a  weel^  before, 
which  like  a  coilt^mplative,  studious  man,  as  he  is, 
oe  put  in  his  pocket  ai\^  forgot.  When  we  anived, 
the  parlour  windows  were  shut;  and  the  |iouse  had 
the  appearance  of  being  uninhabited.  After  wait^ 
in^;  s<^e  time,  however,  the  maid  opened  the  door, 
and  the  master  presented  himself.  It  is  hardly 
woith  while  to  observe  sq  repeatedly  that  his  gai^ 
thn  seems  a  spot  contrived  only  for  the  growth  of 
melancholy,  but  being  always  affected  by  it  in  the 
same  way,  I  ccoi  not  help  it.  He  shewed  me  a 
nook,  in  which  he  had  placed  a  bench,  and  where 
he  said  he  found  it  very  refreshing  to  smoke  his 
pipe  uid  meditate.  Here  he  sits,  with  his  b«ck 
against  one  brick  W|U1,  and  his  nose  against  ano- 
ther, which  mdst  you  know  he  very  refreshing,^  anid 
grdatly  assist  meditation.  Ho  rejoices  the'moie 
in  this  niche,  because  it  is  an  acquisition  made  at 
some  expense,  aod  with-  no< small  labour;  several 
loads  4f  earth  were  removed  in  order  to  make  it, 
which  loads  of  earth,  had  I  the  management  of  i 
them,  I  should  carry  thither  again,  and  fill  up  a 
place  more  fit  in  appearance  to  be  a  reposi^ry  for, 
(he  dead  than  the  living.  I  would  on  no  account' 
I'Ut  any  man  out  of  conceit  with  his  inhoceht  en-' 
joyments.  and  thcxefoie  never  t^ll  him  my  thoughts 
up'm  this  subject,  but  he  is  not  seldom  low  spi- 


rited, and  I  can  not  but  sospeet  that  hit  iitoalioo 
helps  to  make  him  so. 

I  shall  be  obliged  to  you.^  Hftwkesworth** 
Voyages  when  it  can  be  sent  poavemently.  The 
long  evenings  are  beginning,  and  nothing  shot- 
ens  them  so  effectually  as  SMdilig  akrad. 

Yours,  my  deal  ftiend,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWiN, 

wr  DEiB  WILLIAM,  "Sept.  29, 1783. 

Wfiare  sorry  that  you  and  your  bousdiokl  par- 
take so  largely  of  the  ill  effect  of  this  unhealthy 
season.  You  are  happy  however  in.  having  hith- 
erto escaped  the  epidemic  fever,  which  has  pre- 
vailed jnuch  in  this  part  of  the  kingdom,  and  car- 
ried many  o£  Your  mother  and  I  ue  welL  Af- 
ter more  than  a  fi>rtnight's  indispositian,  which 
slight  appeUation  is  ^uite  adequate  to  the  descrip- 
tion of  all  I  BuSered,  I  am  at  length  restored  by 
a  grain  or  two  of  emetic  tartar.  It  .is  a  tax  I 
generally  pay  in  autmnn.  By  this  time,  I  hope, 
a  purer  ether  than  we  have  seen  Jbr  months,  and 
these  brighter  suns  than  the  summer  hadlo  boast, 
have  cheered  your  spirits,  and  made  your  eristpnre 
more  comfoitable:  We  are  rationai.  But  we  are 
animal  too,  ^nd  therefore  subject  to  the  influenoes 
of  the  weather.  The  cattje  in  the  fields  show  evi- 
dent (^mptoms  of  lassitude  and  die^ust  in  an  un- 
pleasant season ;  and  we,  their  lords  luid  masters, 
are  constrained  to  sympathize  with  them:  th^enly 
>diff<^iioe  between  us  is,  that,  they  know  not  the 
cause  of  their  dejection,  and  we  do,  but  fiir  our 
humiliation,  are  equally  at  a  loss  to  cure  it.  Up- 
on this  account  I  bave  sometimes  wished  myself  a 
philosopher.  How  happy,  in  comparison  with 
myself,  does  thei  sligacious  investigator  of  nature 
seem,  whose  fancy  is  oyer  emplaned  in  the  inven- 
tion of  hypothttes^  and  his  reason  in  the*  support 
of  them !  '  While  he  is  amounting  for  the  origin 
of  the  winds,  he  fa^  no  leisure  to  attend  to  their 
infiuence  upon  himself— and  while  he  conaiden 
what  the  sun  i^  made  of,  forgets  that  he  has  not 
shone  for  a  month.  One  project  indeed  sQpplants 
another.  The  varHceB  of  Descartes  gave  way  to 
the  gravitation  of  Newtcoi,  and  this,  again  is 
threatened  by  the  electrical  fluid  of  a  modem.  One 
generation  blows  bubbles,  and  the  next  breaks 
them.  But  ui  the  taean  time  your  philosopher  is 
a  happy  man.  He  escapes  a  thousand  inquietudes 
to  which  the  indolent  are  object,  "and  finds  his 
oocupati6n,  whether  it  be  the  pursuit  of  a  hatter- 
fly,  or  a  demonstration,  the  wholesomsst  exerdse  in 
the  worid.  As  he  proceeds  he  applauds  himself. 
Jl'ia  discoveries,,  though  eventfuUy  perhaps  they 
prove  but  dreams,  are  to  him  realities.  The  worid 
gaze  at  him,  as  he  does  at^ew  phenomena  in  the 
heavens,  and  perhaps  understands  him  as  little. 
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But  thift.doe8  not  prenrant  their  pnises,  nor  at  aU 
difltuib  him  in  tbe  evjopaent  of  that  'self-oomplar 
eanee^  to  whioh  hik  imiginaiy  dnoceai  entitles 
him.  He  i^ean  hia,  honoan  while  he  livea,  and 
if  another  atripfi  tfaem^iff  when  he  haa  heen  dead 
a  oentoiy,  it  ii  no  great  matter;,  he  can  then 
make  ahift  widuHit  them. 

I  have  aaid  a  giest  deal  upon  thiaaubject,  and 
knovrnot  wfaatii  aA  amountsto.  I  did  not  intend 
a  a^Uable.of  it  when  I  be^an.  But  cttrrente  ear 
lamm,  I  stumbled  upon  it.  My  end  is  t&. amuse 
mysdf  'and  you.  The  fonner  of  these  twopcxnts 
m  secured.  I  shall  be  happy  if  I  do  not  miss  the 
ktter.  ■  J  '  ' 

By  tbe  way,  what  is  your  opimon  of  these  air- 
baUoons  1  I  am  quite  charmed  with.the  discovery. 
Is  it  not  possible  (do  you  Jtippoee)  to  bonvey  such 
a  quantity  of  inflammable  air  in  the  stomach  and 
abdomen^  that  the.  philosopher,  no  longer  gravita- 
ting 4o  a  centra,  shall  ascencj  b^  his  own  eompara- 
thre  levity)  •  and  never  s^op  till  he  has  reached,  the 
medium  exactly  tf»  e^t/tbfio  with  himself  1  )May 
he  not  by  the  help  -of  a  pasteboard  rudder,  at- 
tached to  his  posteriorB,''steer  himself- in  that  purer 
element  with  eaeie,  and  again  by  a  slow  and  grad- 
ual-discharge  of  his  aerial  contents,  recover  his 
ibfmer  tendency  t6  the  earth,^and  desoend-vnthout 
the  amaUest  danger  Or  inconvenience?  These 
things  are  worth  inquiry ;  and  (I  dare  say)  they 
win  be  inquired  oiUr  as  they  deserve  r  The  Tpenn<B 
non  hamini  data  are  likely  to  be-  less  regretted 
than  they  were ;  and  perhaps  a  flight  6f  academe- 
dans  and  a  covey  of  fine  ladies*  may  be  ^no  uncom- 
mon spectacle  in  the  next  generation.  A  letter 
which  iq>peared  in  the  public  p^nts  last  week 
convinees  me  that  the  learned  are  not  without 
hopea  of  some- such  improvement  upon  thirdia- 
coveiy.  The  author  is  a  sensible  and  ingenious 
man,  and  under  a  reasonable  apprehension  that 
the  ignorant  may  feel  themseives  inclined  to  laugh 
upon  a  subject  that  aflects'himself  Vrith  the  utmost 
seriousness,  with  much  good  manners  and  man^ 
agement  bespeaks  their  patience,  suggesting  ma- 
ny good  consequences  that  may  result  from  a 
coune  of  ekperime'nts-  upon  this  machine,  and 
amongst  others,  that  it  may  be  of  use  in  ascertain- 
ing the  shape  of  continents  and  islands,  and  the 
ftce  of  wide-extended  and  far  distant  opuutries ; 
an  end  not  to  be  hoped  for,  unless  by  these  meahs 
of  eltraordinary  elevation  the  human  prospect 
maybe  immensely  enlarged,  and  the  philosopher, 
exalted  to  -the  skied,  attain  i^  view  of  the  whole 
hemisphere  at  once.  But  whether  he  is  to  ascend 
liy  the  mere  inflation  of  his  peiifen,  as  hinted 
above,  or  whether  iit  a  sort  of  bandbox,  supported 
upon  baUoons,  is  not  yet  apparent,  nor  (I  suppose) 
even  in  his  own  idea  perfectly  decided. 

Yours,  my  dear  WiHiam,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  RSy.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

It  is  indeed  a  m^aacholy  consideration,  that 
the  Gbepel,  whose  direct  tendency  is  to  promote 
th^  happiness  of  monkind^in  the  present  lifeaa 
wdl  as  tile  life  to  come,  and  which  so  eflectually 
answers  the  deogn  of  its  author,  whenever  it  is 
wet!  uniderstoAi  and  sincdrely  believed,  should, 
through  the  ignorance,  the  bigotry,  the  supersti- 
tion'of  its  professors,  and  the  ambition  of  popes, 
and  princes,  the  tools  of  popes,  have  produced  In- 
dd^ntally  so  much  mischief;  only  furnishing  the 
world  with  a  plausible  excuse  to  worry  each  other, 
while  tiiey  sanctified  the  worse  /cause  with  the 
specious  pntext  of  zeal  for  the  furtherance  of  the 
beW.-    '         ,'  .         .      V 

Angels  descend  firom  Heiven  to  publiih  peace 
between  man  and  his  Maker— the  Prince  of  Peace 
hilnsdf  comes  to  confirm  and  eBtibliah'it,  and 
war,  hatred,  and  deMation  are  the  dinsequenoe. 
Thousands  quarrel  about  the  interpretation  of  a 
book  which  none  of  them  understand.  He  that  is 
slaiii  dies  flmdy  persuaded'that  the  crown  of  mar- 
tyidain  expects  him;  and  he  that  slevv  him  is 
equally  convinced  that  he  has  done  God  service. 
In  reality  they  are  both  mistaken,  and  equaUy  un- 
entitled ia  the  honour  they  arrogate  to  them- 
selves, If  a  multitude  of  blind'men  should  set  out 
for  a  certain  city,  and 'dispute  about  the  right 
road  till  a  battle  ensued  between  them,  the  proba- 
ble efiect  would  be  that  none  of  thefb  w>ould  ever 
reach  it;  and  such  a  fray,  preposterous  and  shock- 
ing in  Uie  extreme,  would  exhibit  a  picture  in 
s(»ne  degree  retembling  ihe  original  of  which  we 
have  been  'speaking.  And  why  is  not  the  world 
thus  occdpied  at  preseittT  eveii  because  they  have 
exchanged  a  seal,  that  wito-  no  better  than  lnad'> 
ness,  for  an  indifierence  equally  pitiable  and  ab- 
surd. Thehoiy  sepulchre  has  lost  its  importance 
in  the  eyes  of  nations  called  Christians,  net  be- ^ 
cituse  the  light  of  true  wisdom  has  delivered  them 
from  a  superstitious  attachment  to  the  spot,  but 
becauae  he  that  was  buried  in  it  is  no  longer  re- 
garded by  them  ifs  the  Saviour  of  the  world.  The 
exercise  of  reason,  enlightened  by  philoeophy,  has 
cured  them  indeed  of  the  nusery'iof  an  abused  un- 
derstanding, but  together  with  the  delusion  they 
have  lost  the  substance,  and  for  the  sake  of  the  lies 
that  were  grafted  upoL  it  have  quarreled  with  the 
truth  itself  H^  then  we  see  the  ne  plus  vHrd  of 
hunian  wisdom,  M  last  in  affairs  of  religion..  It 
enlightens  the  mind  with  respect  to  nonessentials 
but  with  respect  to  that'  in  which  the  essence  ol- 
Christianity  consists,  leaves  it  perfectly  in  the 
dark.  It  dm  ditedver  man^  errors  that  in  differ- 
ent ages  have-  disgraced  the-  faith j  but  it  is  onlv 
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to  make  way  for  the  adminbix  of  one.  more  iatal 
Ihan  fbeoi  ail,  vhieh  xepreaents-  that  fidth 
as  a  delusion.  Why  those  evils  hftve  been  pei^ 
mitted  shall  bfr  known  hereafter.  One  thing  in 
th9  ^pioan  time  is  ^exiainythat-tha  foDy  aod  firenzy 
of  Uie  profesfted  disciples  of  the  Gospd  have  been 
mprc^  dangerous  to  its  intensta^  than  aft  the  atow- 
ed  hostiKtiPs  of  its  adversaiieai  and  pohaps 
this  caose  these  mischieft  mi^  be  snfieMd  to 
pievail  for  a  ssason,  that  its  divine  Hiriginal  and 
nature  might  be  the  more  illustrated,  when  it 
should  appear  that  it  was  able  to  stand  itsgroond 
for  ages  against  that  .most  formidable  of  all  at^ 
tacks,  the  indisaetion  of  its  finendf .  The  out- 
rages that  have  followed  this  perieirion  of  the 
truth  have  proved  indeed  a  stiiinbting-block  to  in- 
dividuals; the  wise  of  this  wodd,  with  aU  their 
wisdom,  have'  not  been  able  to  distinguish  be- 
tween the  blessing  and  the  abuse  of  it.  Voltaire 
was  ofiended,  and  Gibbon  has  turned  his-  bMik; 
but  the  fleck  of  Christ  is  still  nouivhed,  and  stUl 
increases,  notwithstanding  the  unbelief  of  a  phi- 
losopher is  able  to  eonveit  bread^into  i  stone,  and 
a  fish  into  a  serpent. 

I  am  muck  obliged  to  you  for  the  voyages, 
which  I  receiTed,  and  began  to  read  i  last  ni^t. 
My  imagination  is  so  captivaHpd  upon  these  ooca- 
sioiis,  that  I  eeem  to  partake  with  the  navigatoro 
in  all  the  dangen  they  enooi|ntered.  I  loss  my 
anchor ;  my  mainsail  is  rent  into  shreds;  I  kill  a 
shi^k,  and  by  signs  oooyeisewith  a  Patagoniali,' 
and  all  this  without  moving  loom  the  BxtMe. 
'  The  principal  £euits  of  thbse  circuits,  that  have 
been  made  acound  the  glob^  se^pi  likely  to  be  the 
amusement  uf  those  that  staid  at  home.  Discove- 
ries have  been  made,  but  such  discoveries  ^s'will 
hardly  satisfy  the  expense  of  such  undertakings. 
We  brought  away -an  Indian,  and  ha^fing  de-^ 
bauched  him,  we  sent  him  home  again  to  commu- 
nicate the  infectioa  to  his  county — fine  spoit,  to 
be  sure,  bat  such-as  will  not  de&ay  the  cost.  Nar 
tions  that  live  uppn  bread-fruh,  and  have  no 
mines  to  make  them  worthy  of  <mr  acquaintance, 
will  be  but  little  visited  for  ihe  future.  •  So  much 
the  better  for  them!  their  poverty  is  indeed,  their 
mercy. 

YouiB,  my  dear  $iend,  W.  C. 


^    TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  Odober,  1783. 

I  AM  innch  obliged  to  you  for  your  American 
anecdotes,  and  feel  the-  obligation  perhaps  more 
sensibly,  the  labour  of  trfosdribing  being  in  parti- 
cu^r  tliat  to  which  I  myself  have  the  greatest 
Kvcraion.  The  Loyatists  are  much  to  be  pitied; 
driven  from  aM  the  comforts  that  depend  upon  and 
are. intimately  connected  with  a  residence  in  their 


itself  without 


for  less 


Hathw  land,  and  soit  to  cnkivale  a  distant  one, 
the  means  of  doing  it;  abandoned,  toi^ 
thioa^  a  dc|ilbrafale  neeesaty,  by  the  govern* 
ment  to  which  they  have  saciiilired  all;  theyez* 
hibit  aepeotacte  of  distiesa,  wfaioli  one  can  not 
vieir  even  at  thts^irtanee  without paztklpating  in 
what  they  feel.  Why  could  not  sMie  of  our  usa> 
wastes  and  forests  have  been  aUotted  to  their 
su^ipoftY  To  have  built  them  houses  indeed,  and 
to  have  foznished  them  with  implemento  of  hus- 
bandiji^  would  have  put  us  to  no  'small  expeiHe; 
but  I  suppose  the  inereaseof  popuhdion,  and  the 
in^piovement  ef  the  soil,  would  soon  haire  been 
i^lt  as  a  nafional  advantage,  and  have  indemnified 
the  state,  if  not  enriched  it.  We  are  bountiful  to 
foieignefs,  and  n^lect  those  of  our  own  house- 
hold. I  remember  that  compasBionating  (be  mise- 
lies  of  the  Portuguese,  at  the  time  of  the  Lisbon 
earthquake,  wi^  sent  them  a  stop  load  of  tools  to 
clear  away  the  rubbish  with,  and  to  assbt  them 
in  rebuilding  the^city.  I  reme«ber  too,  it  vas 
reported  at  the  time,' that  the. court  of  Portugal 
aco^yted  our  whMlbarfows  and  spades  with  a 
tery  ill  gr^oe,  and  treated  our  bounty  with  con- 
tempt. An  act  likethis  i^  behalf  of  our  brethren, 
carried  only  a  little  fbrther,  might  possibly  have 
redeemed  them  ftota  ruin,  have  resulted  in  cmo- 
lum^t  to  ouTMlves,  hays  been  received  with  joy, 
and  repaid  with  gratitude.  Such  are  my,  qiecn- 
lations,  upon  the  subject,  who  not  being  a  politi- 
cian by  profiBssion,  and  very  seldom  ^ving  my 
attentum  for  a  moment  to  such  a  matter,  may  not 
be  aware  of  difficulties  and  dbjectbns,  which  thej 
of  the  cabinet  candiscem  with  half  an  eye:  Per- 
haps to  liave  taken  under  our  protection  a  race 
•of  men  proscribed  by  the  Congress  might  be 
thought  dan^roue  to  the  interests  we  hope  to 
have  hereafter  in  their  high  and  mighty  regards 
and!  afiections.  It  is  ever  the  way^f  thoae  who 
rule  the  earthy  to  leave  out  of  theb  reckoning  Him 
who  rales  the  univene.  They  forg^  that  the 
poor  have  a- friend  more^pofwerftd  to  avenge,  than 
they  can  be.  to  oppress,  and  that  treachery  and 
perfidy  must  therefore  prove  bad  policy  in  the 
end.  T^e  Americans  themselves  appear  to  me 
to  be  in  a  situation  little  less  pitiaUe  than  that 
of  tl^e  deseited  Loyalists.  Their  foan  of  arbitrary 
imposition  were  certainly  well  founded.  A  strug- 
gle therefore  might  be  neeessaxy,  in  order  to  pre- 
vent it,  and  this  end  might  surely  have  been  an- 
swered without  a  renunciation  of  dependence. 
But  the  passions  of  a  whole  people,  once  put  in 
motion,  are  not  soon  quieted.  Contest  begete 
avenaon,  a  little  success, inspires  more  ambitbus 
hopes,  and  thus  a  slight  quarrel  terminates  at  UOL 
in  a  breach'  never  to  be  healed,  and  perhaps  in  the 
ruin  of  both  parties.  It  does  not  seem  likely  that 
a  country  so  distinguished  by  the  Creator  with, 
eveiy  thing  that  can  make  it  desirable,  ahould  be 
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pvea  Q^  k>  4etilatian  &r  vmt\  ttod.the]^  mtLj  the  cm9  ajt  prannt*  JJTpiiotecQmeBTeadiljjIshaU 
fom^^  bavQ  ntaon  on  tbeir  flidio,  who  sQpiMiw'tniwcribothcmoaanodRrihe^ 


tkAt  in  tieiio  it  wiUhfive  tbo  prO'eQiuioBGe  over  eU 
oChcn;  but  the  deyof  eueh.  pbo^nh^.mmiui  far 
dhrtwt.  OfBuipoteBce  ixbtod  qua  hastea  ii^  eiwi 
il  may  dawn  lAieik il  W  ]eM>.<ffpwte4..  Bat  we 
govern  omelvee  ki.«)9  ow  KMuwningB  by  pfawat 
appeurances.  PenMiv  «t  le^et  im»  better  iafiNnned 
than  myself  aite  oonstrained  to  do  ao. 

I  injimded  to  hftve  takcB  anothei  eukjeet  when 
I  b^gw,  ea4 1  wieh  I  had.  JSo  maa  liviDg  ie 
kv  qvaliiwd  to  aelUe  ^natioM  than  I  am;  bnt 
vJiea  I  wnte  toi  you,  I  talk,.  iM  le,  I  wnte  ae 
fiMt  aa  my  pen  can  run,  and  on  thie  oeeaako  it 
lan  away  with  tna.  i  acknowledge  sB^^eeftf  in 
yonr  debt  ibr  your  laet  fiiYoyr,  l^t  ean  notipay  yaa 
Mw,  unleaa  you  will  aeeept  aa  pi^jment,  what  I 
know  you'value  mora  than  all  I  can  say  beside, 
the  most  unfeigned  aawiraheee  of  a|y  aflbction  for 
•loa'andyootB. 

.    Youn,  &aat  W.  C. 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESCL  . 

.     Oc^.aO,  1788. 

I  8HOI7LD  not  have  been  thoe  long  rilent,  had  I 
Known  with  certainty  where  a  letter^f  mme  ni%ht 
find  you.  Your  Bommi^  ex<nrami8  however  an 
now  at  an  end,  and  addieawiig  a  line  to  you  in 
Oie  centre  of  the  buey  acene  m  wMch  you  spend 
joar  winter,  I  am  pijotiy  sure  of  my  mark. 

I  aee  the  winter  apiproachmg  without  niteeh  con-, 
eem,  tho^h  a  peeeionate  leiver  of  fine  weather 
and  the  pleaeant  scenes  of  summer;  but  the  long 
erexungB  have  their  oomfette  too,  •  and  there  is 
hardly  to  be  found  upon  the  eaAh,  I  suppose,  so 
uiug  a  creature  as  an  E^igHshman  by  his  fireside 
in  the  winter.  I  mean  however  an  Englishman 
that  lives  in  the  country,  for  in  London  it  is  not 
veiy  etuSy  to  avoid  intrusion.  I  have  two  ladies 
to  read  to,  sometimes  more,  but  never  less — at  pre- 
sent we  are  circumnawgating  the  globe,  and  I  find 

the  old  story  wkh  whfch  I  amused  myself  some]«i»  yourself  that  easy  chairs  are  no  friends  Ui 
years  since,  through,  the  graat  l^city  of  a  memory  cheerfulnees,  and  that  a  long  winter  spent  by  the 
not  ^veiy  retentive,  aliriost  new.  I  ^am  however  fireside  ie  a  prehide  to  an  unheahhy  spring.  Every 
sadly  at  a  loss  forCook'svoyage,  can  yon  sehd  it  Y  thing  I  see  in  the  ft^a  is  to  me  an  object,  and  1 
I  shall  be  gkd  of  Foster's  too.  These  together 'can  lock  at  the  same  rivulet,  or  at  a  haildsomc 
will  make  the  winter  pais  menily,  and  yon  will  tree,  every  day  of  my  life,  with  new  pleasure. 


You  wiH  nndewtand,  befoie  you  have  read  many 
of  tham,  that  they  ass  not  for  the  pieaa.  I  lay 
you  undfer  no  other  injnnetions.'  «The  unkind  bo- 
hamow  of  one  acquahitanoe,  though  it  is  possible 
that  iavoDis  iBstanrtw  it  may  not  much  affect  our 
haifiness^  nor  engage  m^y  of  our. thoughts,  will 
sometuma  obtrude  itself  upon  us  with  a  degree  of 
iniMMrtiunty not  eaoly resisted;  and  thenperfaapa^ 
Ihom^  ahnoet-ipsansibki  of  it  before,  wjb  foel  mora 
than  tki»  occasion  will  justify^  InvSiaish  a  nM>ment 
it.  waa  that  I  .concaiwd.this  -poem,  and  gave  loose 
to  a  dogree  of  raemtnynt,  which  perhaps  I  oughl> 
not  ta.have  indulged,  but  which  in  a  cooler  hbur 
I  ctti  net  altogether  ^condemn  ISdy.  firmer  int;- 
maqy  with  the  tw6  chasaftten  waa  suoh,  that  I 
could  not  but  feel  myself  provoked  by  the  neglect 
with  which  they  bo^  traated  Aie  on  a  late  occar 
sioB.    So  much  by  way  of  .preface. 

You  .ought  not  to  have  suppoeed  that  if  you  had 
visited' us  last  summer,  the  pleasure  of  the  inter- 
new  would  have  been  all  your  own.  By  such  aa 
imaipnation  you  wrong  both  youieelf  and  us.  Do 
yo^  suppose  w«  do  not  love  jfiia'^  You  can  not 
suspect  your  mothei^^of  coldness;  aqd  aa  to  me, 
aamra  yourself  I  have  no.firiend  in  the  world  with 
w]|9gi  I  conununicate  without  the  least  reserve, 
yourself  excepted.  Take  heart  then„  aqd  when 
yon  find  a  fitvonrable  opportunity  to  come,  assura 
yourself  of  sUch  a  wdcoma  firom  ua  both  as  you 
haYe  a  right  to  look  for.  But  I  have  pbeerved  in 
your  two  last  letters  somewhat  of  a  dejection  and 
melancholy^  that  I  am  a^hdd  you  do  not  sufficient- 
ly stdve  against.  I  suspdct  youjDf  being  too  seden- 
tary. "  You  can  not  walk."  Why  you  can  not 
is  beet  known  >0r  yourself  I  am  sure  your  legs 
are  long  enough,  and  your  person  does  not  overload 
them.  But  I  beseech  yon'  lide,  and  ride  often.  I 
think  I  hav«  heard  you  say,  you  can  not  even  do 
that  without  an  object  -  b  not  health  an  object  % 
is  not  a  new  prospect,  .which  in  most  countries  i« 
gained  at  the  end  of  every  mile,  an  objectt    A% 


much  oblige  me 


w.a 


TO  THE  REV.  iVILLIAAf  tJNWlN. 

MT  DEAR  WiLUAM,  ^00.  10,  178^ 

I  baVb  kiet  and  wasted  almost  aH  my  w|itmg 
time,  in  making  an  alteration  in  the  verMs  I  either 


Xhis  indeed  is  partly  the  eflect  of  a  natural  taste 
for  rural  beauty,  ahd  partly  the  effect  of  habit; 
for  I  never  in  aU  my  life  have  let  slip  thf  opportu- 
nity of  bteathing  frrah  air,  and  of  conversing  with 
nature,  wUen  I  ponld  feirly  catch  it.  I  earnestly 
recommend  a  cultivation  of  the  same  taste  to  you, 
suspecting  that  you  have  neglected  it,  and  sufifer 
for  doing  so. 


SDcloae  or  subjoin,  for  I  know  not  which  will  bei    *  Venai  fhnnapotm  endtM  Valedlolon.   VkhPrnina 
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Let.  140, 14L 


Last  ^Saturday  se'imight,  the  moment  I  hAd 
composed  myself  in  my  bed,  your  mother  tod  hair- 
ing just  got  i^to  hen,  vre  were  alarmed  by  a  ory 
of  fire  on  the  staircase.  I  immediately  arose,  and 
saw  sheets  of  flame  above  ths  r66f  of  Mr.  Palmer's 


house,  our  opposite  neighbour.    The  mischief  indiflerence:  iipon  that  point  w«  are  agreed,  our 


howevef  was  not  so  near  to  him  as  )t  seemed  to 
be,  hawing  begun  ak  a  butcher's  yaSrd,  at  a  little 
distance.  We  made  -all  haste  down  stairs,  and 
soon  threv^  open  the  street  dobr,  for  the  receptbn 
of  as  much  lumber,  of  «11  sorts,  as  oor  hottse  woold 
hold,  brought  into  it  by  several  who  thought  it 
necessary  to  move  their  furniture.  In  two  hours' 
time  we  had  so  mudi  tlvat  we  eould  hold  no  m(Kre, 
even  the  uninhabited  part  of  our.  building  being 
filled.  Not  that  we  ourselves  were  entirely  seeoro-  *■ 
an  adjoining  thatch,  on  which  fcfU  shdweis  of 
sparks,  being  rather  a  dangerons  neighboor.  Pro- 
videntially however  the  night  was  perfectly  calm,^ 
and' we  escaped.  By  four  ui  the  morning  it  was 
extinguished^,  having  oonsumed  many  out-build- 
ings, but  no  dwelling-hottsfe.  Your  mother  suffered 
a  little  in  her  healthy  fiom  the  fiftigue  and  |>ustle 
of  tbe  night,  but  soon  recovered.  As  for  me,  it 
hurt  me  not.  The  slightest  wind\ would-  have 
carried  the  fire  to  the  very  extremity  of  the  town, 
there  being  multitudes  of*  thatched  buildings  and 
(agdt-pilcs  so  near  to  each  other,  that  they  must 
have  proved  infallible  conduetors. 
•'  The  balloons  prosper;  I  ifiDhgratukte  joa  upon 
it.'  Thanks  to  Montgolfief^  we  shall  fly  at  last. 
Yours,  paydear  friend,  W.  C. 


eessary,  no  longer  oonvdnient,  or  in  any  respect 
an  object  They.thinlt  of  me  as  of  the  man  in  the 
mooii,  and  whether  I  have  a  lantern,  or  a  dog  and 
fiigot,  or  whether  I  have  ndther  of  those  desirahle 
aooommodations,-  is  t»  them  a  matter  of  perfect 


TO  THE, REV.  i^lLLIAM  UNWIN.^ 

MY  DEAR  WILLIAM,  .    .      Nov.  24,'  1783. 

An  evening  unexpectedly  retired,  and  which 
your  mother  and  I  spend  without  company  (an 
occurrence  far  from  fVequent,)  affords  me  a  ^ 
vourable  npportuiiity  to  write  by  to-morrow's  post, 
ii^hich  else  I  could  not  have  found.  Yoii  are  y^Fy 
good  to  consider  my  literaiy  necessities  with  so 
ranch  Attention,  and  I  feel  prbportionably  grateful. 
Blair's  Lectures  (though  I  tapppse  they  must 
make  a  par(  of  my;  private  studies,  not  being  ad 
captum  fmminarum)  will  be  perfectly  welcome. 
You  say  you  felt  my  verses;  I  assure  you  that  in 
thi»  you  follow  my  example,  for  I  felt  them  first 
A  man's  lordship  is  nothing,  to  me,  any- further 
than  in  connexion  with  qualities  that  entitle  him 
to  my  nrapect.  It^  thinks  himself  privileged  by 
it  to  treat  me  with  neglect,  I  am  1^  humble  ser- 
'  vant,  ami  shall  never  be  at  a  los»  to  render  him  an 
equivalent.  I  will' not  however  belie  my  know- 
ledge of  mankind  so  much,  as  to  seem  'surprised 

&t  a  treatment  which  I  had  abundant  reason  to !  in  our  way,  even  when  the  ladies  are  in  ^ 
expect     To  these  men  with  whom  I  was  once, that  I,  fot  instance,  should  find  in>one  page  of 
jitimaie,  and  for  many  yeai^,  I  am  no  longer  ne-  lyour  letter  ahope  that  Miss  Shuttteworth  wooU 


indiflferenoe  is  mutual,  and  wen  I  to  pnbliah  again, 
which' is  not  impossiblQ,  I  should  give  them  a 
proof*  of  it 

L'Estrangefs  Josepfaus  has  lately  furnished  us 
with  evening  lectures.  But  the  historian  is  so 
tediously  dreunDtantial^  and  the  translator  so  in- 
suppoitfibly  boaTM  and  vulgar,  that  we  are  all 
three  W6uy  of  him.  How  would  Tad^  have 
shone  upon  such  a  subject,  great  master  as  he  vras 
of  the  «rt  of  description  j  condse  wtthoat  obscnrity, 
and  afiecting  without  bdng  poetical  But  so  it  was 
ordered,  and  for  wise  reasons,  no  doubt,  that  the 
greatest  calamities  any  people  ever  suflTered,  and 
an  accomplishment  of  one  of  the  most  signal  pro- 
phecies in  the  Scripture,  should  be  recMded  by 
one  of  the  worst  writers.  The  man  was  a  tem- 
porizer too,  and  courted  the  frvoor  of  his  Roman 
mastiers  at  the  expense  of  his  own  creed,  or  else 
an  infidel  and  absolutely  disbelieved  it  You  will 
tlunk  me  very  difficult  to  please;.  I  quarrel  with 
Josephus  for  ita  went  of  el^ance,  and  with  some 
of  our  modem  historians  for  ha\^  too  much. 
With  him  for  running  right  forward  like  a  ga- 
zette, without  stopping  to  roaJL^  a  single  obseiya- 
tipn  by  the  way;  and  with  them,  for  pretending 
to  delineate- charaoten  that  existed  two  thousand 
yean  ago,  and  to  discover  the  motives  by  whkk 
they  were  influenced,  with  the  nme  plrecision  aa 
if  they  bad  been  their  contemporaries. — Simplicity 
is  become  a  very  rare  quality  in  a  writer.  In  the 
decline  of  great  kingdoms,  and  where  refinement 
in  all  the  arts  is  carried  to  an  excess,  I  suppose  it 
is  always  rare.  The  latter  Romai^  writers  ans 
renuakable  for  false  ornament,  tiiey  were  yet  no 
doubt  admired  by  the  readers  of  their  own  day; 
and  with  respect  to  the  authors  of  the  present  eia, 
the  most  popular  among  them  appear  to  me  equal- 
ly oonsuraUe  on  the  same  account  Swift  and 
Addison  were  simple. 

Your  mother  wants  room  for  a  .postscript,  so 
niy  lecture  must  conclude  abruptly. 

Yours,  W.C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UN  WIN. 

MT  nfllR  FRIEND, 

.  It  is  hard  upon  us  striplings  who  have  uncles 
still  living  (N.  B.  I  myself  have  an  uncle  stiO 
alive)  that  those  veiierablegentlemen  should  stand 
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oe  of  you  party/ and  be.  told  id  the  next  U^t  Ae 
18  engaged  tp  your  uncle.  Well  we  may  perhaps 
nerer  be  uneles,  bM  we  may  leasdhably  hope  thift 
the  time  is  coming,  when  others  as  young  as  we 
are  now,  shall  envy  us  the  privileges  of  old  age, 
and  see  us  engross  that  share  in  the  attentbn  of 
the  ladies  to  which  their  yoyth  mtist  a^ire  in  vain. 
Make  our  comptiments  if  .you  please  to  your  sis- 
ter Eliza,  and  lell  her  th«t  mo  are  both  morUfied 
at  having  nussed  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her. 

Balloons  an  so  much  the  mode,  that  even  in 
ibis  country  we  liave  attempted  «  balloon.  .You 
may  possibly  xefiaember  that  at  a^  place  calleid  Wi 
ton,  a  little  mare  thaa.a^  mile  from  Olney,  there 
lives  a  family,  whose  name:  is  Throckmorton. 
The  present  possessor  of  the  ^te  is  a  young 
man  whom  I  remember  a  boy.  He  has  a  wife, 
who  is  young,  genteel,  an^  handsome.  They  aie 
Papists,  but  mubh  more  amiaUe  than  .many  Pro- 
testants. We  never  had  any  intercourse  ,with4he 
family,  though  ever  since  we  Kved  hen  we  hi|;ve 
enjoyed  the  range  of  their  [Measure  grounds,  hav- 
ing been  fiiv^ured  with  a  key,  which  admite  us 
into  all.  When  this  m&n succeeded  to  the.estate, 
on  the  death  of  his  elder  brother,  and  caine  to  set- 
tle at  WesV>n,  I  sent  him  a  complimentary  card, 
requesting  (he  continuance  of  that  jprivilege,  hav- 
ing till  then  enjoyed  it  by  fiivour  of  his  mother, 
who  on  that  occasion  went  to  finish  her  days  at 
Bath.  You  may  ooqcIu^ib  that  he  giaQted  it,  and 
ht  about  two  ^ears  nothing  more  passed  between 
us.  A  £)rti4ght  ago,.  I  received  an  invitation  in 
the  divilest  terms,  in  ^hich  he  told  me  that  the 
next  day  he  should  attempt  to  fitfn  balloon,  and* 
if  it  would  be  any  jdeasuse  to  me  to  be  fuea^t, 
shbtdd  be  happy  to  see  me.  Your  mother  and  I 
went.  The  whole  r-jntry  were  there,  but  (he 
balkKN)  could  not  be  filled.  The  endeavour  ;was, 
I  befibve,  very  philosophically  made,  but  such  a 
process  depends  £>r  its  success  upon  such  niceties 
as  make  it  very  precarious.  Our  reception  was 
however  flattering  to  a  great  degree,  insomuch  that 
more  notice  seemed  to  be  taken  of  us,  than  we 
could  possibly  have  expected,  indeed  Jather  more 
than  of  any*  of  his  other  guests.  Th«y  even 
seemed  anxkms  t6  tecommend  themselves  to  our 
regards.  We  drank,  chocolate,,  and  were  asked 
to  dine;  bat  Were  engaged.  A  day  01*  two  afier- 
wards,  Mrs.  itnwin  and  I  talked  that  way,  an^ 
were  overtaken  in  a  shower,  I  feiind  a  tree  tbiat 
I  thought  would  shelter  us  both,  k  large  ehn,  in  a 
grove  that  fironts  the  mansion.  Mrs.  T.  observed 
us,  and  running  towards  us  in  the  rain  insiated  on 
our  walking  inl  He  ^as  gontf  out.  We  sat 
chatting  witl\  her  till  the  weaUwr  cleaned  up,  and 
then  at  her  instance  took  a  walk  with  her  in  the 
garden.  The  gaplen  is  almost  their  only  walk, 
and  is  certainly  their  only  retreat  in  which  they 
are  not  liable  to  interruption.    She  ofiered  us  a 
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key  of  it  in  a  manner  that  mad^  it  impossible  not 
to  hooept  it,  and  said  she  would  send  us  one.  A 
few  days  afterwards  in  the  cool  of  the  evening  we 
wanted  that  way  again.  We  saw  them  going  to- 
ward the  house,  and  exchanged,  bows  and  curtsies 
at  a  distaooe,  but  didnot  join  them.  In  a  few 
minutes  when  we  had  passed  the  house,  and  had 
almost  reached  the  gate  that  o|)enrournf  the  park 
into  the 'adjoining  fidd,  I,  heud  the  iron  gate  be- 
longing to  the  court-yard  ring,  and  saw  Mr.  T. 
advancing  hastily  towards  us,  we  made  equal  hlttte 
to  meet,  he  presented*  to  us  the  key ,^  which  1  told 
him  I  esteemed  a  oiigulai  fiivour,  and.afier  a  few 
such  speeches  as  ^re  made  on  such  occasions,  we 
parted-  This  happened  about  a  viteek  ago.  I  con- 
cluded nothing  less  ihan.  that  all  this  civility  and 
attention  was  designed,  on  their  part,  as  a  prelude 
to.  a  nearer  acquaintance ;  but  liere  at  present  ihe 
matter  rests.  I  should  like  exceedingly  to  be  on 
an  easy  footing  there,  to  give  a  morning  call  now 
and  then,  and  to.  receive  one,,  But  nothing  more. 
For  though  he  is  one  of  the  most  agreeable  men  I 
ever  saw,  I  cQuldnot  wiah.to  visit  him  in  any  other 
way ;  nc^er  our  house,  furniture,  servants,  olr  in- 
come, beings  such  as  quidify  us  to  make  entertain- 
ments,  neither  wouldion  any  aecount  beintroduced 
to  the  neighbouring  gentry.  Mr.'T.  is  altogether  a 
man  of  ftshion,  and  respectable  oq  every  account, 
I  have  told  you  a  long  story..  Farewell.  We 
number  th?  days  as  they  pass,  and  are  ^d  that  we 
shall  see  ypu  and  your  sister  soon. 

^ '      Yours,  Ac.  W.  C. 


TO  THE  rev;  WILLIAM  TJNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  wiLLiA3«',  ^  "'         Jan.  S,  1784. 

Your  siletooe.  b^an  to  be  dktressing  both  td 
your  mother  and  me,  and  had  I  niot  received  a  let- 
ter from  you  last  night,  I  sh<mld  have  written  by 
this  poet  to  inquire  afVer  your  health.  How  can 
it  be/ that  you,  who  are  not  statbnaiy  like  ipe,  but 
often  change  your  situation,  and  mix  with  a  va- 
riety of  company,  should  suppose  me  fiimiahe^ 
vrith  such  Abundant  matdftids,  and  yourself  desti- 
tute 1  I  assure  you  faithfully,  that  I  do  not  find 
the  soil  of  Olney  prolific  in  the  growth  of  such 
articles  as  make  letter-writing  a  desirable  employ- 
ment No  place  contributes  less  to  th^  catalogue 
of  incidents,  or  is  more  scantily  supplied  with  an- 
ecdotes worth  nbtice. 

We  have  ^ 

One  panon,  one  poet,  one  bellman,  one  criec    • 
And  ihe  poor  poet  te  oar  only  'aqube. 

Guess  then  if  I  have  not  more  reason  to  expect  mo 
letters  from  you,  than  you  one  from  me.  The 
principal  occurrence,  and  that  which-  aflects  me 
most  at  present,  came  to  peM  ttiis  monwnt    Tha 
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«air*ibet4oor,  being  vMMi  bf  the^tluiir,  would 
do  any  thing  better  ^an  H  ^w^M  opetL  An  si- 
tempt  to  lbM»  it  itpimthftt  tiffiee  lias  beimitttende^ 
with  nieh  r honffbl^'dSflflolu&m  ef  te  |«itB,  that 
we  wtm  immediBtdy  <Miged  to  intMdooe  ilcUrar- 
geon,  oommoDly  ckAed  a  taipeitfcVi  whoee  appfi* 
catipnift  ^«t  have  some  hope  Will  eareltof  a  looked 
jaw,  and  heal  he  numeroiia  ^Detiirei.    Hbmeft- 

.eines  are  povrerftil  chalybeaite<  tfida  eertaili 
glutinons  lalve,  whidi  h«kleOa  into  is  made  of  the 
tailfland-eartofanimab.  ^Tfaeeomeqtieiioee  how- 
ever are  rather  tmhrotirable  to  my  preM&t  employe 

.  meift,  WhidLdoei  noC  Well  btook  noiee,  hoetls,  and 
interruption;  •  • 

This  beingthe^aae,  IiAiallnotperhii]^  be  eiAer' 
ao  perspicuous,  or  bo  diflbiie,  on  theinaijeet of  which 
ynu  desire  *my  Bentiments,  as  I  should  be,  but  I 
win  do  my  best.  Kmiw  then  that  I  iiave  lesimt 
lon^  since  of  Abb6  Rayntd,  to  hate  all  mooopo- 
lies,  8fi  hjuil^,  howsbet^r'  managed,  to  the  in- 
tereetB  of  conuheteeat  latge;  consequently  thechar- 
ter  in  question  would  not  at  any  mte  be  i^ewoi- 
fte  of  mine.'  This  however  is  v^  Itielf  I  confess 
BosuiBeient  reason  to  justify  ihjft  lesumpdon  of  it. 
Hut  such  ieMons  T  think  are'  not  wanting;  A 
grant  of  that  find,  it  Is  well  known,  is  always 
fcifeited  by  ^  iionperformanoe  of  the  conditions. 
Ahd  why 'not  equally  forfeited,  if  those  conditions 
ate  -exceeded,  if  the  derign  of  it  be  perverfed,  and 
its  operation  extended  to  objects  yrbiSti  were  never 
in  the  contemplation  of  the  donbrl^  *This  appeaA 
to  me  to  be  no  misrepresentation  of  their  case, 
whose  charter  is  supposed  to  be  in  danger.  It  con- 
stitutes them  a  trading  •company,  end  gives  them 
an  e](ckisive<rfghfttotxmiBb:iirtlie  East  Indies.'  But 
it  does  no  more.  It  invests  them  with  no  sove- 
reignty; Ik  does  not  convey  them  the  royal  prerog>: 
ative  of  making  war  and  peace,  which  the  Ung 
can  not  alienate  if  hp  would.  But  this  prarogsr 
tivfi  they  have  exercised,  and,  forgetting  the  terms 
of  their  institution,  have  paasessed  themselves' of 
an  immense  territory,  which  they  have  ruled  with 
a  rod  of  iron,  to  whi«^  it  is  impossible  they  should 
even  have  u  right,  unless  such  a  one  as  it  is  a  dis- 
grace to  plead— the  right  of  conquest  The  poten- 
tates of  this  country  they  dash  in  pieces  like  apot- 
ter's  vessel,  as  often  as  they  please,  ihaking  the 
happiness  of  thir^  millions  of  mankind  a  consid- 
eration subbrdinate  to  that  of  their  own  emolu- 
ment, opptessing  them  as  often  as  it  may  serve  a 
lucrative  purpose,  and  kd  no  instance,  that  I  have 
ever  heard,  consulting  thdr  interest  or  advantage. 
That  goxremment  therefore  is  bound  to  interfere, 
and  to  unking  these  tyrants,  is  to  me  selfevident. 
And  if  having  subjugated  sq  much  of  this  misera-  ^ 
bid  world,  it  is  therefore  necessary  t^  we  must 
keep  possession  qf  it^  it  appears,  to  me  a  duty  so 
binding  on  the  legidietnre  to  resume  it  from  the 
handii  of  ibose.  Usurpers,  that  I  should  think  a 


onrse,  and  a  bkter  one,  must  follow  the-he^Iect  of 
it  But  euppose  this  wefe  dtee,  can  they  be  Ie>- 
gally  de|«ivud  of  their  ehsiter  1  In  truth  I  think 
so:  If  the  abcte  s&d  pervasion  of  &  diaiier  can 
aAiouDt  to  a  defeasance  of  it,  ;tiever  were  they  ao 
gruMdy  palpable  >i  hi  this  mstanoe;  never  was 
charter  so  justly  foifoited.  Neither  am  I  at  all 
afraai  that  such  a  measure  shoidd  be  drawn  into 
a  pvecedent,  unless  ft  could  be  alle^  as  a  suffi- 
cient reason  for  tfot  hanging  a  rogue,  4hat  perhaps 
magistracy  mi|ht  grow  wanton  in  Ae  exercise  of 
such  a  power,  and  now  aiid  tilien  hangnpah  hon- 
est man  for  itt  amasement  When  the  governors 
of  the  htoak  shafl  have  deselpved  the  same  severity, 
I  hope  they  will  meet  with  it  In  the  pMsn  time 
I  do  not  think  theni  k  whit  more'in  jeopardy^be^ 
cause  acorporatbn  of  plimderershavebeen  brought 
tojustioew 

We  are  well,  and  love  yo^  all    I  never  wrote 
in  such  a  huny,  nor  in  such  distuibanoA.    Pardon 
the  effects,  and  believe  me  ymaa  afl&ctionstely, 
'     ^       '       •  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN 'NEtTTON. 

MT  DEAR  FRIKND,*  Jan.  18,  1781 

I  TOO  have  tiJien.  leave  of  tfab  old  "year,  and 
^tarted^fh  it  just  when  you  did,  but  with  very 
diJleient  sentiments  and  feeGng»  upon  the  occasion. 
I  looked,  back  upon  all  the  passages  and  occu^ 
xeupes  upon  it,  as  a  traveller  looks  back  upon  a 
wilderness,  through  which  he.  has  passed  with 
weariness  and  torrow  of  heart,  leaping  no  other 
fh^t  of  his  labour  than  tiie  poor  omsolatlon  that, 
dreary  as  the  desert  wsb,  he  has  left  it  all  behind 
him.  The  traveller  would  find  even  tiiis  comfort 
considerably  lessened,  if,  as  soon  as  he  had  passed 
one  wilderness,  another  of  equal  length,  ioA  equally 
desolate,  shodld  expect  hiih.  In  this^  particular, 
his  experience  and  mine  would  exactly  tally.  I 
should  rejoice  indeed  th^  the  old  year  is  over  and 
gone,  if  I  had  not  every  reason  to  prophesy  a  new 
one  similar  to  it. 

I  am  ^ad  you  have  found  f(b  much  hidden  trea- 
sute;  and  Mrs.  Unwhi  desire^  me  to  tell  yoia  that 
you  did  her  no  more  than  justice,  in  believing  that 
she  wouUl  rejoice  in  i^  It  is  not  easy  to  surmise 
the  itoeson,  why  the  reverend  doctor,  your  prede- 
cessor, concealed  it  Being  a  subject  of  a  fice 
government,  and  I  suppose  ftdl  of  the  divinity  most 
in  fashiosi)  he  could  not  fear  lest  his  great  riches 
should  expoto  him  to  persecution .  N<or  dm  I  sup- 
pose that  he  iield  it'  any  disgrace  'for  h  dignitary 
of  tfal^  ehuich  to  be  wealti^,  at 'a  tisae  when 
churchmen  in  general  spare  no  pains  to  become 
so.  But  the  wiJMlom  of  some  m«i  has  a  droN  sort 
of  knavishness  in  it  mucti  Kksr  that  of  the  magpiei 
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who  hides  witat  he  finds-with  a  Seal  •f^amtatmao^ 
ttevelv  fiv  tiie.  .pfaMUic-af  «k>iBg  it 


TQ  THE  ttEV.  "WILLIAM  tmwm. 

MT  DEAR  •WILLIAM,  Jim.  83, 1784. 

When  I,fint  reaohvd  to  write  im  answer  to 
jom  laBt,  this  evening,  I  bad  no  ^ou^ht  of  any 
^ling  more  suUime  than  prose.  But  before  I  be- 
gan^ it  oocnned  to  nie  that  perhaps  yon  wObld 
not  be  displeafled  wi^  lUi  attempt  to  give  a  poetlcid 
translation  of  the  lines  yon  sent  me.  T^  are  so 
beautiful,  that  I  felt  the  temptiCtion  irresistible.  At 
least,  as  the  French  say,  it  was  plus  forie  qus 
nuns  and  I  acoonlin^y  complied.  By  this 
I  h&ve  lost  an  hour;  an4  Aether  I  «hall  b0  able 
to  fill  my  sheets  bs&ne  siipper,  is  as  yet  doubtful. 
ButI  willdqmy.bert* 

For  your  rem^ks,  I  think  them  perfectly  just. 
Yon  have  no  reason'fo  distrust  your  taste,  or  to 
submit  the  trial  of  it  to  me.  You  iinder^tand  the 
USB  at|d  the  finoe  of  language  as  w^H  as  any  man. 
Yon  have  qiuck  feeling^,  and. you  are  fond  of 
poetry.  How  is  it  possible  ^n  that  you  should 
.  not  be  a  judge  ot  iti  I  venture  to  hazard  only  one 
aUeration,  which,  as  it  appears,  to  m.e„  Wou]d 
amount  to  a  little  improvement .  The  f 
and  eighth  lines,!  think  t  sfaioald  like  better 

AspiniHsJevl  zepbyxo  «t  ndeuDie  bereni 
Anni  tetdperte,  fteeuiidb  e  oolite  suTgunt 

My  reason  is,  that  the  wozd  cum  is  r^eated  too 
soon.  At  least  my  ear  does  not  like  it;  and  when 
it  can  be  done  without  injury  to  the  >wnse,  there 
seems  to  be  an  elegance  in  diversifying  the  ex- 
pression, as  much  as  possible,  upon  similar  occ»- 
sions.  It  disooyers  t  command  of  phrase,  and 
give$  a  more  masterly  air  to  the  piec6.  UesHncta 
stood  unconnected  with  telia^  I  should  prefer  your 
word  micafU  to  the  doctor's  vigent.  But  the  latter 
seems  to  stand  nkore  in'  direct  opposition  tp  that 
Of  extinction,  w^iich  is  effected  by  ashaft'or  arrow. 
In  the  day-time  the  stars  may  .be  said  to  die,  and 
in  the  night  to  recover  their  strength.  Perhaps 
the  doctor  had  inlus  eye  thatnoble  line  of  Gray — 
Htfperum^S'marc\tkey  jrpy^  and  gUi^ring  shafts 
^  war  I  But  it  is  a  beautifut  composition.  It  is 
tender,  touching  and  el^anL  It  is  not  easy  to 
do  justice  in  English,  M  for  exan^lj?.* 

Many  thanks  fpr  the  books,  which,  being  most 
admirably  packed,  came'  safe.  They  will  fumisii 
us  with  many  a  winter  evening's  amusementf  We 
are  glad  that  you  intend  to  be  the  carrier  back.^ 

We  rejoice  too  that  your  cousin  has  remembered 
you  in  her  will    The  moi^y  she  left  to  those  who 


*  See  tHe  note.tal^olQ^S  to  ths  next  letter. 


ttttendftd  her  heaise  would  have  been  belter  b»- 
upon  yea;  am)  by  this  time  perhaps  she 
o.  Alas]  what  an  inquiiy  does  Jthat  thought 
and'ho#imp(isstble  Unmake  it  to  any  pv^ 
pose^l  Wlttt  are  the  empl(yym(Bnts  of  the  depicted 
spiilr?«nd  wkere  does  it  subdsti  ^as  it  anyoog* 
nizance^ earthly  things)  Is  it  transported  to  an 
inumessorable  distance^,  or  is  it  still,  though  im* 
perceptible^to  us,^oonv^nuit  with  the  saCne  scene, 
and  interested  in  what  passes  here  1  How  little  w« 
know  of  a  s^ite  to  which  wq  are.  all  destined;  and 
how  does  the  obsctnity,  that  hibgs  over  that  un- 
disoovered  ooimtry,  increase  the  anxiety  we  somo*' 
times  ftd  as  we  an  jouri^ykig  towardfi  it!  *  It  ii 
sufficient  hosreveribr  such  as  you,  and  a  few  more 
of  myaoq«aintanoe,ie  know\hat  in  your  sepuats 
state  ym  wii|  he  happy. '  JE^visioil  is  made  for 
your  r^ceptbn,  and  you  vvill  have  no  cause  to  re- 
grel  aught  that  ypu  have  left  behind. 

1  faave^written  to  Mr.  — .— -.  .  My  letter  went 
this  morning.-  How  I  k>ve  and  honour  tli^t  manl 
Formany  reasons  I  dare  not  tell  him  how  much* 
But  I  htltSb  the  frigidity  of  the  style,  in  which  X  aifi 
fotoed  to,  addrsij^.  him.  That  fine  of  Hocace— 
'  Dii  tOn  tUviHas  dedtruiU  artemque  frutiidit— 
was  never  so'  applicable  t6  tlie  {>oet's  friend,  ap  to 
Mr.  J  .  ■'.  ,My  bosbm  boms  to  immortalize  him« 
But  prudenoesaya  '*  Forbear!"  and,  though  ^ 
poet,  I  pay  respect  to  her  injunctions. 

I  sintordy  give  ]nm  joy  (tf  the  good  you  have 
onooBssioady  done  by  yObr  example  and  t^versa- 
tion*  That  you  seem  to  yoasielf  not  to  deserve 
the/aeknewle4gment  your  friend  makes  of  it,  is  a 
proof  that  y^  do.  Grace  is.  blind  to  its  own 
beauty)- whereas  such  virtues  as  men  may  reach 
without  it,  aw  remarkable  self-admirers.  May 
you  "make  such  jmpressiotts  upon-  many  of  youj 
order  I  I  know  none  that  need  them  more.     ^ 

You  do  not  want  our  praises  of  your  jMMi^ugt 
towards  Mr.   .  It  is  well  iat  him  howeveri 

and  still  better  fi>r  youfself,  that  you  are  capable 
of  such  a  part  It  was  said  of  somei  good  manj 
(my  menioiy  does  not  serve  me  with  his  name,) 
^  do  him  anill  jtumimd  you  make  him  your  friend 
ibr  ever.''  But  it  is  Christianity  only  that  forms 
such  friends.  I  wish  his  father  may  be  duly  aC- 
fected  1^  this  Instance  and  proof  of  your  supe- 
riority^ to  those  ideas  of  you  which  he  has  so  un- 
ibLy  harboured.  He  is  not  in  my,  favour ' 
now,  nor  will  be  upon  any  other  termsi 

I  laughed  at  the  oominents  you  make  on  your 
own  feelings,  when  the  subject  of  tham  was  a 
newspaper  eulogium.  But  it  was  a  laugh  of  plear 
sure  and  approbation:  such  indeed  is  the  heart, 
and  so  b  it  made  up.  There  are  few  that  can  do 
good,  ^  keep  their  own  secret,  nono^perhaps 
without  a  struggle.  Youneli^  and  youir  /friend 
r.  are  no  very  common  instances  of  the  for^, 
titud^  that  is  neoessaiy  in  such  a  oon%t. ,  Infui  •. 
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mtrdtys*  rhaje^t  ifay  h^*pt  beat,  and  ewy 
vein  throb,  ifpon  sach  an  oocaaon.-  To  publish 
my  own  de«d  was  wrong.  I  khew  it  ^  be  to. 
^t  to  conceal  it  aeemed  lik«  a-Volunta^y  injUiy 
lo  myself.  Sometimes  I  could,,  and  sometimes.  I 
could  not  succeed.  My  occasions  for  such  ooxifficts 
indeed  were  not  veiy  numerous. 

» '     You^;  W.  C. 


. ,  TO  THE.  REV.  JOHN  NEWJON. 

'sat  dear  FRit:ND)  J^n.  25, 1784k 

This  contention  about  Ea^  IncUan  patronage 
seems  not  milikely  to  avenge  upon  us,  li^  its  con- 
sequences, the  mischiefii  we  have  donethiofe.  The 
matter  in  dispute  is  too  predouB  tobe  relinqwshed 
by  either  party;  .and  each  is  ^ealous^of  the  influ- 
ence the  other  would  ^erive  from  the  possetaion 
of  it.  Iti  a  country  whose  politics,  have  so  long 
rolled  upon  the  wheels  of  corruption,  an  affair  of 
such  value  must -.prove  a  weight  in  eitiier  scale 
absolutely  destructive  of  the  very  idea  of  a  balance. 
Every TOan  has  his  sentifnent^upon  tths  subject, 
and  I  have. mine.  Were  I  constituted  umpire >6f 
this  strife,' with  fblt  powers  to  dedde-it,-!  would 
tie  a  talent  of  lead  about  the  neck  of  this  patron- 
age, and' plunge  it  into  the  depths  of  the  sea.  To 
speak  less  figuratively,  I  would  abandon  all  Gerritb- 
xial  interest  in  a  country  to  which^ecan  have  no 
right,  and  which  we  can  not  govern  with  any 
curity  to  the  happiness  of  the  inhalxtants,  or  with- 
out the.  danger  of  incurring  dtfaer  perpetual  br^, 
or  the  most  insupportable  tyranny  lat  home.  That 
sort  of  tyranny;  I  meanj  which  flatters  and  tanta^- 
iizes  the  subject  with  a  show  of  freedom,  and  in 
reality,  allows  hSm.  nothing  more;  bribiilg  (6  the 
right  and  left,  rich  enough  to  afford  4he  purchase 
of  a  thousand  copsdenees,  and  consequently  strong 
enough;  if  it  happen  ta  meibt  with  an  incorruptible 
one,  to  render  aJl  the  effotts  6f  that  man,  or  of 
twenty  such  ,men,  if  they  oovld  be  found,  romantic, 
and  of  no  effect  I  am  the  king's  most  loyal  sub- 
ject, and  most  obedient  humble  servant.  But  by 
his  majesty's  letive  I  must  acknowledge  I  am  not 
altogether  convinced  of  the  rectitude  even  of  his 
own  measures,  or  the  kimplicity  of  his  vie^;  and 
if  I  wjere  satisfied  that  he  himself  is  to  be  trusted, 
«t  IS  nevertheless  palpable,  that  he  can  not  answer 
for  his  flUfcessois. ;  At  the  same  time  he  is  my 
kmg,  and  I  reveten^  him  as  such.  I  account  his 
prerogative  sacred,  arid  shaH  never  wish  prosperity 
to  a  party  that  invades  it,  and  that  under  the  pre- 
tence of  patriotism  Would  annihilate  all  the  conse- 
quence of  a  diaraeter  essential  to  the  very  being 
of  the  constitution. ,  For  these*  r^aisons  I  am  sorry 
that  we  have  any  dominion  in  the  East^-tbat  we 
have,  any  such  emoluments  to-  contend  about. 
Thdr  immense  value  Will  orobably  prolong  the 


dispute,  aqd  such  struggles  ha^ng^'been  already 
made  in  the  conduct  of  it,  as  hav^  shaken  our  very 
foundations,  it  seems  not  unreasonable  to  suppose 
that  still  greater  efforts,  anymore  ^tal,  ase  behind ; 
and  afWr  all,  the  dedsba  in  favour  of  eafi^r  ode 
may  be  ruinous  to  the  v?hole.  In  the  mean  time, 
that  the  company  themselves  are  but  indifferently 
qualified  for  the  kingship,  is  tnost  depbrnihly  evi 
dent  Whut  shall  I  pay  tj^erefbret  i  distrust  the 
6>urt,  I  suspect  the  patriots,  I  put  the  company 
entirelji^asid^  as  haying  foifei^d  all  claim  to  con- 
fidence in  such  a  business,  and  -  see  no  remedy  of 
oounte,  but  in  the  anriihilatipn,  if  that  could  be  ac- 
complished, ef  the- very  existscice  of  our  authority 
in  (he  East  Indies. 


The  1^  Doctor  Jortin  • 
Had  the  good  fortune 
To  write  (hese  verses  -    . 

Upon  tombs  and  hearses: 
Which  I  bein^  jinglish,        , 
Haye  done  into  Englwh.* 

«      Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 
MT|  DEAR  FRtEKD,  -         JVfrrHary,  VJSi. 

I  am  glad  that  you  have  fijiished  a  wt>rk;  of 
which  I  well  remember  the  beginnings  and  which 
I  waa  sorry  you  .thought  it  expedient  to  discon- 
tinue. Your  reason  %  not  proceeding  was  however 
such  as  I  was  obliged  to  acquiesce  in,  being  sug- 
gested by  a  jealopsy  yon  felt,  "lest  your  spirit 
should  be  betrayed  into  acrimony,  in  writing  upon 
such  a  subject."  I  doubt  not  you  have  sufficiently 
guarded  that  point,  and  indeed  at  the  time,  I  c6uld 
not  discover  that  you  had  failed  in  it  I  have  bu- 
sied myself  this  morning  in  <x»ntrivhig  a  Greek 
title,  and  in  seeking  a;  motto.  The  motto  you 
idention  is  certainly  apposite.  But  I  think  it  an 
objection  that  it  .has  been  so  much  in  use ;  alhxMt 
every  writer  that  has  claimed  a  liberty  to  think  for 
himself  upon  whatever  subject,  having  6hoeen  it 
I  therefore  send  yoU  one,  which  I-  never  saw  in 
that  shape  yet,  and  vvhi6h  appears  to  me  equally 
apt  and  proper.  The  Greek'  word,  Arfu^t  which 
signifies  literally  a  shackle,  may  figuratively  serve 
to  expi^ess  those  chains  which  bigotry  and  preju- 
dice cast  upon  the  mind.  .  It  seons,  therefore,  to 
speak  like  a  lawyer,  no  misnomer  of  your  book  to 
call  it,        '        • 


Far  the  venee  tnUUed  *'  In  breviutem  vtta  spadi  homiat 
'  together  with  Oowpor^  tiaiMifetioii  of  thBn% 
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The  ibUovnng  pbMw  me  moat  of  all  the  motCoe  ing  frequent  occasion^ 
1  have  thought  of.    But  with  reapect  both  to  that  but  phyaiciaiis,  I  presumej' 


.ving 
no  need  of  any.  la  it  poaaible,  that  a  ceatuxe  U]ce 
tn  jaelf  can  be  deaoepded  firom  sqch  progentton,  in 
whom  there  appeal  not  a  aingle  trace  of  family 
raaemblanoel  What  an  attention  have  a  few  agea 
madel  They,  without  dolhing,  would  defy  the 
and  I,  with  all  the  accommoda- 


and  the  title  you  will  uae  your  ptoaoore. 

Querelte 
Brad  JndiaflOig^  et  bTitaJuigiajactai. 

From  the  little  I  have  aeeuj  and  the  much  I 
have  heaid  of  the  manager  pf  the  Review  you  jtions  that  art  htuamce  invented,  am  hardly  aecure 
mention,  I  cannot  feel  even  the  amalleat  puah  of  a  even  inthe  mildeat.  If  the  wind  blowa  upon  me 
desire  to  aerve  him  in  the  capacity  of  poet  Indeed  when  my  pores  are  open,  I  catch  oold.  A  cough 
I  dislike  him  k>  much,  that,  had  I  a  drawer  fuU  of  is  the  consequence.  I  auppose  if  such  a  disorder 
pieces  fit  for  his  purpose,  I  hardly  think  I  should  could  have  seized  a  Pibt,  his  fiiends  would  have 
oontzibute  tahis  ooUection.  It  is  pooible  too  that  concluded  that  a  bone  had  stuck  m  his  throat,  and 
I  may  live  to  be  onoQ  more  a  publisher  myself;  in  thatTie  was  in  some  danger  of  choking.  They 
which  case  I  should  be  glad  to  find  myaelf  in  pos-  would  perhaps  have  addressed  themselves  to  the 
sessbn  of  any  such  original  pieces,  as  might  de^  cure  of  his  cough  by  thrusting  their  fingera  into 
eently  make  their  appearance  in  a  volume  of  my  jhi.  g^]^  which  would  only  have  exasperated  the 
own.     At  present  however  I  have  nothing  -that  case.    But  they  would  never  have  thought  of  ad- 


would  be  of  use  to  him,  ntor  have  I  many  oppor- 
tunities of  composing.  Sunday  being  the  only 
day  ill  the  week  which  we  spend  ak>ne. 

I  am  at  this  mdment  pindied  for  time,  but  mas 
denrous  of  proving  to  yeu,  with  what  alacrity  my 
Greek  and  Latin  memory  are  always  ready  to  obey 
you,  and  therefore  by  the  first  post  hiave  to  the  best 
of  my  ability  complied  with  your  request 
Believe  me,  my  dear  firiend,' 

Afifectbnately  yours,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

inr  DEAR  FRIEND,  Peb.  10;  1784. 

The  morning  is  my  writing  time,  and  in  the 
mormng  I  have  npspirits.  So muchUie  wone  for 
my  correspondents.  Sleep,  that  refi«shes  my  bo- 
dy, seems  to  cripple  me  in  every  other  respect  As 
the  evening  appmaches,  I  grow  more  alert,  and 
when  I  am  retiiingto  bed",  am  more  fit  for  mental 
occupation  than  at  any  other  time.  So  it  feres 
with  us  whom  they  6all  nervous,  ^y  a  strange 
inverrionof  the  animal  economy,  we  are  ready  to 
afeep  when  we  have  most  need  to  be  awake,  and 
go  to  bed  just  when  we  might  sit  up  to  some  pur- 
pose. The  watch  k  irregularly  wound  up,  it  goes 
in  the  night  when  it  is  not  wanted,  and  in  the  day 
stands  s^L  In  many  respects  we  have  the  Advan- 
tage of  our  ferefethers  th^  Picts.  We  sleep  in  a 
whole  skin,  and  are  not  obliged  to  submit  to  the 
painful  operation  of  puncturing  ourselves  from  head 
to  foot,  in  order  that  we  may  be  decently  dressed, 
and  fit  to  appear  abroad.  But  on  the  other  hand, 
we  havereason  enough  to  envy  them  their  tone  of 
nerves,  and  that  flow  of  spirits  which  efifectually  se- 
cured them  from  all  uncomfortable  impressions  of 
a  gkwmy  atmosphere,  and  firom  every  .shade  of  me- 
lancholy from  eveiy  other  cause.  They  under- 
ftood,  I  suppose,  the  use  of  vuhierary  herbs,  hav- 
17  w2 


ministerii^  laudanum,  my  only  remedy.  For  this 
difiference,  however,  that  has  obtained  between  me 
and  my  anceston,  I  am  indebted  to  the  luxurious 
practices,  and  enfeebhng  self-indulgence,  of  a  long 
line  of  grandsires,  who  from  generation  to  genefa- 
tion  have  been  empk>yed  in  deteriorating  the  breed, 
till  at  last  th^  collected  effects  of  all  their  follies 
have  centred  in  my  puny  self.  A  man  indeed,  but 
not  in  the  image  of  those  that  went  before  me.  A 
man,  who  sigh  upd  groan,  who  wear  out  life  in 
dejection  and  oppression  of  spirits,  and  who  never 
think  of  the  Aborigines  of  the  country  to  which  I 
belong,  without  wishing  that  I  had  been  bom 
among  them.  The  evil  is  without  a  remedy,  un- 
less the  ages  that  are  passed  could  be  recalled,  my 
whole  pedigree  be  permitted  to  Uv6  again,  and  be- 
ing properly  admonished  to  beware  of -enervating 
rioth  and  Refinement,  would  preserve  their  haidi- 
neoi  of  nature  unimpaired,  and  transmit  the  desira- 
ble quality  to  'ipieii  posterity.  I  once  saw  Adam 
in  adream.  We  fometimes  say  of  apksture,that 
we  doubt  not  its  likeness  to  the  original,  though 
we  never  saw  him  (  a  judgment  we  have  aome-reia- 
son.to  fotm,  when  the  face  js  strongly  chaiibcter- 
ed,  andthei^ttturesfullofexpressbn.  So  I  think 
of  my  visionary  Adam,  and  for  a  similar  reaaon. 
His  figure  "waa  awkward  indeed  in  the  eztrane. 
It  was  evident  that  he  had  never  been  taught  by  a 
Frenchmaii  to  hold  his  head  erect,  or  to  turn  out 
his  toes;  to  dispose  gracefully  of  his  arms,  or  to 
simper  without  a  meaning.  But  if  Mr.  Bacon  was 
called  upon  to  produce  a  statue  of  Hercules,  he 
need  not  wish  for  a  juster  pattern.  He  stood  like 
a  rock;  the  siie  of  his  limbs,  the  prominence  of 
his  muscles,  and  the* height  of  his  stature,  all  con- 
spired'to  bespeak  him  -a  creature  whose  strength 
had  suffered  no  diminution ;  and  who,  being  the 
first  of  his  race,  did  not  come  into  the  World  un- 
der a  necessity  of  scstaining  a  Uttd  of  infirmities . 
derived  to  him  firom  the  intemperance  of  others 
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tie  ^(tmtiBjaxuAi  rtoQtcr  Ibui  a  Pid,  u  I  ouppoie 
a  Pic{  to  ha,ve  been  than  I.  Upon  my  hjrpotfieeui,. 
tharefiire,  tibero  hae  been  a  gradual  declenaion,  In 
point  of  bodily  'vigour,  from  Adam  down  to  me: 
Ht  least  if  my  dream  wen  a  juat  lepnasntatioo  of 
that  gentleman,  and-deierve  the  oedk  I  ean  not 
help  giving  it,  euch  mugt  h#Te  been  Che  case. 
Yovn,  my  dear  fiMid,  W.  C. 


[TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  BULL.] 

February  2Si,nSi. 
"  I  CONGRATULATE  you  ou  the  thaw— I  mppoee  ^▼te; 
it  is  an  uniTeraal  bleadng,  and  probably  felt  all 
over  Europe.  I  jmyaelf  am  the  better  for  it,  who 
wanted  nothing  that  might  make  thefroet  supporta- 
ble ;  what  reason  theielbre  have  they  to  xejoioe, 
who,  being  in  want  of  all  things,  were  exposed  to 
its  utmost  rigour  1 — The  ice  in  my  ink,  however, 
IB  not  yet  dissolved.  It  was  long  before  the  frost 
suized  it,  but  at  kst  it  prevailed..  The  Sofa  has 
consequently  reeetved  little  or  no  addition  since. 
It  consists  at  present  of  Soou  books  and  part  of  a 
nfth ;  when  the  sixth  is  finished,  the  work  is  ac- 
complished ;  but  if  I  may  judge  by  my  present  ina- 
>ility,  that  period  is  at  a  considerable  distance." 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MT  DEAR  fRiENDf  JF^fsfrniary,  1784. 

I  oiTE  you  joy  of  a  thaw,  that  has  put  an  end 
to  a  frost  of  nine  weeks'  continuance  with  very  lit- 
tle interruption;  the  longest  that  has  happened 
since  the  year  1739.  May  I  pcesomethatyoufeel 
youra^ .  indebted  to  me  lor  inteUigenqe,  which  per- 
haps no  other  of  your  eoDespondents  will  vouch- 
safe to  oommunieate,  thoii|^  they  are  w  well'ap- 
prised  of  it,  and  as  much  omviBced  ik  the  truth 
of  it,  as  myself  1  It  is,  I  suppose,  every  where 
ielt  as  aUessing,  but  nqwhere  more  senaiMy  than 
at  Oiney;  Uiough  even  at  Obey  the  severity  of  it 
has  been  alleviated  in  behalf  of  many.  Thesame 
beneflictor,  who  befriended  them  last  yesr,  has  w^ 
equal  liberality  administeied.  a  supply  to  their  ne- 
oessitieson  the  present.  Like  the- subterraneous 
flue  that  warms  my  myrtles,,  he  does  good,  and  is 
unseen.  His  injunctions  of  secrecy  axe  as  rigor- 
ous as  ever,  and  mnet,' therefore,  be  dbeerved  with 
the  same  attention.  He,  however,  is  a  happy  man, 
whose  plulanthsopy  ip  not  like  mine,  an  in^potent 
principle,  spending  itaelf  in  fruitless  wishes.  At 
the  same  time,  I  confess  it  is  a  consdation,  and  I 
feel  it  an  honour,  to  be  empbyed  asthe  condn^, 
and  to  be  trusted  as  thedkqilBnser,  of  another  man's 
bounty.  Some  have  been  sa^  fro^  perishing, 
and  all,  tlia|  could  partake  of  it,  from  the  most 
pitiable  distress. 

I  will  not  apok>giae  fbrmy  polities,  or  suspect 
f  (Mvn  1^  error,  merely  because  they  are  t^ken  up 


from  the  newspapqn.  I  take  it-fer  gmHed,  that 
timse  jeporteis  of  th0  fdsdbm  of  aw  representa- 
tives are  tolerably  eorrest  and  feitiiiiiL  Were  they 
not,  and  were  they  guilty  of  frequent  and  gross 
misrepresentation,  assuredly  they  would  be  cha»- 
tisedby  the  rod  of  pariiamentary  critidsoL  Could 
I  be  present  at  the  debates,  I  should  indeed  have  a 
belter  opiniOT  of  my  doeumcHts.  But  if  llie  House 
ef  Coinmons  be  the  best  school  of  Britidi  politics, 
whkh  I  think  an  undeniable  asseitaon,  then  he  that 
wads  what  passes  diere  has  oppoitunitiaB  of  infer- 
mation,  inferior  only  to  tliein  who  hear  fer  them- 
and  can  b^present  upon  the  spot.  Thus 
qualifiod  I  taJke  courage ;  and  when  a  certain  rev^ 
rendf  neighbour  of  oure  curls  his  nose  at^ne,  and 
holds  my  opinions  cheap,  merely  because  he  has 
passed  through  London,  I  am  not  altogether  con- 
vi^lced  that'he  has  reason  oii  his  side.  1  do  not 
know  that  the  air  of  the  metropolis  faas^  pomer 
to>  brighten  the  inteDeots,  or  that  to  sleef  a  mght 
in  the  great  dty  is  a  neoessa^  canse  of  wisdom. 
He  tells  me  that  Mr.  Fox  is  a  rascal,  and  that 
Lord  North  is  a  vfllain,  that  eteiy  creature  cxe- 
cftkea  them  both,  and  that  1  oogfat  ft  do  so  too. 
But  I  beg  to  be  excused. .  Villain  and  nscal  are 
appeUatioBs,  which  we,  vrho  do  not  oan,vmae  with 
great  men,  are  rather  qmiing in  theuseef.  I  can 
conceive  them  both  to  be  most  entirely  persuaded 
of  the  rectitude  of  their  conduct;  and  the  r&tber, 
becaqse  I  feel  myself  much  inclined  to  believe  that, 
being  so,  they  are  not  mistaken.  I  can  not  think 
that  secret  influence  is  a  bugbear,  a  phantom  con- 
jured up  to  s^e  a  purpose ;  the  ijoete  »hibboteth 

a  par^:  ^and  being,  and  having  always  been, 
siHnewhat  of  an  enthusiast  <m  the  subject  of  British 
liberty,  I  am  not  able  to  withhold  my  reversnoe 
^|id  gpod  wishes  from  the  man,  whoever  he  be,  that 
9xert«  himself  in  a  constittttional  way  taoppose  it. 

CaraocioU  upon  the  subject  of  self-aoquaintaooe 
was  never,  I  bc^ve^stranslated.  I  have  sometimes 
thought  that  the  Theok^gicalMiweUany  might  be 
glad  of  a  chapter  of  it  monthly.  K  is  a  work 
which  Lmuch  admire.  You,  who  are  master  of 
their  plan,  can  tell  me  whether  such  a  contribu- 
tion would  be  welcome.  If  you  think  it  would,  I 
would  be  punetu&l  in  my  remittances;  and  a  k- 
bonr  of  that  sort  would  suit  me  better  in  my  pre- 
sent-state  of  mind  than  original  composition  on 
religious  subjects. 

Remembiy  us'  as  those^  that  love  yon,  and  are 
never  unmindful  of  you. 

Yomr%  my  dear  fiiend,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MY  DEAB  FRIEND,  /V6.  SS9,  17S4. 

We  an  glad  that  yon  have  such  a  Lord  Pctre 
in  yoiir  neighbourhood.    He  must  he  a  man  of  a 
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i&enl  torn,  to  emptojr  a  heretic  in  aa^h  a  iervice. 
I  wvdi  <ywa'a  tuQwr  «cq|pM»taBee'wkh  bpn,  not 
doabting'that  the  more  he  knowa  you  he  wiU  find 
you  the  moreiigieeable.  You  despair  of  beeomung 
a  piebendarf  for  wafit  of  cieftaiil  iliytliBaeal  la- 
tents,  wlfiA  yod'OTppoee  me  poeaened  of.  But 
whal  think  you  of  a  oa<dbiarsluitt  FwfaapBfai^ 
kndriii^  iQayhafeintBMot  at  Rone,  and  that  gnat- 
er  bouoor  may  awut  you  Seriowly,  liowover,  i 
leepeei  his  dnraoter/and  iboiiM  not  he  aony  if 
ttiefe  'Were  many  eudi  Pa|jka  ig^  the'Iaiid. 

Mr. has  gtren^floope  tote  generai- 

ty,  and  oontilbated  ae  largely  to  the  rsief  ^f  01- 
ney,  aa  he  did  laat-year.  Soon  aftor  I  had  given 
you  notioeof  his  fiwtwiafttaace,  ve  leeaiinBdaae- 
oood  to  the  aame  amount,  accompanied  indeed  unth 
an  intimation  that  we  weie  to  conaidcr  it  aa  an  an- 
ticipated suf^ly,  whidi,  hut  iir  the  unoomnum  ae- 
▼erity  of  the  pieaent  winter,  he  diould  hare  ra- 
aerred  lor  the  next.  '  ^h»  inference  ia,  that  next 
winter  we  an  to  expect  notldng.  But  the  man 
and  his  beneficent  torn  of  .mind  conaideied,  there 
IB  acme  reason  to  hope  Ihat,  logical  aa  the  mlefeiice 
aeema,  it  may  yet  be  diaappomted. 

Adverting  to  your  letter  again,  I  percetTe  thiCt 
yon  wiah  for  my  op&uon  of  your  anawer  to  his 
kndahip.  Had  I'foigot  to  tell  you  that  I  approve 
of  it,  I  know  yon  well  enOQ|^  to  be  aware  of  the 
interpretation  yon  would  have  pot  upon  my  ailenoe. 
I  am  glad,  fbetelbre,  that  I  happened  to  cast  n^ 
eye  upon  yotur  appeal  to  my  opinion,  before  it  waa 
too  late.  A  modeat  man^  hovrever  aible,  has  always 
aome  reason  to  difitmatjiimself  upon  extraordinary 
occasions.  Nothing  «>  apt  to  betray  us  into  ab-* 
surdity,  atf  too  great  a  dread  of  it;  and  llie  appfi- 
calion  of  more  strength  than  enough  is  sometimes 
as  fttail  as  too  fittle;  hut  yoi|  have  escaped  very 
well.  For  my  own  part,  When  I  vniteto  a  stran^ 
ger,  I  feet  myself  deprived  <^  half  my  inteUeets. 
I  suspect  that  I  ahall  write  nonsense,  and  I  do  s6. 
I  tremble  at  the  thon^t  of  an  inaccuracy,  and  be- 
come absolutely  ungrammatica].  I  feel-  myself 
sweat.  I  have  recourse  to  the  knife  and  the  pounce. 
I  correct  half  a  dozen  blunders,  which  in  a  octo- 
mon  case  1  ahould  not  have  comndtted,  and  have 
no  sooner  despatched  what  I  have  written,  than  I 
recollect  how  much  better  I  could  have  made  it; 
how  easily  and  genteelly  I  could  have  relaxed  the 
sdfTnessof  the  phrase,  and  have  cured  the  insuf- 
ferable awkwardness  of  the  whole,  had  they  stmdE 
me  a  little  eadier.  Thus  we  stand  in  fiwe  of  we 
know' not  what,  and  miscarry  through  mere  deaire 
to  excel. 

1  read  Johnson's  Prefaces  every  night,  except 
'when  the  newspaper  caUs  me  afil  At  a  time  like 
the  preaent,  what  mulhor  can  stand  in  competition 
with  a  newspaper  1  or  who,  that  has  a  apark  of 
patriotiam,  does  not  point  ali  hb  attention  to  the 
pRsentendsl  W.  C. 


I  am aodisgiMted  with  »,  forallowiiig hin^ 
self  to  fae-aiknt,  when  so  londly  called  ^^  to 
wiitotO7ou,thatIdoiKit/eboQ0e  to  oqpreas  my 
fedinga.    Wo  to  the  maa  whom  kindness  ean  not 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MT nuAS iBUMi),  '  JfereftS,  1784. 

I TMAJVK  y4m  6r  Ae  two  first  nundiera  of  tbs 
Tfaeologieal  MiaoaDany.  I  have  not  read  them  re- 
gularly throoi^  but  aoffioBDily  to  obaerve  that 
they  ace  moeh  indebted  to  Ondcron.  An  eaaay, 
■gnad  PamduS)  pleased  me  likewise;  and  I  shall 
be  glad  ifjancB^boar  df  ouis,  to  whom  I  ham 
kut  them,  ahould  be  aiUe  to  apply  to  his  own  use 
tfaefeasoaitineQlQalas.  On  Author  oonaideration, 
Ihava^nenreaaoii  tofocegomy  purpose  of  trana- 
latingCancdoli.  Though  I  thbk  no  book  more 
eaknlaled  to  te«oh  the  ait  of  pious  meditation,  or 
to  «nfo»e  a  conviction  of  the  vamty  of  all  pusBtdts, 
tot  have  not  the  souTs'intensts  for  their  obfect,  I 
can  yet  see  a  flaw  in  his  manner  of  instructing, 
thai  in  a  ooonlpcy  so  enfi^iAened  as  oun  vrouUL  es- 
cape npbody^a  notiee.  Not  enjoying  the  advanta* 
ges  of  evangelical  oidinaBoes,  and  Christian  com- 
ffluniim,  bo  &]b  into  a  mistake  natural  in  his  siting 
tion ;  aflcribing  always  the  pleasuree-he  found  in  a 
holy  life  to  fab  own  indnstrions  peneverance  in  a 
eontempUtiva  course,  and  -not  to  the  mimflHiidM 
ageocjoftb^  great  Comforter  of  his  people;  and 
directing  tike  eye  of  his  readers  to  a  apiritual  piia- 
dple  within,  wfaioh  be^si^iposes  to  subsist  in  the 
smd  of  every  man,  as  the  aouvoe  of  all  divine  en- 
joyment, and  to  Christ,  as  he  would  gladly  have 
done,  had  he  feUen  under  Chrislian  teachera.  Al- 
lowing for  tiieae  defects,  he  is  a  charming  writer, 
and  l»y  tthose  who  know  how  to  m|dn  sudh  a^BW* 
ances,  may  be  read  with  great  delight  and  improve* 
ment  Bnt  with  th^se  defeats  in  his  manner, 
though  (I  believe)  no  man  ever  had  a  heart  mon 
devoted  to  Qod,  he  does  not  seem  dressed  with  ful^ 
ficunt  coDUtufw  to  be  fit  fer-tiie  public  eye,  where 
man  is  knoiwn  to  be  nothing,  and  Jesus  all  in  alL 

B[ii  rniMt,.  thmfem^  hftdumrAwftd  m  an  rmmitM^Um, 

M  candidato&r  ft  place  in  .this  Miscellany,  and 
will  be  less  mcotified  at  being  rejected  in  the  fiiat 
instance,  than  S  he  had  met  witii  a  refiisal  feom 
the  publiaher.  I  can  only  therefore  rqieat  whac 
I  said  before,  that  when  I  find  a  proper  subject, 
and  myself  at  liberty  to  pucaneit,  I  wiU  endeavou* 
to  oontEibute  my  quota.  W.  C.   . 


TO  THi:  REV.  JOIIN  NJSWTON. 

O/ney,  ilforcfc  1  J,  1784. 
I RSTOSN  you  many  thanka  for  your  apok)gyi 
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wbtch  I' have  read  with  gieat  pleasimw*  Yov 
know  of  old  that  your  ityk  always  pleaaei  me: 
andliaTing  in  a  fonner  'lettar  given  yon  tha  ma- 
iona  fiv  whidi  1  like  it,  I  apare  yon  now  tiie  pain 
of  a  repetition.  The  spirit  too,  in  which  you 
VI  rite,  pleases  me  as  much,  But  I  peroeiYe  that 
in  some  eases  it  is  possible  to  be  serere,  and^  at 
the  same  time  perfectly  good-temiiered;  in  all 
cases  I  suppose  where  wesuff<}r  by  an  injurious 
and  unreasonable  attack,  and  can  jiitify  our  con- 
duct by  a  plain  and  simple  tiarratiTe.  On  such 
occasions,  truth  itself  seems  a  satire,  becanse  by 
implication  €t  lea«t  it  conncts  qur  advemiies  o^ 
the  Want  of  charity  and  candour.  For  this  rea- 
son perhaps  you  will  find  that  you  have  taiade' 
many  angry,  though  you  are  not  sO;  and  it  is 
possible  that  they  may  be  the  more  angry  upon 
that  very  account  To  asseit,  and  to  prove,  that 
an  enlightened  minister  of  the  gospd  may^  with- 
out any  violation  of  his  consdenoeand  even  upon 
the  ground. of  prudence  and  prupiiecy,  continue 
in  the  establishment;  and  to  do  tiiis  with  the 
most  absolute  composure,  must  be  very  provoking 
to  the>dignity  of  some  dissenting  doctors;  and  to 
nettle  them  slUl  the  more,  you  in  a  manner  im- 
pose upon  them  the  necessity  of  being  silent,  by 
declaring  that  you  vrill  be  so  youiself.  Upon  the 
whole  however  I  have  no  doubt  that  your  apology 
win  do  good.  If  it  should  irritate  some,  who  have 
more  seal  than  knowledge,  and  mora  of  b^otiy 
than  of  either,  it  may  ser#e  to  enUige  the  views 
of  others,  and  to  convince  them,  that  theie>may  be 
grace,  truth,  and  efficacy,  in  the  ministiy  of  a 
churdi  of  which  they  are  not  membeq^  Iwidiit 
8U006SS,  andall  that  attention  to  whidi,  both  firom 
the  nature  of  the  subfect,  and  the  manner  in 
which  you  have  treated  it,  it  is  so  well  entitled. 

The  patronage  of  the  East  Indies  will  be  a 
dangezous  weapon  in  whatever  hands.  I  have  no 
prospect  of  ddiveranoe  fi>r  this  countiy,  but  the 
stine  thkt  I  have  of  a  posribility  that  we  may  one 
day  be  disencumbered  of  our  ruinous  p'nssessions 
lUrtheEast 

Our  good  neighbours,  who  have  so  soooessfblly 
knocked  away  our  Western  crutch,  fium  under 
us.  seem  to  design  us  the  same  favour  on  the  opr 
nosite  side;  in  which  case  we  shaObe  poor,  but  I 
think  we  shall  stand  a  better  chahee  to  be  firee; 
and  I  had  rattier  drink  water-gruel  for  brsak&st, 
and  be  no  man's  slave,  than  wear  a  chain,  and 
dmk  tea  as  usual. 

I  have  j6st  room  to  add,  that  we  Uhe  you^  as 
usual,  and  are  your  very  afibctionate  William  and 
Mary.  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MT  nsAR  fribnd;  Monk  19, 1784. 

I  wisB  it  weie  in  my  power  to  give  you  any 
account  of  the' Marquis  Caraodoli  Some  years 
since  I  saw  a  short  history  of  him  in  the  Review, 
of  wjuch  I  reoolleqt  no  particuIarB,^  except  that  he 
was  (and  for  aught  I  know  may  be  still)  an  officer 
in  the  Prussian  service.  I  have  two  volumes  of 
his  woiks,  lent  me  by  Lady  Austen.  One  is 
upon  the  subject  of  self-^o^naintanoe,  and  the 
oU]i6r  treats  of  the  art  of  conversing  vrith  the  same 
gentleman;  had  I  pursued  my  puipose  of  trans- 
lating him,  my  design  wis  to  have  fiimisfaed  my- 
self^ if  possiUej  with  ^bme  authentic  account  of 
him,  which  I  suppose  may  be.  procured  at  any 
bookseller's  who  de^ls  in  foreign  publications. 
But  for  the  reasons  given  in  my  last  I  have  laid 
aside  the  design.  T^ere  is  something  in  his  style 
that  touches  me  exceedingly,  and  which  I  do  not 
know  how  to  describe.  I  should  call  it  pathetic, 
if  it  vrere  oocasibnal  only,  and  never  occurred  but 
when  his  subject  happened  to  be  particulariy  af- 
fecting. Bat  it  is  universal;  he  has  not  a  sen- 
tence that  is  not  marked'vrith  it  Perhaps  there- 
fore I  may  describe  it  better,  by  saying,  that  his 
whole  work  has  an  air  of  pious  and  tender  melan- 
choly, which  to  me  at  least  is  extremdy  agreeable. 
Thii  pnipeity  of  it,  which  depends  perhaps  alto- 
gether npon  the  arrangement  of  his  words,  and 
the  modulation  of  his  sentences,  it  would  be  veiy 
difficult  tfl).  preserve  in  a  *«*"«J**«^»  I  do  not 
know  that  our  language  is  capable  of  being  so 
managed,  and  rathe/  suspect  that  if  is  not,  and 
that  it  is  peculiar  to.  the  French,  because  it  is  not 
unfoequent  among  their  writers,  and  I  never  saw 
any  things  similar  to  it  in  our  ovm. 

My  evenings  Are  devoted  to  books.  I  read 
aloud  for  the  entertainment  of  the  parly,  thus 
making  amends  by  a  vodforation  of  two  houip  for 
mysilenceatother  times.  Weareingbod  health, 
and  waiting  as  patiently  as  we  can  forthe  end  of 
this  second  vrinter. 

Youn,  my  dear  fiiend,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 


**TliS  book  ailuded  to  Is  entitted  "Apologia. 
«9  to  a  Mlniiaar  of  an  IndofMndBDi  Charch.  Bj 
Af  tin  Cbaich  of  Ei«lapd. " 


Vma  Let- 


MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  MoTeh  89,  1784. 

It  being  his  ini^esty's  pleasure  that  I  shoukl 
yet  have  another  opportunity  to  write  before  he 
dissolves  the  pariiament,  I  avail  myself  of  it  vrith 
all  possible  alacrity.  I  thank  yon  for  your  last, 
which  was  the  leas  welcome  for  coming,  like  an 
extraordinary  gaiette,  at  a  time  when  it  was  not 
expected. 

/  As  when  the  sea  is  uneommcnly  agitated,  fhe 
Vater  finds  it  way  into  creeks  and  holes  dt*  rorks, 
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which  in  its  cafaner  itatfr  it  never  reaches,  in 
manner  the  eflfect  of  tfafeee  tcnlnilflnt  times'is 
even  at  Orchardside,  where  in  ge'neral  we  live  as 
ondSstQibed  by  the  political  olemdnt)  as'shiimpt 
0r  cockles  that  have  been  accidentally  deposited  in 
some  hoQow  beyond  the  water  mark,  by  the  usual 
dashing  of' the  waves.  We  were  idtling  yester- 
day after  dinner,  the  twa  hdies  and  myself  veiy 
composedly,  and  wiAout  the  least  apprehension 
of  any  such  intrtisbn  in  ovir  snug  parlour,  one 
hdy  knitting,  theother  netting,  and  the  genlle^- 
man  wining  worsted,  when  to  our  npspeakaUe 
suprise  a  itiob  appeared  befbn  the'  window^  a 
smart  np  vras  beaird  at  the  door,  the  boys  hallooed 
and  the  maid  announced  Mr  Gh — -*  Puss*  9ras 
unfortunately  let  out  of  her  box,  so  that  tbs  caur 
didate,  with  all  his  good  fnends  at  his  heels,  vras 
refused  admittance  at  the  grand  entiy,  and  refer- 
red to  the  back  door,  as  the  only  possiUe  ;way  of 
approecbu 

Candidates  are  creatures  not  very  ^usoeptiUe 
of  affionts,  and  would  rather  I  suppose  climb  in 
at  a  vnndow,  than  be  absolutely  excluded.  In  a 
minute,  the  yard^the  kitchen,  and  the  parlour 
were  fflled.  Mr.  G— -  adyanciug  toward  me 
shook  xpe  by  the  hand  with  a  degree  Of  cordiality 
that  was  extremely  sedudng.  As  soott  as  he  and 
as  many  as  could  find  chairs  .were  seated,  he  be-, 
gan  to  open  the  intent  of  his  visit  I  told  him  I- 
had  lio  vote,  for  which  he  readily  gave  md  credit. 
I  assnied  hira  I  had  no  influence,  which  he.  was 
not  equally  inclined  to*  believe,  and  tho  less,  no 

doubt,  because  Mr.  A ,  addressing  himsdf  to 

me  at  that  moment,  informed  me  thaft*  I  had  a 
great  deal  Supposing,  that  I  could  not  be  pos- 
sessed of  such  a  treasure  without  knowing  it,  1 
ventured  to  confirm  my  ^rst  assertion,  by  saying 
that  if 'I  had  any  I  was  utterly  at  a  loss  to  ima- 
gine where  it  «ouId  be,  -or  wherein  it  €onaiAted. 

Thus  ended  the '  coniexvenoe.    Mr.  ^ >  squeesed 

me  by  the  lumd  again,  kissed  the  ladies,  and  with- 
drew. He  kissed  fikewise  the  maid  in  the  kitchen, 
and  seemed,  upon  the  whole,  a  most  laving,  kiss- 
ing, idnd'hearted  gentleman.  He  is  very  young, 
genteel,  and  handsome.  He  has  a  pair  of  very 
good  eyes  in  his  head,  which  not  being  sufficient 
as  it  should  seem  fi>r  the  many  nice  and  difficult 
purposes  of  a-  senator,  he  has  a  third  also,  which 
he  wore  suspended  by  a  ribband  fifom  his  button- 
hole. The  boys  hallooed,  the  dogs  barked.  Puss 
seampefed,  the  hero,  with  his  lung  train  of  obse- 
quious foDowen,  withdrew.  We  made  ourselves 
very  inerry  with  the  adventure,  and  in  a  short 
time  settled  into  our  former  tranquillity,  never 
probably  to  be  thus  interrupted  more.  I  thought 
myself  however  happy  in  being  able  to  affirm 
truly  that  I  had  not  that  influence  for  which  he 


'  Bis  tame  bare. 


sued;  andfor  which,  l)ad  I  been  possessed  of  it, 
with  my^pre^ent  views  of  the  dispute  between 
Crown'  and  the  Commons,  I  must  have  r&- 
~  hbn,  fiir  he  i»oa  the  side  ofthe  former.  It 
comfortable  to  be  of  no  consequence  in  a 
where  one  can  not  Exercise  any  .without 
somebody.  The  town  however  seems 
to  be  much  at  hb  service,  and  if  he  be  equally 
successful  throughout  the  county,  he  will  un- 
doubtedly gain  his  election.  Mr.  A — 7-  perhaps 
was  a  litde  mortified,  because  it  was  eviilent  that 
I  -owed  the  honour  of  this  visit  to  his  misrepre- 
sentation of  my  importance.  But  had  he  thought 
proper  to  asBure  Mr.  Q.  diat.I  had  three  heads,  I 
should  not  I  si^pose  have  been  bound  to  produce 
them. 

Mr.  S  ■ ,  who  you  say  was  so  much  admired 
in  your  pulpit,  would  be  equally  admired  in  hia^ 
own,  at  least  by  all  capable  judges,  wete  he  not 
so  apt  to  be  angry  with  his  congregaticm.  This 
hurts  him,  and  had  he  the  understanding  and  elo- 
quence of  Paul  himself,  would  stiH  hurt  him.  He 
seldom,  hardly. ever  indeed,  prei^shes.  a  ^ntle, 
well-tempered  sermon,  but  I  hear  it  highly  com* 
mended;  Vut  warmth  of  temper,  indulged  to  a 
degree  that  may  be  called  scolding,  defeats  thtf 
end  of  preaching,  ft  is  a  misapplication  of  his 
powers,  which  it  also  crq>ples,  and  teases  away 
his  hearers.  But  he  is  a  goo4  man,  and  may  per- 
haps outgrow  it. 

Yours,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV»  JOHN  KEWTON. 

AprU,  1783. 

People  that  are  but  little  acquainted  with  the 
terrors  of  divine  vnrath,  are  iu)t  much  afraid  of 
trifling  with  tlieir  Maker*  But  for  my  own  part 
I  would  sooner  take  En^edode's  leap,  and  fling 
myself  into  Mount  .£tna,  than  I  would  do  it  in 
the  slightest  instance,  were  I  in  circiunstances  to 
make  art  election.  In  the  Scripture  we  find  a 
broad  And  cleat  exhibition  of  mercy,  it  is  display- 
ed in  every  page.  Wrath  is  in  comparison  but 
sfightiy  touched  upon,  .because  it  is  not  so  much 
a  discovery  of  vrrath  as  of  forgiveness.  But  had 
the  displeasure  of  God  been  ^  principal  subject 
of  the  book,  and  had  it  drcumstanti^y  sM  forth 
t&at  measure  of  it  only  whith  may  be  endmed* 
even  m  this  life,  the  Christian  world  perhaps 
would  have  been  less  cfxnfortable;  but  I  believe 
presumptuous  meddlers  with  the  Grospel  would 
have  been  less  firequently  met  with.^The  word 
is  a  flaming  sword;  and  he  that  torches*  it  with^ 
unhallowed  fingers,  thinking  to  mak*  a  tpol  of  it, 
will  find  that  he  has  burnt  them. 

What  havoc  in  Calabria!  every  heuse^is  built 
upon  the  qand,  whose  inhabitaiits  Lave  iy>.  God 
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respect  tdeacb  oOier:  Imtnith  nAnooB  to  te] adopt  tbeirhjnpotlieM^waiil  of  better  info^ 


divine  pcmer  they  tM  eqUaltf  ixed,  or  eqpuily 
unstable.  The  inhaMtamfti  of  a  toek  riuA  sfaik, 
while  a  eeckboat  shdll  ftt^  «  nun  alive  in  tho 
midfltofihefkthomlafltfotettL  Ther  Pops  grants 
dispensations  for  IbOy  and  auiAMSS  dining  tbs 
okrniTal.  Bcft  it  sMnSi  Hiey  tM  is  offenstro  to 
him,  whose  Ticegerettt  he  pMandi  Mo^If,  at  tfauKt 
sesjBon  as  at  any  othor.  Wdrs  1  a  Calalnlasi,  I 
would  not  give  my  papa  af  B<nne  one  fiurthingibr 
his  amplest  ihdulgenoe,'  for  this  tino  Ibrth  fer 
e?er.  Theito  is  a  word  that  makes  this  world 
tremble;  and  the  Pope  can  net  countermand  it 
A  fig  ibr  such  a  conjnforl  Pharaoh's  conjuror 
had  twice  iaa  abUity. 

BelieTe  me,  my  dear  friend, 

Affectibhately  yours,         W.  O. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  tTJJTV^IN. 

MT  DEAR  WltLlAM,  AffHl  6,  1784. 

I  THANKED  ^ou  in  my  last  Ibf  Johnson;  I  now 
tEank  you,  with  mofe  empfaasb,  for  Beitttie,  the 
most  agreeable  and  amiable  writer  I  ever  met 
with;  the  only  author  I  hare  seeEn  whose  critical 
and  phibsophifcal  researches  are  diversfied  and 
embellished  by  a  poetical  imaginatba^  that  maki^ 
even  the  driest  subject,  and  the  leanest,,  a  feast 
for  an  epicure  in  books.  He  is  so  much  at  his 
ease  too,  that  his  own  character  appears  in  every 
page,  and  which  is  very  rare,  we' see  not  only  the 
writer,  but  the  man:  and  that  man  so.gentle,  so 
well-tempered,  so  happy  in  his  religion,  and  so 
humane  in  (ns  philosophy,  thai  it  is  necessary  to 
love  hiM,  if  one  has.  any  sense  of  what  is  lovely. 
If  you  have  not  his  poem  galled  the  Minstrel,  and 
can  not  borrow  it,  I  must  b^  you  to  buy  it  fat 
me;  for  though  I  can  not  afibrd  to  deal  largely  in 
so  expennve  a  commodity  as  bpoks,'  I  must  afford 
to  purchase  at  least  the  poetical  Works  of  Beattie. 
I  have  read  ax  of  Blair's  Lectures,  and  what  do 
I  say  of  Blair  1  That  he  is  asenstble  man, 
of  his  suiyeet,  and  excepting  here  and  there  a 
Soottidsmj  a  good  writdr,  so  fiir  at  least  as  per- 
spicuity of  expr(!aBlon,*and  method,  contribute  to 
make  one.  6ut  oh  the  sterility  of  that  man's 
iancy!  if  indeed  he  has  any  such  faculty  belong- 
ing to  him.  Perhaps  philosophers,  or  men  de- 
ngned  for  su'ch,  are  sometimes  bom  without  one; 
or  perhaps  it  withers  (or  want  of  exercise.  How- 
ever that  may  be,  Dr.  Blair  ha?  such  a  brain  as 
Shakspeare.Bomewhere  describes — "  di^^  as  the  re- 
mainder b&euit  after  a  voyage." 


I  shsvld  BUp^oas^  far  OMtaaws  that  man 
mads  his  first  eflbrt  in  spsedi  is  the  way  of  an  in- 
tsrjecCkm,  and  that  ah,  of  (^  being  uttered  with 
wundcrAll  gestfcnlatiatt,  and  variety  of  attitude, 
mMt  have  left  his  powers  of  oifafiBiaon  quite  ex- 
haiBted:  that  in  a  oouna  of  time  he  would  in- 
vent names  for  many  things,  bat  fint  for  the  ob- 
jects nf  his  daily  wants.  An  apple  would  conse- 
quently be  called  an  apple^  and  perhaps  not  many 
years  would  elapse  before  the  appeflatioQ  would 
receive*  the  sanctiop  of  general  use.  In  this  case, 
and  upon  this  Suppoiition,  seeing  one  in  the  hand 
of  another  man,  he  woiild  exclaim  with  a  most 
moving  patbos,  "  Oh  ap(ile!"^-well  ami  good— oh 
apple!  is  a  very  afiecting  speech,  but  in  the  mean 
time  it  psofits  him  nothing.  The  man  that  holds 
it,  eats  it,  and  he  goe^  away  with  oh  apple  in  his 
mouth,  and  with  nothing  better.  Reflecting  on 
his  disappointment  and  that  perhaps  it  amee  fnnn 
his  not  being  more  expbcit,  he  contrives  a  term  to 
denote  his  idea  of  transfer  or  gratuitous  oonuno- 
nication,  and  the  next  occasion  that  oflers  of  a 
similar  kind,  perfomsi  has  part  accordingly.  His 
speech  now  stands  thus,  "Oh  give  apple r  The 
apple-holdsr  perceives  himself  called  upon  to  part 
with  his  fruit,  and,  having  satisfied  his  own  han- 
ger, is  perhaps  not  unwilling  to  do  so.  But  un- 
fortunately there  is  still  room  for  a  mistake,  and, 
a  third  person  being  present,  he  gives  the  apple 
tohim.  Again  disappointed,  and  again  perceiTing 
that  his  language  has  not  sll  the.predsion  that  ■ 
requisite,  the  oratov  retires  to  hisstuily,  and  there, 
after  much  deep  thinking,  conceives  that  the  in- 
sertion of  a  pronoun,  whose  office  riiall  be  to  ^• 
nify  that  he  not  only  wants  the  apple  to  be  given, 
but  given  to  himself  will  leme^  all  defects,  he 
uses  it  the  next  pppoitunity,  and  succeeds  to  a 
"wonder,  obtains  the  apple,  and  by  his  success  sodi 
credit  to  his  invention,  that  pronouns  continue 
to  be  in  great  repute  ever  after. 

Ifow  as  my  two  syllablemongers,  Beattie  and 
Blair,' both  agree  that  language  was  originally  in- 
spired, and  that  the  great  vapety  of  languages  we 
find  upon  earth  at  present  took  its  xiae  from  the 
eonfrudon  of  tongues,  at  Babel,  I  am  not  perfectly 
convinced  that  there  is  any  just  occasion  to  im'ent 
this  very  ingenious  solution  of  a  difficulty,  which 
Scripture  has  solved  already.  My  opinion  how- 
ever is,  if  1  may  presume  to  have  an  opinion  of  my 
own  so  different  from  theirs  who  are  so  much 
wiser  than  myself,  that  if  man  had  been  his  own 
teacher,  and  had  acquired  his  vrords  and  his 
phrases  only  as  necessity  or  convenience  had 
prompted,  his  progress  must  have  been  considera- 


I  take  it  for  granted  that  these  good  men  are 
philosophically  correct  (for  th^  aie  both'  agreed  [  biy  slower  than  it  was,-  and  in  Homer's  days  the 
upon  the-  subject)  in  their  account  of  the  origin  productbn  of  such  a  poem  as  the  Iliad  impossible. 
it  lanifuage;  and  if  the  Scripture  had  left  us  in.  On  the  contrary,  I  doubt  not  Adam  on  the  verv 
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dayorWs«rertioox;rMa^to^xpi«wl»mKlfminotworth^^  notice,  becau^  obriowto 

terms  both  Ibnalile  tfid  ckgiml,  and  that  he  wmb  th*  notice  of  all.    !But  here  I  differ  from  hun ; 
at  no-tort  Ibr  «dbime -diction,  und  logical  cbmbi-' nbt  being  aWe  to  conceit  that  wind  and  rain  can 


nation,  when  he  wanted  to'  prai«e  his  Maker. 

YouTB,  my  dear  fnend,  W,,  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 
April  25, 1784* 


arr  dear  william, 


be  faniiroper  in  the  description  of  a  tempest,  or 
how  wind  and  lain  oould  possibly  be  inore*poeti< 
<Mdly  desnibed.  Virgil  is  indeed  remarkable  for 
ihi^tyhf^  his  periods  weQ,  andnever  comes  to  a  stop 
hot  with  the'ntmost  consummate  dignity  of  num- 
bers and  expression ;  and  in  the  instmice  in  ques- 

^^      ^     ^  ^  . , tioii  I  think  his  skill  in  this  respect  is  remarkably 

'  I  WISH  i  .Wbllth  burning  woids,  and' bright'  displayed.  The  line  is  perfectly  majectic  m  its 
tfaonghts.  But  I  have  at  i)fe8ent  neither.  My  ■»«*.  As  to  the  wind,  it  is  such  only  as  the 
head  is  not  itsgtt  Having  had  an  unpleasant  ^rowJ  ii^emirutM  could  describe,  and  the  words 
night,  and  a  melancholy  day,  and  hating  aheady  deiM«mmw  imber  give  one  an  idea  of  a  shower 
written  a  long  letted,  I  do  not  find  myself  in  point  indeed,  but  of  such  a  shower  as  i»  not  very  com. 
of  spirits  at  an  quaTificd  either  \6  bum  or  shine,  mon,  and  such  a  one  as  only  VirgU  could  have 
The  post  sete  out  eariy  on  Tuesday.  The  mom- done  justice  to  by  a  sipgle  i^thet  Far  therefore 
ing  is  the  only  (imo  of  exercise '  vrith  me.  In  of-  from  agreeing  with  the  Doctor  in  his  stricture,  I 
der  therefore  to  keep  it  open  for  thafpurpose,  and  do  n6t  think  the  >£wdd  contains  a  nobler  line,  or 
to  comply  with  your  desire  of  an  inlmediate  an-  a  descriiition  more  magnificently  finished. 

swer,  I  give  you^as  much  as  I  can  spare  of  the  |     We  are  glad  that  Dr.  C has  singled  you 

present  cverfng.  If^  '^P^  ^^  occasbn.    Your  performance  we 

Since  I  despatched  my  last,  Blair  has  crept  ajdoubt  not  wSU  justify  his  choice:  feax  not— you 
little  further  into  my  &vour.'    As  his  subjects  im-|have  A  heart  that  can  feel  upon  chantable  occa-  . 
prove,  he  improves  with  them:  but  upoii  the  whole/ "ions,  and  therefore  witl  not  fail  you  upon  thia 


i  account  him  a  dry  writer,  usefVil  no  doubt  as'i 
instructor,  but  as  tittle  entertaining  as  with'sd 
much  knowledge  it  is  possible  to  be.  His  languagj 
is  (except  Swift's)  the  least  figurative  I  remcmbe^ 
to  have  seen,  and  the  few  figures  found  iii  it  an  notl 
always  happily  employed.  I  take'  him  to  be  a 
critic  very  Ihtle  animated  by  what  he  reads,  who 
rather  reasons  about  the  beauties  of  an  authoi^, 
than  really  tastes  them ;  and  who  finds  that  a  pas- 
sage is  praiseworthy,  not  because  it  charms  him. 


The  burning  wofds  will^come  ftst  enough,  when 
the  sensibilily  is  such  as  youn. 

Yours,  my  4earfiriend,  W.  C. 


to  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 


AprU  36,  1784. 
We.  are  glad  that  your  book  runs.  It  will  not 
indeed  satisfy  those  whom  nothing  could  satisfy 
but  because  it  is  accommodated  to  the  laws  of  ^m  your  accession  to  their  party ;  but  the  tiberal 
criticism  in  that  case  made  and  provided.  I  have'  ^,^  gi^y  you  do  weU,  and  it  is  i^^  the  opinion  of 
a  little  compfied  with  your  deare  of  marginal  an-  gdch  men  only  that  you  can  feel  yourself  mter- 
notations,  and  should  have  dwelt  in  them  more 
hugely,  had  I  read  the  books  to  myself;  but  being 
reader  to  the  ladies,  I  have  not  always  time  to  set- 
tle my  own  opinion  of  a  doubtibl  expresdon,  much 
le«s  to  suggest  an  emendation.'  I  have  not  cen- 
sured a  particular  observatioi)  in  the  book;  though 
when  I  met  with  it,  it  displeased  me.  I  this  mo- 
ment recollect  it,  and  may  ,as  well  therefi>re  note 
it  here.  He  is  commending,  and  deservedly,  that 
most  noble  descrijftion  of  a  thuiider  storm  in  the 
fiist  Georgic,  which  ends  with 

Ingeminsnt  austri  el  denoiflBlinua  imber. 
Being  ip  hastq,  I  do  not  refer  to  the  volume  for  his 
very  words,  but  my  memory  will  serve  me  with  the 
matter.  When  poets  describe,  he  says,  they  should 
always  select  stich  circumstances  of  the  subject  as 
aie  least  obvious,  and  therefore  most  striking.  ^He 
therefore  admires  the  efieots  of  the  thunderbolt 
splitting  mountains,  and  filling  a  nation  with  as- 
tonishment, but  quarrels  .with  the  ck>sing  member 
of  the  period,  as  containing  particular^  of  a  storm 


ested. 

I  have  lately  been  employed  in  reading  Beattie 
and  Blair's  Lectures.  The  latter  I  have  not  yet 
finished.  I  find  the  former  the  most  agreeable  of 
the  two,  indeed  the  most  entertaining  writer  upon 
dry  subjects  that  I  ever  met  with.  His  imagina- 
tion is  highly  poetical,  his  language  easy  and  ele- 
gai^t,  and  his  manner  so  &mitiar,  that  we  seem  to 
be  conversing  vrith  an  old  friend,  upon  terms  of 
the  most  sociable  intercourBe,  while  we  read  him.. 
Blair  is,  on  the  contrary,  rather  stiff,  not  that  his 
style  is  pedantic,  but  his  air  is  formal.  He  is  a 
sensible  m«n,  and  understands  his  subjects,  but 
too  conscious  that  he  js  addressing  the  public,imd 
too  solicitous  about  his  success,  to  indulge  himself 
for  a  moment  in  that  play  of  fancy  which  makes 
the  other  so  agreeable.  In  Blair  we  find  a  scholar, 
in  Beattie  both  a  scholar  and  an  aniiable  man ;  in- 
deed so  amiable,  that  I  have  vriehed  for  his  td^ 
quaintance  ever  since  I  read  his  book.-  Having 
never  inmy  life  perused  &  page  uf  Aristotle  I  ajr 
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glad  to  have  had  an  oppoitoility  of  leanung  more 
than  (I  suppose)  lie  would  Jhave  taught  me,.fiH»i 
the  writings  of  two  modem  critics,  I  felt  myself 
too  a  little  di^xMod  to  oomf^lin^nt  my  own  acumen 
opon  the  occasbn.  For  though  the  nt  of  writing 
and  eompo«ing  was  nerer  much  my  study,  I  did 
not  ftid  that  they  had  any  great.newB  to  teU  me^ 
They  have  assisted  me  in  putting  my  ohservations 
into  some  method,  biit  have  not  suggested  many, 
4)f  which  I  was  not  by  some  means  or  other  pre- 
viously apprised.  In  fact,  critics  did  not  origin- 
fUly  beget  authors.  But  authors  made  critics. 
Common  sense  dictated  to  writers  the  necessitj 
of  method,  connexion,  and  thoughts  congruous  to 
the^nature  of  their  subject ;  genius  prompted  them 
with  embellishments,  and  then  came  the  critics. 
Observing  tl^e  good  effects  of  an  attention  to  these 
items,  they  enacted  laws  ibr  the  observance  of  them 
in  time  to  come,  and,  having  drawn  their  rules  for 
good  writing  from  what  was  actually  well  written, 
boasted  themselves  the  inventors  of  an-art  which 
yet  the  authors  of  the  day  had  already  exempli: 
fied.  They  are  however  useful  in  their  way,  gor- 
ing us  at  one  view  a  map  of  the  boundariita  which 
propriety  sets  to  fancy ;  and  serving  as  judges  to 
whom  the  public  may  at  once  appeal,  when  pes- 
tered with  the  vagaries  of  those  who.have  had  the 
hardiness  to  transgress  ^em. 

The  candidates  for  this  country  have  set  an  ex- 
ample of  economy,  which  other  candidates  would 


the  other  fineehokfen  followed  il;  and  in  five  min- 
utes twenQr-eight  out  of  thirty  ragamuffins  were 
safely  lodged  in  gaoL    Adieu/  m^  dear  friend, 
We  tove  you,  and  we  yours,  W.  A  M. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  rRiEfio;  May  3, 1184. 

THE^subXect  of  feoe-painting  may  be  considered 
(I  think)  in  two  points  of  view.  First,  there  is 
room  for  dispute  with  respect  jto  the  consistency 
of  the  prttctioe  with  good  monJaj  and  secoiidly, 
whether  it  he  on  the  whole  convenient  or  not, 
may  be  a  matter  worthy  of  agitation.  I  set  out 
widi  all  the  fonnality  of  li^gicaj'  disquisition,  but 
do  not  promise  to  observe  the  same  regularity  any 
further  than  it  may  qomport  with  my  purpose  d 
writing  as  fest  as  I  can. 

As  to  the  immorality  of  the  custom,  were  I  in 
France,  I  should  see  none.  On  the  contrazy,  it 
seems  in  that  country  to  be  a  symptom  of  modest 
consciousness,  and  a  tacit  confession  of  what  all 
know  to  be  true,  that  French  feces  have  in  feet 
neither  red  nor  white  of  their  own.  This  humble 
acknowledgment  of  a  defect  looks  the  more  like  a 
virtue,  being  feund  amopg  a  peopFe  not  remarka- 
ble for  humility.  Again,  before  we  can  prove  the 
practice  to  be  immoral,  we  must  prove  immorality 
in  the  deisign  of  those  who  use  it;  either  that  they 
do  well  to  follow,  having  come  to  an  agreement  on  inten^  a  deception,  or  to  kindle  unlawful  desires 
both  sides  to  defray  the  expenses  of  their  voters,  [in  the  beholders.  But  the  French  ladies,  so  &r 
but  to  open  no  houses  for  the  entertainment  of  the«|  as  their  purpose  coipea  in  question,  must  be  ac- 
rabble;  a  reform}  however,  which  the  rabble  did | quitted  of  both  these  charges.'  Nobody  supposes 
not  at  all  approve  of,  and  testified  their  dislike  of  their  cobur  to  be  natural  for  a  moment,  any  more 
it  by  a  riot.  A  stage  was  built,  from  which  the  than  ifit  were  Uiie  or  green:  and  this  unambiguous 
orators  had  designed  tb  harangue  the  electors,  judgment  of  the  matter  is  owing  to  two  causes: 
Tjiis  became  the  first  victim  of  their  fury.  Hav-'fint,  to  the  universal  knowledge  we  have,  that 
ing  very  little  curiosity  to  hear  what  i^entlemen' French  women  are  naturally  brown  oj  yellow, 
could  say,  who  would  give  them  nothing  better  with  very  few  exceptions,  and  secondly,  to  the  in- 
thon  words,  they  broke  it  in  pieces,  and  threw  the  artificial  manner  in  which  they  paint :  for  they  do 
fragments  upon  the  hustings.  The  sheriff,  the  not,  as  I  am  most  satisfactorily  informed,  even  at- 
members,  the  lawyers,  the  voters,  were  instantly 'tempt  an  imitation  of  nature,  but  besmear  them- 
put  to  flight.  They  rallied,  but  were  again  routed  selves  hast^y,  and  at  a  venture,  anxious  only  to  lay 
by  a  second  assault,  like  jthe  former.  They  on  enough.  Wh^  therefore  there  is  no  wanton 
then  proceeded  to  break  the  wbdows  of  the  intention,  nor  a  wish  to  deceive,  1  can  discover  no 
inn  to  which  they  had -fied;  and  a  fear  prevailing  immorality.  But  ip.  England  (I  am  afraid)  our 
that  at  night  they  would  fire  the  town,  a  proposal '  painted  ladies  are  not  cleariy  entitled  to  the  same 
was  made  by  the  freeholders  to  face  about  and  en- 1  apology.  They  even  imitate  nature  with  such 
deavour  to  secure  them.  At  that  instant  a  rioter,  exactness,  that  the  whole  public  is  sometimes  di- 
dj-essed  in  a  merry  Andrew's  jacket,  stepped  for-  j  vided  into  parties,  who  litigate  with  great  wataith 
ward  and  challenged  the  best  man  ainong  them,  the  question,  whether  painted  or  noti  this  was  re- 

Olney  sent  the  hero  to  the  field,  who  made  him ,  markably  the  case  'with  a  Miss  B ,  whom  I 

repent  of  his  presumption.    Mr.  A was  he.  well  remember.    Her  roses  and  hlies  were  never 

S^izincr  him  by  the  throat,  he  shook  him — he 'discovered  to  1)0  spurious,  till  she  attained  an  age, 
threw  liim  to  the  earth,  and  made  the  hollowness  that  made  the  supposition  of  their  being  natural 
III  his  skull  resound  by  the  application  of  his  fists,  impossible.  This  anxiety  to  be  not  merely  red 
tf^iid  dragged  him  into  custody  without  the  least  and  white,  which  is  all  they  aim  at  in  France, 
Uomngeii)  his  person. — Animated  by  this  example,  but  to  be  thought  very  beautiful,  and  much  xnore 
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beantifi]]  t)iaii  nature  has  'made  them,  is  a  symp- 
tom not  yrery  fitvowable  io  the  idea  we  would  widi 
to  entertain  of  the  chastity,  purity,  aiid  modesty 
of  oar  coontiy-women.  That  they,  are  guilty  of 
a  dfjsign  to  deceive,  is  certain.  Otherwise  why  so 
much  aitl  and  if  to  deceive,  wherefore  and  with 
what  purpose  1  Certainly  either  to  gratify  vanity 
of  the 'silliest  kind,  or,  which  is  still  more  criminal, 
to  decoy  and  inveigle,  and  cany  on  mnie  success- 
folly  the  business  of  temptation-.  Here  tfaerelbre 
my  opinion  splits  itself  into  two  opposite  sides 
upon  the  same  question.  1  can  suppose  a  French 
woman,  tfaoughpiBdnted  an  inch  dei^,  to  he  a  vir- 
tuous, discreet,  excellent  character ;  and'in  no  in- 
stance should  1  think  the  wone  of  one  because 
^he  was  painted.  But  an  English  belle  xmM  paf- 
don  me,  if  I  have  not  the-  same  charity  for  her. 
She  is  at  least  an  impostor;  whether  she  cheats 
me  or  not,  because  she  means  to-dp  iM>;  and  it  is 
well  if  that'be  all  the  censure  she  deserves. 

This  brings  me  to  my  second  class  of  ideas  upon 
this  tc^ic:  and  here  I  feel  that  I  should  be  fear- 
fully puzzled,  were  I  'called  upon  to  recommend 
the  practice  on  the  score  of  convenience.  U  a  hus- 
band chose  that  his  wife  should  paint,  perhaps  it 
might  be  her  duty,  as  well  as  her  interest,  to  com- 
ply. *  But  I  think  he  w^uM  not  much  consult  his 
own,  for  reasons  that  will  follow.  In  the  first 
place,  she  would  admire  hereelf  th^  more^  and  in 
the  next,  if  she  managed  the  matter  well,  she 
might  be  more  admired  byothers;  an  acquisition 
that  might  bring  her  virtue  under  trials,  to  which 
otherwise  it  might  never  have  been  exposed.  In 
no  other  case,  however,  can  I  imagine  the  practice 
in  tlus  countzy  to  be  either  expedient  or  conve- 
nient.. As  a  genera^  one,  it  certainly  is  not  expe- 
dient, nliecause  in  general  English  women  have  no 
occasksn  for  it.  A  swarthy  complexion  is  a  rarity 
here ;  and  the ,  sex,  especially  since  the  inocula- 
tion has  been  so  nvich  iu  use,  have  veiy  little 
^use  to  complain  that  natuite  has  not  been  kind 
to  them  in  the  article  of  complexion.  They  may 
hide  an4  spoil  a  good  one,  but  they  can  not  (at 
least  they  hardly  can)  give  themselves  a  betteri 
But  even  if  they  could,  there  is  yet  a  tragedy  in 
the.  sequel,  which  should  make  them  tremble.  I 
understand  that  in  Fiance,  though  the  "use  of 
louge  be  general^  the  use  of  white  paint  is  far  fiom 
being  so.  In  England,  she  that  uses  one,  com- 
monly uses  both.  Naw  all  white  paints,  or  lotions, 
or  whatever  they  be  called,  are  mercurial,  conse- 
quently poisonous,  consequently  ndnous  in  time 
ta  the  constitution.  The  Miss  B above  men- 
tioned was  a  miserable  witness  of  this  truthy  it 
being  certain  that  her  flesh  fell  from'  her  l)ones 
before  she  died,..  Lady  C  ■  was  hardjy  a  less 
melancholy  proof  of  it;  and  a  London  physician 
peihaps,  were  he  at  liberty  *o  blab,  could  publish 


a  bOl  of  female  mortafity,  of  a  length  thak  would 
Bstffniah  us. 

For  these  reasons,  I  utterly  condenm  the  prac- 
tice, as,  it  obtains  in  England:  and  for  a  reason 
superior  to  all  these,  I  must  diai4>prove  it.  i  can 
not  indeed  discover  that  Scripture  forbids  it  in  so 
many  words.  But  that  anxious  solitude  about  the 
pearfon,  which  such  an  artifice  evidently  betrays, 
is^  I  am  sure,  contrary  to  the  tenor  and  spirit  of  it 
throughout  Show  me  a  woman  with  a  painted 
face,  and  I  will  show  you  a  woman  whose  heart 
i^  set  on  things  of  the  -earth,  and  not  on  things 
above.  But  this  observation  of  mine  appties  to  it 
onl^  when  it  is'  an  imitative  art  For  in  the  use 
of  Frenchwomen,  I  think  it  as  innocent  as  in  the 
use  of  the  wiki  Indian,  who  draws  a  circle  round 
hetfoce,  and  makes' two  spots,  perhaps  blue,.per<< 
haps  white,  in  the  middle  of  it  Such  are  my 
thoughts  upon  the  matter.  Vtve,  valeq^e. 
V  .  Yours  eyer,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  XTPTWIN. 

Afay  8, 1784. 
,  You  do  well  to  make  your  letters  merry  ones, 
though  not  very  merry  yourself;  and  that  both  for 
mj  sake  and  your  own;  for  your  own  sake,  be- 
cause it  sometimes  happens,  that  by  aaroming  an 
air  of  cheerfukiess  we  become 'cheerful  in  reality; 
and  &IT  mine,  because  I  have  always  more  need 
of  a  .laugh  than  a  cry,  being  somewhat  disposed 
to  melancholy  by  natund  temperamoit,  as  well  as 
by  other  causes. 

It  was  k>ng  since,,  and  even  in  the  iqfimcy  of 
John  Gilpin,  recommended  to  me  by  a  lady  now. 
ai  Bristol,  to  write  a  sequel.  But  having  always 
observed  that  authors,  elated  with  the  jiuocess  of 
a  first  part,  have  foUen  below  themselves,  when 
they  have  attempted  a  second,  I  had  more  pru- 
dence than  to  take  her  counsel.  I  want  you  to 
read  the  history  of  that  hero,  published  by  Bladon, 
and  to  tell  me  what  it  is  made  of.  ^But  buy  it  not 
For,  pufied  as  it  is  in  the  papers,  it  can  be  but  a 
bookseUer's  job,  and  nmst  be  dear  at  the  price  of 
two  shillings.  In  the  last  pacquet  but  one  that  I  re- 
ceived firom  Johnson,  he  asked  me  if  I  had  any 
improvements  of  John  Gilpin  in  hand,  or  if  I  de- 
ned  any;  for  that  to  print  only  tbo  original 
again  would  be  to  publish  what  has  bf^n  hacknied 
in  every  magazine,  in  eveiy  fiewspaper,  and  in 
every  street.  I  answered,  that  the  copy,  which  1 
sent  him  contuned  two  or  three  small  variations 
fi'om  the  first,  except  which  I  had  none  to  pro- 
pose, and  that  if  bethought  him  now  too  trite  to 
make  a  part  of  my  volume,  I  should  willingly  ac- 
quiesce in  his  judgihent  I  take  it  for  granted 
therefore  that  he  will  not  bring  up  the  /ear  ot  m> 
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PoeiDi  Ansfdiag  to  m^  fint  iBfemtiin,  and  riuA 
not  lie  Sony  for  the  oooiMon.  It  may  wptiag&tm 
s  piindiile  of  pilde;  but  flpiiBK*  it  fioni  what  it 
may,  I  ftel,  and  han  long  ^  a^dkiMliiiakm  to 
a  public  avowal  tliat  he  ia  tnine;  old  waee  ha  ha- 
came  so  popular,  I  have  fek  it  mora*  thait  et«r; 
not  that  I  ilioidd  hava  elptesBed  a  tcniple,  if 
Jobiuon  had  not.  'B«t  a  fear  hnv  auifgegied  itaeif 
to  me,,  that  I  might  expose  myseftf  to  adiaige  of 
▼aniiy  by  admitting  hhn  into  my  book,  and  tiial 
seme  people woidd  impute  it  tome  as  aerioie. 
Consider  what  the  woiid  is  made  o(  and  yon  will 
not  find  my  suapkioofl  chimerical  Add  to  this, 
that  when,  on  conecfing  the  latter  part  of  the 
fifth  book  of  tKe  Task,  I  came  to  consider  the  so- 
lemnity and  sacied  natnre  of  the  snbjeeta  there 
handled,  it  seemed  to  me  an  ineongmily  at  ike 
least,  not  to  call  it  by  a  haaher  name,  to  fi^low  up 
such  premises  with  such  a.eondnibn.  I  am  well 
content  therefine  with  having  laughed,  and  made 
others  laugh,  and  will  build  my  hopes  of  success, 
B8  a  poet,  upon  more  important  matter. 

In  our  printing  business  we  now  jog  on  merrily 
^pough.  The  coming  week  will  I  hope  bring  'me 
to  an  end  of  ihe  Task,  and  the  next  fortnight  to 
an  end  of  the  whole.  I  am  ghuf  to  have  Psky 
on  my  skk  in  the  afiair  of  education.  He  is  cer- 
tainly on  all  subjects  a  sensibfe  man,  and  on  such', 
awi^one..  But  I  am  mistaken^  if  Tirocinium  do 
not  make  some  of  my  finends  angry,  and  ftfocuite 
me  enemiei  not  a'few.  Thciw  is  a  sting  in  vene, 
that  prose  nefther  hsa,  nor  can  hiite;  and  I  do  not 
know  that  school*  in  the  gross,  and  especially  pub- 
lic schools,  have  ever  been  so  pointedly  condemned 
before.  But  they  am  become  a  nuisance,  a  pest, 
anabominati<m,  and  it  iis  fiV  that  the  ^es  and  noses 
of  mankind  shbuhl,  if  poidbie,  be  opened  to  per- 
ceive it 

This  is  indeed  an  author's  letter;  but  is  it  not 
an  author's  letter  to  his  friend.  If  you  will  be  the 
friend  of  an  liuthor,  you  must  expect  such  letteas. 
Come  July,  and  come  yourself,  with  as  many  of 
your  exterior  selves  aacan  possibly  oome  with  you. 

Yours,  my  dear  Willsun,  affectionately,  and 
with  your  mother's  lemembranoes^  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 
MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  May  22, 1784. 

I  AM  fflad  to  have  received  at  last  an  account 
of  Dr.  Johnson's  favourable  opinion  of  my  book. 
I  thought  it  wanting,  an<l  had  long  since  con- 
cluded ^at,  not  having  had  the  happiness  to  please 
liim,  I  owed  my  ignorance  of  hhi  sentiments  to  the 
lemlcmeas  of  my  friends  at  Hoxton,  who  would 
not  mortify  me  with  an  account  of  his  disapproba- 
tion. It  occurs  to  me  that  I  owe  him  thanks  for 
interposing  between  me  and  the  resentment  of  the 
Revii^weiB,  who  seldom  show  mercy  to  an  advocate 


for  SffaBg•iicaltMld^  whether  iapiMDOtvene.  I 
Hisiefofe  eneloao  a  skitt  acfaMfwiDdgmaat,  which, 
if  yoo  see  nd  in^npriiBty  in  the  meastte,  ywn  cam 
Ihnagnn  willMMil  aracb  diflfeol^  aoliviey  to  hiv 
through  the  hands  (rf' Sir.  Lalxoba.  Ifananyao 
OGvat  yuu  judge  It  an  inezpediait  alepr  yu*  can 
vwyaarily  fi]^pteMi  the  letter. 

i  pHy  Mr.  fiuD.  What  harder  taafc  can  any 
^nan  undartake  than  the  manageoMBl  of  those, 
who  hkve  leeched  the  ago  of  manlMwd  without 
httviag  flMar  folt  the  fone  of  authority,  or  paes^ 
thfcn^h  any  of  the  piepazatoiy  parts  of  edocataon) 
I  had  .either  ibigot,  or  never  adverted  to  the  co- 
cumatAnce;tlathilidise^deaweietobemen.  At 
present,  however,  I  am  not  aurprited  that,  being 
siteh,  th^y  are  found  disobedieot,  untractahle,  in* 
solent,  and  oonotited;  quahtiea,  thad  generally  pre- 
vail in  the  nunds  of  adxdts  in  exact, proportion  to 
their  ignorance.  He  dined  with  us  anee  I  i^* 
ceived  your  last  It  waa  on  Thursday  that  he  wae 
he^jB.  He  came  dgeeted,  burthened,  /uU  of  com- 
plaints. But  we  sent  him  away  cheerfiiL  He  ie 
veiy  aifnsihle  of  the  prudenoe,  delicacy,  and  atten- 
tion to  his  character,  which  the  society  have  die- 
cevefed  in  their  conduct  towards  iiim  upon  thie 
occasion;  and  indeed  it  does  them  honour;  for  it 
were  past  all  enduring,  if  a  chaige  of  inauffidem^ 
should  obtain  a  moment's  regard,  when  brought 
by  &ve  such  coxcombs  against  a  man  of  hia  eradi- 
tion  and  abihty.  Lady  Austenis  gone  to  Bath. 
Yours,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

June  5, 1784. 
When  you  told  me  that  the  critique  upon  my 
vohmie  was  vnitten,  though  not  by  Dr.  Jonnson 
himself,  yet  by' a  friend  of  his,  to  whom  he  recom* 
mende^  the  book  and  the  business,  I  infened  from 
that  expression  that  I  was  indebted  to  him  for  an 
active  interposition  in  my  favour,  and  consequently 
that  ha  had  a  right  to  thanks.  But  now  I  ooneur 
entirety  in  sentiment  with  you,  and  bbartily  second 
your  vote  for  the  suppression  of  thanks  which  do 
not  seem  to  be  much  called  for.  Yet  even  now 
were  it  possible  Chat  I  could  foil  into  his  compauy, 
I  should  not  think  a  slight  acknowledgment  mis- 
applied. I  was  no  other  vmy  anxious  about  hia 
opinion,  nor  could  be  so,  after  you  and  some  others 
had  given  a  favourable  one,  than  it  was  natural  t 
should  be,  knowing,  as  I  did,  that  his  opinion  had 
been  consulted. 

I  am  affectionately  yours,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

M7  DEAR  WILLIAM,  July  3,  1784. 

We  rejoice  that  you  had  a  safe  journey,  and 
though  we  should  have  rejoiced  still  more  had  yoa 
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ted  no  €t6t»man  in  »  phy^kavi^  w«  «#»  glftd  that; 
hciovbad  need  af  cdb^  yoa  ]Md  tbe  good  fortlMB 
tofiadhkft.  Jj^vkhauwomib^^tMulmM 
proved  efiectoU,  «adtM  jrmiafe  dflttvercdAnB 

Tlunli»totltot»e  yon  ^«t  teken  to  liottMh 
VDwiUiadietiofBrr.  It  it  ntfanr  ftnaig^  Ail  at 
■^liiw  of  life,  and  after  ft  youthiptttt  in  obflkal 
pnmiilB,  I  alMNild  want  one;  and  ikntnger  iliH 
that,  tRhigpoaeeMdi at pMaent ef eolj one L«tin 
anthor  in  the  world,  I  ahoold  think  it  Worth  while 
to  pmchaae  one.  I  say  that  It  ia  atramge,  and  in^ 
deed  I  think  it  ao  myadf.  Bat  I  bamB  a  tiicNight 
that  when  my  pieaent  labovn  of  thto  pen  an  ended, 
I  may  go  to  eehobl  again,  and  ivfreah  my  qiirita 
by  a  little  intiezooone  with  the  Mantnan  and  the 
Sabine  bard,  and  perhapa  by'  a  vftpamaid  of  aome 
othera,  whose  works  we  generally  lay  by  at  that 
period  of  life  when  we  are  btat  <iua!Gfied  to  read 
them,  when,  the  jii4gment  and  the  taste  being 
formed,  their  beauties  are  least  likely  to  be  oypr- 
looked. 

This  change  of  wind  and  weaker  comferts  me, 
and  I  should  have  enjoyed  the  first -fine  momipg 
I  have  seen  this  month- with 'a  pead^  relish, 
if  our  new  taz-taak^'had  not  pot  me  ootxif  tan- 
per.  I  am  angry  with  him,  not  only  for  the  mat- 
ter, bot  for  the  numnef  of  his  propoaaL  When 
he  lays  his  impost  Upon  horses,  he  is  jocnlar,  and 
laughs,  though  oonsideoring  (hat  wheela,  andmilea, 
and  grooma,  weva  tased  befera,  a  grater  eoun- 
tenanee  upon  the  oecasion  Would  hava  been  more 
decent.  But  hepnyroked  tte  atifl  more  by  nasoii- 
ing  as  he  does  on  the  justifioatkuft  of  the  tax^upon 
candle*.  S6me  femUiea,  be  says,  will  suffer  little 
by  it — Whyl  because  they  areio  poor,  that  they 
can  not  aflbid  themaelYes  more  than  ten  ponnds 
m  the  year.  Eioettentl  They  can  uae  but  few, 
therefefKiB  they  will  pay  but  little,  and  consequently 
will  be  but  htlU  burtbcned,  an  argument  which 
for  its  cruelty  and  effiootery  seems  worthy  <^  a 
hero*-4Nit  he  doea  net  avail  liimaelf  of  the^hole 
foroe  of  it,  nor  with  all  his  wisdom  had  sagacity 
enough  to  see  thai  it  contains,  when  pushed  to  its 
utmost  extent,a  flee  disohaJgeandadquittal  of  the 
poor  fiom  the  payment  of  any  tax  at  aU;  a  com- 
modity, bdng  'once  made  too  expensive  for  their 
pockets,  will  cost  them  nothing,  for  they  will  not' 
buy  it.  Rejoice  tiicrefbre,  O  ye  pennyleas!  the 
minister  will  indeed  send  you  to  bed  in  the  dark, 
but  jour  ieoiaining  halfpenny  will  be  safe;  in- 
stead of  being  spent  in  the  useless  luxury  of  can- 
dlelight, it  will  ^uy  you  a  roll  for  breakfiuit,  which 
you  will  eat  no  doubt  with  gratitude  to  the  man 
who  so  kindly  lessens  thtf  number  of  your  dist 
buiaements,  and,  while  he  seems  to  threaten  your 
money,  saves  it.  I  wish  he  would  remember,  that 
the  halipenny,  which  government  imposes,  the 
shopkeeper  tdJl  swell  to  two-pence.    I  widx  he 


woidd  fisn  tha  nsNiaihia  Mteof  our  1 
at  'OkuBff  ^  see  then  working  in  the  winter 
mooths^l^  tiia  S^  flf  a  ftrtU^g  candle,  from  four 
inthtfafieBWovttlHnadmght:  I  widi  he  hadi laid 
hii  tac  vpo9  tha  te»thoaaaad  lampp  that  iliung^. 
nato*tli6  PanffaaoB,  npoD  th»  flaaaboanz  that  wait 
im  thonaaad  diaiiola  and  aedana  in  an 
:,  and  npoB  the  wax  oaBdles  that  give  liglit 
to  teg  tlwuand  card  tridaa  I  wish  in  shoot  that 
he  wodld  ooosidef  the-poofceto  of  the  poor  as  ssp 
ond|  and  tha*  to  tax  a  peopfe  afaaady  so  nooestt- 
toito,  ia  but  to  diaooaraga  the  little  indastry  that  is 
left  amopg  ua,  by  driving  the  laborious  to  despair. 
A  neighbour  of  mine,  in  Silver«ttd,  keeps  an 
a*;  tha-aas  lives  on  tiie  other  akle  of  the  garden- 
waH,  and  I  am  willing  in  the  green-house:  it  hap- 
pens that  ha  ia  thia  moniing  moat  musically  dis- 
posedy  v^wdier  eheeiad  by  the  fine  weather,  or  by 
aome  new  tune  whtah  ha  hai  just  acquired,  or  by 
finding  his  voice  mon  harmonious  than  usual,  h 
would  be  cmA  to  movti^  so  fine  a  smger,  there- 
fore  I  do  not  tdl  him  thid  ha  intBrtupts  and  hin- 
ders me,  but  I  Ventura  to  teH  you  ao,  and  to  plead 
Ma  perfonnanoe  in  eiMuse  of  my  abrupt  conclusion. 
I  sand  you  the  goldfinches,  with  which  you  will 
do  as  you  see  good.  We  have  an  aflectionato  re- 
membranea  of  your  laat  visit,  and  of  all  our  firiends 
at  Stodt. 

BeHove  me  ever  yours,  W.  C.  . 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON.  . 

MT  DEAR  FRiftKD,  July  5,  1784. 

A  vsahtr  of  materials,  a  conadousness  that  my 
subjects  are  fitf  tl^  moat  part,  and  must  be  unin- 
tereating  and  unimportant,  hut  above  all  a  poverty 
of  animal  spiriti,  that  makeawnting  such  a  great 
fetigne  to  me,  hanraooeasioned  my  choice  of  smaller 
paper.  Acquieaoe  in  the  justness  of  these  reasons 
for  th^  present;  and  If  ever  thetimeB  ahould  itiend 
widi  me,  I  sincerely  pramiae  'to  amend  with  them. 

Homer  says  on  a  certidn  oocaaion,  that  Jupiter, 
when  he  was  wanted  at  home,  was  gone  to  putake 
of  an  entertainment  provided  for  him  by  the  Ethi- 
opiana.  If  by  Jupiter  we  understand  the  weather, 
or  the  aaason,  as  the  andenta  frequently  did,  we 
may  say  that  our  Engfish  Jupiter  has  been  absent 
on  account  of  aome  such  invitation:  during  the 
whole  month  of  June  he  lefi;  us  to  experience  al- 
most the  rigours  of  winter.  This  fine  day  how- 
ever affords  us  some  hope  thiit  the  feast  is  ended, 
and  that  we  shall  -enjoy  hia  umxpany  without  the 
interference  of  his  JEtldopian  friends  again. 

Is  it  possible  that  the  wise  men  of  antiqmty 
could  entertain  a  wal  reverence  for  the  fabulous 
rubbish,  which  they  dignified  with  the  name  of 
religion  1  We,  who  have  beep  fevoured  from  our 
infancy  with  so  ckstf  a  light,  are  perlupa  harUlv 
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^  competent  to  decide  the  question,  ind  may  etrive 
m  vuQ  to  imagine  the  ahnirdities  that  eveli  a  jpod 
Qndentanding  may  leceive  as  trotha,  when  fc^y 
wuuded  by  revelation.  It  eeema  however  that  inen, 
whoee  oopceptiMiB  upon  other  auljtfctB  were  often 
sublime,  whMe  reaeoniag  powers  were  undoubted- 
ly equal  to  qur  own,  and  whose  management  in 
matters  of  jurisprudence  that  required  a  imy  in- 
duatiious  eramifiation  of  ende&ee,  wae  aeacute  and 
subtle  as  that  of  a  modem  attorney-general,  couid 
not  be  the  dupes  of  such  imposture  aa  a  child 

.  among  us  would  detect  and  laugh  at.  Juvenal,  I 
remember,  introduces  one  of  has  satires  with  an 
observation  that  there  weto  some  in  his  .day  who 
had  the  hardiness  to  laugh  at  the  Stories  ef  Tartar 
rus,  and  Stjr^  and  Charon,  and  of  the  fiogs  that 
croak  upon  the  banks  of  Lethe,  giving  his  reader 
at  the  same  time  cause  to  soqpect  that  hie-was  him- 
self ene  of  thai  profiiue  number.  Horace,  on  the 
other  hand,  declares  in  sober  sadness  that  he  would 
not  for  all  the  world  get  into  a  boat  with  a  man 
who  had  divulged  the  Ktensinian  mysteries.  Yet 
we  know  that  those  mysteries,  whatever' they 
might  be,  were  altogether  as  unworthy  to  be  es- 
teemed divine,  as  the  mythobgy  of  the  vulgar. 
How  then  must  we  detenninel  If  Horace  were 
a  good  and  orthodox  heathen,  how  came  Juvenal 
to  be  such  on  ungracious  libertine  in  principle,  as 
tp  lidicul?  the  doctrines  whjch  the  other  held  as 
sacred  1  Their  opportunities  of  information,  and 
thoir  mental  advantages  were  equal.  I  feel  myself 
rather  inclined  to  beliefve,  that  Juvenal's  avovred 
infidelity  was  sincere,  and  that  Horace  was  no 
better  than  a  cantLog  hypocritical  proftssor. 

You  must  grant  me  a  dispensation  icf  saying 
any  thing,  whether  it  be  sense  or  nonsense,  upon 
the  subject  of  pditics.  It  is  truly  i  matter  in 
which  I  am  so  little  interested,  that  were  it  not 
that  it,  sometimes  serves  me  for  a  theme  when  I 
can  find  no  other,  I  should  .never  mention  it  I 
W9uld  forfeit  a  large  sum  if)'  after  advertising  a 
month  in  the  gazette,  the  mimster  of  the  day^  who- 
ever- he  may  be,  could  discover  a  man  that  cares 
about  him  pr  his  measmfes  so  little  as  I  do.  When 
I  say  that  I  would  forfeit  a  laige  sum,  I  mean  to 
have  it  understood  that  I  would  forfeit  such  a  sum, 
if  I  had  iL  If  Mr.  ^itt  be  indeed  a  virtuous  man, 
as  such  I  respect  him.  But  at  the  Jiest,  I  fear, 
that  he  will  have  to  say  at  least  with  iEneasj 

61  Fergama  dextrA 
Defend!  poesent,  eUftra  hAc  defeosa  foidnnt 

Be  he  what  he  may,  I  do  Yiot  like  his  taxes.  At 
•east  I  am  much  disposed  to  quarrel  with  some  of 
chem.  The  additional  duties  upon  candles,  by 
vhich  the  poor  virili  be  much  affected,  hurts  me 
moRt.  He  says  indeed  that  they  will  but  little  feel 
it,  because  even  now  they  cai^  hardly  afford  the 
ve  of  tlicm.  He  had  certainly  put  no  compassion 


into  Ins  budget,  when  he  prodtved  firam  it  this  tax, 
and  such  at  aigmnent  to  support  it.  Justly  trans- 
lated it  sepras  to  amount  to  this— '  Make  the  ne- 
oessaiies  of  life  tew  expenstvy  for  the  poor  toietob 
them,  and  you  will  save  their  money.  Iftheyboy 
but  few  candles,  they  will  pay  hut  litde  tax;  and 
if  they  buy  nibne,  tiM  tax,  as  to  them,  wiH  be  an- 
nihilated.' True.  But,  In  the  mean  time  they 
will  break  (heir  shins  against  their  ftmiiture,  if 
they  have  any,  and  will  be  but  little  the  ticher, 
whenlthe  hnus,  in  which  they  might  worii,  if 
they  eoiUld  see,  shall  be  deducted. 

I  have  bou^t  a  great  dictionazy,  ilnd  want  no> 
thing  but  Latin  authon  to  finish  me  with  the  .use 
of  it  Had.I  pprehased  them  first,  I  had  begun 
at  the  right  end.  But  I  oould  not  aflbrd  it  I  be- 
seech you  admiie  my  prudence. 

ViTito,  valfltet  st  mBiwmote  nmsniw. 

Yotin  affectionately,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  llEV.  WILUAM  tJNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  WILLIAM,  July  1%  1784. 

I  TBiMK  with  you  thatYinny's  line  fe  not  pure. 
If  be  knew  any  authority  tiiai'would  have  justified 
his  substitution  of  a  partic^  for  a  substAitive, 
he  weuld  have  A>ne  well  to*^have  noted  it  in  the 
raaigin.  But  I  atai  much  indined  to  think  that 
he  did  not'  Poets  are  sometimes  exposed  to  diffi- 
culties insurmountable  by  lawful  means,  whence 
I  imagine  was-  originally  derived  that  indulgence 
that  aUowB  them  the  use  of  what  is  called  the 
poeHea.liemHa,  But  thai  liberty,  I  believe,  con- 
tent^ itself  vrith  the  abbreviation  or  protraction  of  a 
word,  or  an  alteration  4n  the  quantity  of  a  syllable, 
and  liever  presumes  to  trespass  upon  grammatical 
pn^priety.  I  have  dared  to  at^mpt  to  oonect  my 
master,  but  am  not  boldenecigh  to  say  that  I  have 
succeeded.  Neither  am  I  sore  that  my  memory 
serves  me  correctly  with  the  line  that  follows;  but 
when  I  recollect  the  English,  am  persuaded  that  it 
can  not  differ  much  from  the  true  one.  This  there- 
fore, is  my  edition  of  the  ] 


Or. 


'QsBia  amatoii  tot  torn  permiBBB  beata 

Basia  qua  jiiveni  induMt  Susamiabaaio 
Navareha  optaret  maximufl  eannia. 

Th|e  preceding  lines  I  have  utteriy  forgotten, 
and  am  consequently  at  a  loss  to  know  whether 
the  distich,  thus  managec),  will  connect  itself  with 
them  easUy,  and  as  it  ought. 

We  thank  you  for  the  drawing  of  your  house. 
I  never  knew  my  idea  of  what  I  had  never  seen 
resemble  .the  original  so  much.  At  some  time  or 
other  you  have  doubtless  given  me  an  exact  ac- 
count of  it,  and  I  have  rtilained  the  foithfhl  im^ 
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pfenon  made  bj  your  desoriptioii.  Ituaootn- 
Ibitable  abode,  tJid  the  tune  I  ho^.wiU  oomewlien 
I  ihall  enjoj  move  than  the  mere  repieeantatioii. 
ofit. 

I  hav  not  yetiead  the  last  Review,  hot  dipping 
into  it  I  aoddentally  iell  upon  ihdr  aocoont  of 
Hmne's  Emy  on  Snidde.  I  atai  giad  that  they 
have  liberality  enoogh  to  condenm  the  ^icentiomK 
neas  of  an  author  whom  they  ao  mooh  admire.  1 
aay  libezality, .for  there  ia  aa  much  bigotry  in  the 
world  to  that  man7a  enopiaa  these  ia  in  thebearta 
of  Bome  aectariea  to  fhtat  peculiar  modea  and  tfi- 
neto.  He  ia  th«  Pope  of  thouaanda,  aa  Uind  and 
preaomptoooa  aa  himaelf.  Gh)d  certainly  in&tuatea 
thoae  who  will  not  aee.  Itwere  otherwiae  imyoB- 
able,  that  a  man  naturally  ahrewd  and  aeneible,' 
and  whoae  undenitanding  haa.had  all  the  advan- 
tagea  of  conatant  eserciae  and-  cultiiation,  could 
have  aatiafied  himaelf,  or  have  hoped  to  aatiafy 
othera  with  anch  palpable  eopbiatiy  aa  baa  not 
even  the  graoe  of  fallacy  to  recommend  it.  Hia 
ally  auacrtkm  that  beeauae  it  would  be  no  ain  to 
divert  the  oeurae  of*  the  Danube,  therefore  it  ia 
none  to  let  out  a  few  ouncaa  of  blood  from  an  ar- 
teiy,  would  juatify  not  anioide  only  but  homicide 
abo.  For  the  Uvea  of  ten  thogaand  men  are  of 
leaa  oonaequenoe  to^their  countiy  than  the  oourae 
of  thai  river  to  the  r^giooa  through  which  it  flovi^ 
Population  would  aoon  make,  aociety  amende  for 
the  loaaof  her  ten  thouaand  member^,  but  the  leaa 
of  the  Danube  would  be  folt  by  all  the  milliona 
that  dwell  upon  it«  banka,  to  all  genentkma.  But 
the  lifo  of  a  man  and  the  viwter  of  a  river  can  never 
come  inttf  competition  vnth  each  ether  in  point 
of  va/oe,  unleaa  in  the  eatimation  of  an  unprinci- 
j4f^  i^iiloaopher. 

I  thank  you  for  your  ofifer  of  daaaiea.  When 
I  want  I  will  borrow.  Horace  is  my  own.  Ho- 
mer, with  a  clavia,  I  have  had  poaMaaion  of  some 
yean.    They  are  the  property  of  Mi.  J<»ea.    A 

Vngil,  the  property  of  Mr.  8 ,  I  have  had 

aa  long.    I  am  nobody  in  the  affair  oftenaea,  un- 
leaa when  yon  are  pieaent 

•   Yours  ever,  W.  C. 


tacle  which  thia  world  exiubilB^  tragi-oomical  as 
tfae.incident8  of  it  are,  abeord  in  themaalvea,  but 
tenible  in  &cir  conaequencea ; 

Bunt  rea  homann  fiebifa  ludlbriam. 

An  ii^itanre  of  thia  deplorable  merriment  haa  oo^ 
curred  in  the  couree  of  bat  week*  at  Olney.  A 
foaat  gave  the4)ocaaion  to  a  cataatrophe  truly  ahock- 
mg.  YouTB,  my  dear  fiiend,  W^  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  ;..  NEWTON, 

July  19, 1784. 
Ik  thoae  daya  when  Bedlam  waa  open  to  the 
cruel  cnrioeity  of  holiday  ramblers,'  I  have  been  a 
visiter  there.  Though  a  boy,  I  waa  npt  altogether 
inaenaible  of  the  .miaeiy  of  the  poor  captivea,  nor 
destitute  of  feeling  for  them.  But  the  madneae  of 
some  of  them  had  such  an  humorous  air,  and  dia- 


TO  THE  REy.  J.  NEWTON. 

MT  SEAR  fHiEMD,  July  28, 1784. 

I  MAT  perhaps  be  lihbrt,  but  am  not  vrilling  that 
you  ahoold  go  to  Lymington  without  first  having 
had  a  line  from  nto.  t  know  thatplace  well,  hav- 
ing ape^t  six  weeks  there,  above  twenty  years  ago.' 
The  town  is  neat,  and  the  country  delightful.  You  i 
vvalk  well^  and  will  consequently  find  a  pert  of  the 
coaat,  ^called  Half-Cliff,  vrithin  the  reach  of  you^' 
ten  toea.  It  waa  a  favourite  walk  of  mine ;  to  th^ 
beat  of  my  remembrance,  about  three  milea  dia* 
tanee  fiom  Lymington.  There  you  may  atanj 
upon  the  beach,  and  contemplate  tiie  Needle-rod^. 
At  leaat  you  might  have  done  ao  twenty  years  agf . 
But  aince  thatiime  I  think  it  ia  folton  fiKHU  ita 
base,  and  ia  drowned,  and  is  no  longer  a  visible 
object  of  contemplajdon.  I  wiah  you  may  pasa 
your  time  there  happily,  aa  in  all  probability  you 
will,  perhapa  uaefblly  too  to  others,  undoubtedly  ao 
loyo\uaelf.  * 

The  manner  in  which  you  have  been  previoualy 
made  acquainted  vrith  Mr.  Gilpin  givea  a  provi- 
dential  air  to  your  journey,  and  afforda  reason  to 
Hope  that  you  may  be  charged  vrith  a  message  to 
him.  I  a^nire  him  aa  a  biographer.  But  aa  Mra. 
IJnwin  and-  I  were  talking  of  him  last  night, 
we  could  not  but  wonder  that  a  man  ahould  aee  , 
80  much  excellence  in  the  lives,  and  so  much  ^ory 
and  bisauty  in  the  deatha  of  the  martyrs,  whom  he 
haa  recorded,  and  at  the  aame  time  diaapprove  the 
priaciplea  that  produced  the  very  conduct  he  ad- 
mired. It  seems  however  a  step  towards  the  truth, 
ta applaud  the  firuita  of  it;  and  one  can  not  help 
thinking  that  one  step  more  would  put  him  in 
posseaabn  of  the  truth  itself.  By  your  means  may 
he  be  enabled  to  take  it !        ' 

We  are'  obliged  to  you  for  the  preference  you 
would  have  given  to  Olney,  had-  not  providence 
deterinined  your  course  another  way.  But  ua, 
when  we  saw  you  last  summer,  you  gave  us  no  rea- 
son to  expect  you  thia,  we  are  the  leaa  diaappmnted. 
At  your  age  and  mine,  biennial  visits  have  such  a 
gap  between  them  that  yre  can  not  promise  our- 
selyea  upon  those  terma  very  numerous  future  in- 
terviews.   But  whether  ouia  are  to  be  many  or 


played  itself  in  so  tt^any  whimsical  freaks,  that  it 
was  impossible  not  to  be  entertainecl,  at  the  same 

time  that  I  waa  angry  with  myself  for  being  so.  jfew,  you  wiD  always  be  welcome  to  me,  for  the 
A  Kne  of  Boumb'a  ia  very  expressive  of  the  spec-  sake  of  the  oAnfortable  da^^  that  are  past    In 
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my  pnMBt  itale  of  utad  my  ftkndBUp  f»  3nn 
tndeed  i^  m  waurm  ns  «ifer.  But  I  M  myiidf 
very  indifferently  qualifled  (pte  yioar  onrnpamnm. 
Otber  dayi  than  tbeie  Ingiarioos  and  unpiofiUble 
ones  are  promiBed  me,  and  when  I  aee  them  lahall 
vejoice.  j 

lwwii»9ivvAmBm^Qfywtt4^immTfBh9ck. 
He  is  b^ppy  at  least  in  thi«,  Out  vhetbttlie  haw 
brains  or  none,  he  strikes  ipithimt  the  danger  of 
being  strieken  again.  He  could  not  wish  to  en- 
gage in  a  controveny  upon  ^easier  tenns.  The 
other,  whose  publication  is  pos^ned  tiU  Christ- 
mas, is  resolved,  I  suppose,  to  do  something.  But 
do  what  he  will  he  can  not  prove  that  you  have 
not  been  aspersed,  or  that  you  have  not  refuted  the 
6haige ;  which  unless  he  can  do,  I  thij&  he  will 
d(t  little  to  the  purpose. 

Mrs.  Unwin  (hinks  of  you)  and  always  with 
a  gia^ful  recollection  of  yours  and  Mrs.  Newton's 
kindness.  She  has, had  a  nervous ^ver  lately. 
But  I  hope  she  is  better..  The  weather  forbids 
walking,  a  prohibition  hurtful  to  us  both. 

We  heartily  wish  yov^a  good  journey,  and  are 
affectionately  yours^  W.  0.  and  M.  IT. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UlTWIN. 

MY  DEAR  FRI£ND,  '    Atig^  14,  1784. 

I  GIVE  you  joy  of  a  jeumey  performed  without 
trouble  or  danger.  You  have  traveled  &ve  Jiun- 
dred  miles  without  having  enoounteved  either. 
Some  neighbours  of  ours,  about  a  foittnight  since, 
made  an  excursion  only  to  a  neighbouring  village 
and  brought  hom^  with  them  firactuied  skulls,  and 
broken  limbs,  and  one  of  them  is  dead.  For  my 
own  part,  I  seem  pretty  much  exempted  £Nun  the 
dangers  of  the  rocui.  Thanks  to  thai  tender  in- 
terest and  odnoem  which  the 'legislature  takes  in 
my  security  I  Having  no  doubt  their  foars  lest 
so  preciops  a  life  should  determine  too  soon,^and 
hy  some  untimely  stroke  of  misadventure,  they 
have  made  wheels  and  horses  so  expensive  that  I 
am  not  likely  to  owe  my  death  to  either. 

Your  moUier  and  I  continue  to  visit  Weston 
daily,  and  .find  in  those  agreeable  bowers  such 
amusement  as  leaves  us  but  little  room  to  regret 
that  we  can  go  no  further.  Having  touched  that 
theme,  I  cans  not  abstain  ficomthe  pleasurb  of  tell 
ing  you  that  our  neighbours  in  that  place,  being, 
about  to  leave  it  for  same  time,  and  meeting  us 
there  but  a  few  evenings  before  their  departue,  en- 
treated us  during  their  absence  to  consider  the 
garden,  and  all  its  contents,  as  our  ojirn,  and  to 
(gather  whatever  we  liked,  without  the  least  scru- 
ple. We  accordingly  picked  strawberries  as  often 
as  wc  went,  and  brought  home  as  many  bundles 
if  honey-suckles  as  served  to  perfume  our  dwelling 
till  they  returned. 


Oliee  more,  fay  tks  aid  of  Loid  Daftxaoodi,  I 
find  myssif  a  voyager  m  the  Pacilie  ocean.  '  In 
our  last  nif^itisleetan  «•  made  oar  aeqaaintanoe 
with  the  idand  of  Hapaee,  where  we  had  never 
beflm.  The  Freneh  «nd  itafiana,  it  seems, 
havse  favt  little  cause  to  pfaime  themselves  on  ae- 
it  of  thsff  aehieTemBntB  in  liie  dandng  way; 
and  W9  nay  hereafter,  without  much  refining  at 
it,aelm0wled0StheiraiDq[»erioDlyintlkatait  They 
are  ei|ii«&ed,  perfa^is  ezeelled  by  savages.  How 
WQDderftd,  that  without  anyinterooum^  with  the 
politer  world,  and  having  made  no  proficiency 
in  any  other  apeompHshment,  liiey  should  in  this 
hoOTever^have  mde  themselves  siieh  adepts,  that 
for  regularity,  and  grace  of  motion  they  night  even 
be  ear  mastera.  How  wsondeiiultoo,  that  wfth  a 
tub  and  a  stick  ^bby  shoidd  be  dile  to  produce 
sod^  harmony,  as  persons  aocustomed  to  the  BweeU 
e*  musie  dua  not  hut  hear  m$h  pleasure.  Is  it 
juit  vvry  difficult  to  aeooont  for  the  BtriUBg  dififer- 
enoe  of  character,  that  obtains  amsog  the  inhabi- 
tants of  these  islandsl  Many  of  them  are  near 
nei|^kbon»oko  each  other.  Their  opportomiies  of 
improvement  mnch  the  same;  yet  some  of  them 
are  in  a  degree  polite,  discover  syittptoms  of  taste, 
and  have  a  sense  of  elegance;  vrfaile  othere  are  as 
rude  as  i«b  naturally  expect  to  ftid  a  people  who 
have  never  had  any  oomnnmication  witli  the 
northern  hemisphere.  These  vokonesfumiah  much 
matter  of  philosophical  specolaition,  and  often  en- 
tertain me  even  while  I  am  not  cmplojad  in  read- 
ing them.  • 

I  am  Sony  yon  have  not  teen^ahle  to  Moertsin 
tbe  doabtftd  inteOigeoee  I  iiave  received  on  the 
sdbjeet  of  ooutt  skirts  and  bosoms,  i  am  now 
every  day  occupied  in  giving  all  tiie  grace  Tcan 
to  my  new  production,  and  in  trai»crihing  it  I 
shall  soon  arrive  at  the  passage  tiiat  censures  that 
folly,  which  I  shaU  be  loth  to  exponge,  bat' which 
I  must  not  spare,  unless  tiie  erimmab  can  be  con- 
victed. The  vradd  however  ui  not  so  W]|»oduo- 
tive  of  subjects  of  censure,  but  tiiat  it  may  posci- 
bly  supfdy  me  with  eome  other  that  may  serve  me 
as  weU. 

If  you  know  any  body  that  is  writing,  or  in- 
tends to  write,  an  epic  poem  on  the  new  regula- 
tion of  franks,  you  mi^  give  him  my  complimenti^ 
and  these  two  lines  for  a  beginning — . 

Haa  qooiamatttM  nunc  tarqaec  eptalola  nial 
VeeUgal  cexuun,  periumqua  gntia  FrauUl 

Youre  fejthfully,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Av^uH  16, 1784. 

Had  you  not  expressed  a  desire  to  hear  from 
me  Ijcfore  you  take  leave  of  Lymington,  I  certainly 
should  not  have  ^answered  you^so  soon.    Kn^w- 
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ing  tbfi  f^Boe,  tmX  ihe  amuwoMiilB  it  affoida,  I 
•btoald  h«ve  haA  ome  vodeaty  thaa  to  •Ufiqpote 
VYKlf 'Capable  of  adding  luiy  thing  to  yowr  pee- 
«eiit  entortaiaoieftto  woitl^  to  iwk  with  thraa. 
I  am  not  JbpwTor  total^doBtituto  of  ffucbpfea* 
soieB  «8  an  aoUiid  opuntiy  may  {Wfeteod  ta  If 
iBjr  windowB  do  not  oommaQd  aview  cf  the  ooean, 
at  leaflt  thi^  look  out  upon  a  profiuioiai  of  .migno- 
netto;  which,  if  it^  moi.MO  grand  an  object,  is 
however  ^oite  as  itapaal:  feoid  if  I  ha;ve  set  a 
bennit  in  agiotto,  I  tavenewerthQlost  mjoetf  in  a 
green-house,  a  fees  Teneiable  figure  periiapa,  but 
net  at  all  iess  animated  than  he;  lunr  axe  we  in 
this  nook  altQge^er  fnnuehed  with  such  means 
of  philosophical  ezpeiuiient  and  speeulatii>n  as  at^ 
present  the  world  tings  with.  On  Thnnday 
mnning  luL,  we  sept  up  a  balloon  from  Ember- 
ton meadow.  Thnce  it  rose,  and  as  oft  descend- 
ed, and  in  the  Wning  it  per&nned  another  flight 
at  ICewpoft,  where  it  went  up,  and  oaoie  down  no 
niore:^  like  tb^  arrow  dSschaiged  at  the  pigeon 
in  the  Tirojaii  games,  it  kindled  in  the  aar,  and 
was  coni^kmied  in  a  moment.  I  have  not  heard 
what  inteqnretation  the  soo^isayen  have  given  to 
the  omen,  fant  shall  wonder  a  IHtle  if  tiie  Newton 
shepherd  prpgnosticaie  any  thnig  less  firom  it 
than  the  moot  bloody  var  that  was  ever  waged  in 
Europe.  -. 

I  am  reading  Cook^  lastw^age,  and  a^  nmdh 
pleaeed  and  unused  with  it  It  seems  that  in 
same  oi  the  Friendly  iiles,  tibey  ezoel.so  much  in 
dancing,  and  perform'  that  operation  with  such 
«»TqiArito  delicacy  and  grace,  that  they  are  not 
surpassed  even  upon  our  European  stages.  0{ 
that  Vestxis  had  been'  in  the  ship,  that  he  might 
have  seen  hinudf  outione  by  a  saFa^.  The 
paper  indeed  teHs  us  that  the  queen  cf  Fiance 
£as  clapped  tbiakin^  ^of  capcn  up  in  prison,  ^r 
defining  to  dance  before  her,  on  a  ^ratonoe  of 
flicknesB,  when  in  6et  he  was  in  perfect  health. 
If  this  be  troe,  perha^  he  may  by  this  time  be 
prepared  to  second'  sudi  a  vrish  as  mine,  and  tc^ 
think  that  the  duranoe  he  snflera  would  be  well 
exohafnged  for  a  dance  at  Anamooka.  I  should 
noVrever  as  fittle  have  expected  to  hear  that 
these  isUmden  had  such  oensuminate  skiD  in 
an  art,  that  requires  so  mndi  ^tasto  m  the 
conduct  of  the  person,  as  that  they  were  good 
mathematicians  and  astronomers.  Defective 
they  ar^  in  eveiy  branch  of  knowledge,  and  in. 
every  other  fljpedes  of  refinement,  it  seems  won- 
derful thikt  they  should  arrive  at  such  perfection 
ra  the  dance,  whidi  some  of  our  Englidi  gentle- 
men, with  aH  the  assislpnneofFieneh  mstraetian, 
find  it  impoaaUe  to  learn.  We  must  conclude 
therefore  that  particular  nations  have  a  genius  for 
oarticular  feats,  and  that  our  neighbours  in  France, 
nd  our  friends  in  the  South  sea,  have  minds 


very  nearly  akin,  though  they  inhabit  countries  so 
very  mmoto  from  ^aoh  other. .  * 

Mrs,  Unwin  wmemben  to  ha*e  been  in  obm*' 
psny  with  Mr.  Gilpin  aJt  her  brother's.  €h8 
thought  him  veiy  aenable  and  polite,  and  conse* 
quently  very  agreeable. 

Weaea  truly  glad  ibat  Mm'  Newton  and  your- 
self arp  so  waU,  and  that  there  is  reason  to  hope 
that  ElijBa  is  better.  You  will  learn  fiEom  this  let- 
ter that  we  are  so,  and  that  for  my  own  part  I  am 
notquitoso  low  in  spiritoas  at  some  times.  Learn 
too,  what  you  knew  before,,  that  we  love  you  all, 
and  that  I  am      • 

Your  afiectionate  fiiend,  W.  C." 


TO  tHE  REV.  \KILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  dkah  frceni),  O/ney,  Sept.  11, 1784. 

YotJ  have  my  thanks  for  the  inquiries  you  have 
made.  Despairing  however  of  meeting  with  such 
confirmation  of  that  new  mode,  as  w(Mild  warrant 
a  general  stricture,  t  had,  before  the  receipt  of 
your  last,  discarded  the  passage  in  which  I  had 
censured  it.  I  am  jnoceeding  in  my  transcript 
with  all  possible  despatch,  having  nearly  finished 
the  foui^  book,  and  hoping,  by  the  end  x>f  the 
month,  to  have  completed  the  work.  When, 
finished,  that  no  time  Itaay  be  lost,  I  purpose 
taking  the  first  opportunity  to  transmit  it  to  Le- 
man-street;  but  must  beg  that  jrou  will  give  me 
in  your  next  aiv  exact  direction,  that  it  may  pro- 
ceed to  theLmark  without  any  hazard  of  a  miscar- 
jriage.  A  second  transcript  of  it  would  be  a  la- 
bour I  should  very  reluctantly  undertake;  for 
though  I  have  kept  copies  of  all  the  material  al- 
terations, there  are  60  many  minutie  of  which  I 
have  made  none;  it  is  besides  slavish  work,  and 
of  all  occupations  that  which  I  dislike  the  most  I 
know  that  you  will  lose  no  time  in  reading  it,  but 
I  must  beg  you  likewise  to  lose  none  in  convey- 
ing it  to  Johnson,  that  if  he  chooses  to  print  it,  it 
may  go  to  the  press  immediately;  if'  not,  diat  it 
may  be  ofiered  directly  to  ydcir  firiend,  Longman, 
or  any  other.  Not  that  I  doubt  Johnson's  afloept- 
ance  of  it,  for  he  will  find  it  more  ad  caphun  pe> 
ptdi  than  the  former.  I  have  not  numbered  the 
lines,  except  of  the  four  firrt  books,  which  amount 
to '  three  thousand  two  hundred  and  seventy-six. 
I  imagine  therefore  that  the  whole  contains  above 
five  thousand.  I  mention  tins  circumstance  now, 
because  it  may  save  him  some  tfouble  in  casting 
the  size  of  the  book;  and  I  might  possibly  forget  H 
in  another  letter. 

About  a  fortnight  einos,  we  had  a  visit  finm 
Mr.  — -s,  whom  I  had  no^seen  many  years.  ^ 
introduced  huDsdf  to  us  very  politely,  with  many 
thanks  on  hia  own  part,  and  on  the  part  of  his 
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fiunily,  fot  the  amtiflement  which  my^book  had 
afforded  them.  He  said  he  was  Bare  that  it  miut 
make  ita  way,  and  hoped^th^  I  had  not  layed  down 
rhe  -pen.  I  only  told  him  in  gieneral  tenna,  that 
the  use  of  the  pen  was  neoeaaaiy  to  my-  wdl  bfr< 
ing,  but  gave  him  no  hint  of  thia  last  production. 
He  8aid  that  one  paaaage  in  particiQar  had  abao- 
lutely  electrified  him,  meaning  the  deacription  of 
the  Briton  in  Table  Talk.  He  aeemed  indeed  to 
emit  some  sparka  when  he  mentioned  it.    I  was 


aubject  of  me  or  mine  to  any  but  yourself,  the 
ploiaure  I  have  in  doing  it  ia  a  most  innocent  one, 


that  in  my  jodgmsnt  of  it  has  been  my  unworthy 
of  your  acceptance,  bat  my  conadenoe  waa  in 
aome  measure  aaBj^Bed  by  reflecting,  that,  if  it 
were  gopd  for  no^iing,.  at  the  aame  time  it  coat 
yon  nothing,  except  the  trouble  oi  reidling  iL  But 
the  caae  ia  alterad  now.  ^  You  must  ^y  a  aolU 
price  for  frothy  matter,  and  though  I  do.  not  abso- 
lutely pick  your  po<^et,  jet  yon  lose  your  money, 
and,  as  the  saying  ia,  are  never  the  w^. 
My  gi^eenrhouae  is  never  so  pleaaant  as  when 


glad  to  have  that  picture  noticed  by  a  man  of  a  we  are  just  upon  the  point  of  being  tamed  out  t)f 
cultivated  mind,  because  I  had  always  thought 
well  of  it  myself,  and  had  never  heard  it  distin- 
guished before.    Assure  yourself,  my  William, 
and  though  I  would  not  write  thus  freely  on  the   rammet;  wh6n,  the  winds  being  generally  brisk,  ^ 


it  The  gentleness  of  the  autumnal  suns,  and  the 
of  this  latter  aeason,  make  it  a  much 
more  agreeable  retreat  than  we  ever  find  it  in  the 


^e  can  not  cool  it  by  admitting  a  auffident  quantity 
>f  air,  without  being  at  the  aame  time  inopmrnoded 


and  partakes  not  in  the  least  degree,  so  (ar  as  my|^y  it  But  now  I  sit  with  tJH  the  wii^dows  and 
conscience  is  to  be  credited,  of  that  vanity  with  [Vhe  door  wide  open,  and  am  xegalod.  with  the  scent 
which  authors  are  in  general  so  justly  chargeable.  >f  levery  flower  in  a  gi^n  as  full  of  flowers  as  I 
Whatever  I  do,  I  confess  that  I  most  sincerely  nave  known  how  to  make  it.  We  keep  no  bees, 
wish  to  do  it  well,  and  when  I  have  reason  to  hope  but  if  I  lived  in  a- hive  I  should  hardly  hear  more 
that  I  have  auccej^ed,  am  pleased  indeed,  but  not  of  their  music.  All  the  bees  in  the  neighbour- 
proud;  for  He,  who  has  placed  every  thing  out  hood  resort  to  a  bed  of  mignonette,  opposite  to  the 
of  the  reach  of  man,  except  what  he  freely  gives  srindow,  and  p^  me  for  the  honey  they  get  out 
aim,  has  made  it  impossible  for  a  reflecting  mind,  i>f  it  by  a  hum,  which,  ^ugh  rathi»r  monotonous, 

as  agreeable  to  my  ear  as  the  whistling  of  my 
All  the  sounds  that  nature  uttcirs  are  de- 
fhtful,  at  least  In  this  country.    I  should  not  per- 
ps  find  the  roaringoflionsinAfinca,or  of  bean 
Roasia,  veiy  pleasing;  but  I  know  no  beast  in 
England  iKrhoee  voice  I  do  not  account  musicai, 
kve  and  except  always  the  braying  <^  an  asa. 
~ie  notes  of  afl  our  birds  and  fowls  please  me, 
one  exception.    lahouldnot  indeed  think 
Ipf  keepmg  a  goose  in  a  cage,  that  I  might  hang 
hini  up  in  the  parlour  for  the  sake  of  his  melody, 
but  a  goose  upon  a  common,  or  in  a  farm  yard,is 
no  bad  performer;  and  as  to  insects,  if  the  black 
beetle,  and  beetles  indted  of  all  hues,  will  keep 
out  of  my  way,  I  have  no  objectipn  to  any  of  the 
rest;  on  the  contzaiy,-  in  whatever  key  they,  sing, 
from  the  gnat's  fine  treble,  to  the  base  of  the  hum- 
ble bee,  I  admire  ^em  all.    Seriously  however  it 
Btrftes  me  as  a  f eiy  observable  instance  of  provi- 
dential kindness  to  man,  that  such  an  exact  accord 
has  been  contrived  between  his  ear,  and  the  sounds 
with  which,  at  least  in  a  rurul  situadon,  it  is  al- 
most every  moment  visited.    All  the  world  is  sen- 
sible of  the  uncon^ibrtable  effect  that  certain  sounds 
have  upon  the  neryes,  and  consequently  upon  the 
q>irits — And  if  a  sinfhl  world  had  been  filled  with 
such  as  would  have  curdled  the  blood,  and  have 
made  the  sense  of  hearing  a  perpetual  inconveni- 
ence, I  do  not  know  that  we  should  hate  had  a 
right  to  complain*   But  now  the  fields,  the  woods, 
the  gardens,  have  each  their  concert,  and  the  ear 
of  man  is  for  ever,  regaled  by  creatures  who  seem 
only  to  please  theitiaelves:    Even  the  ears  that  are 


that  knows  this,  to  iodulge  so  silly  a  passion  for  a 
moment  Yours,  W.  C, 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESa. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  Sept.  11,  17B4. 

I  HAVE  never  seen  Dr.  Cotton^s  book,  conoem- 
.ng  which  your  sisters  question  me,  nor  did  1 
know,  till  you  -mentioned  it,  that  he  had  written 
any  thing  newer  than  his  Visions.  I  have  no 
doubt  that  it  is  sd  far  worthy  of  him,  ^  to  be  pious 
and  sensible,  and  I  believe  no  man  Hving  is  better 
qualified  to  write  on  such  subjects'  as  his  title 
seems  to  announce.  Some  years  have  passed 
since  I  heaid  from  him,'  and  conndering  his  great 
age,  it  is  probable  that  I  ahall  hear  firom  him  no 
more ;  but  I  shall  always  respect  hihi.  He  is  truly 
a  pfaflosopher,  according'  to  my  judgment  of  the 
ohaii^tery  every  tittle  of  his  knowledge  in  natural 
subjecta  being  cbiuiected  in  bis  mind  with  the 
firm  belief  of  an  Omnipotent  agent 

Yours,  &c.  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  Sept.  18,  1784. 

Following  your  good  example,  I  lay  before  me 
a  sheet  of  my  largest  paper.  It  was  this  moment 
fair  and  unblemished,  but  I  have  begun  to  blof  it, 
and  having  begun  am  not  likely  to  cease  till  I; 
have  spoiled  it    I  have  sent  you  many  a  sheet 


nigitlTPfi  hy 


Google 


L»17>,  174.. 


piT^fais. 


1K» 


dmf  to  .the  Qovpel  um  Aoutina«%  entertaiBed^ 
though  without  koowiog.  ii^  bQr.soands  fiar  which 
they  Alb .  aolefy  indebted  'to  Us  author,  There'M. 
wmewheoPB  in  infinite  space  a  world  thAt  does  not 
fQ0  within  the  precinct^of  meicy,  and  as  it  is  lea- 
■onable,  and  even  sciiptur94«  to  suppose  thlsit  there 
is  mufitf  iik  Heaven,  ii^  .those  dismal  regions  p^ 
haps  therevene  of  it  is  ibund;  tones  so  dismal,  as 


mioa|e  even'deqmir.  Hut  my  paper  ailmonishwi 
me.ini^ood  time  to  draw^  rein^,  dod^  to  check 
tW  descent  <)f  myianicy  into  de^ps,  with  wlpch 
she  18  but  too  fiuniliar.  Our  beet  bve  attends  yoi^' 
both.  Yours,  W.C. 


tqprton.  WtHh  that  gentleman  W9  drank  choco- 
laJte,  -n^oe  1  wrote  last.  Tl^  occasioh  of  our  visit 
wasy  as  usual,  a  baUooiL  Your  mother  invitefl 
her,  and  I  hitn,  and  they  promised  to  return  the 
visit,  but  have  not  yet  po^rmed.  T&ut  U  monde 
«6  4nmvmt.  Id^  as  you  may  su{^)ose,  among  the 
rest,  Mis.  W  ■  . ,  Sl^e  was  diiv^  to  the  door 
by  her  adit,  ft  boy  of  .seventeen,  in  a  phaetpn, 


to  make  Wo  iOwlf  more  insupportable^  And  to  aco*  'drawn  by  four  hortes  from  Lilliput.    This  is  an 


.  TO  THE  REV.  WIUJAM  UNWIN. 

KT  DEAR  WIfcplAM,  Oct.  2, 1784. 

.  A  )>OET-can  but-  ill  spare  time  for  piote.  The 
tpith  is,  I  am  in  haste  to  finish  my  transcript,  t^at 
yoQ  may  reoeive  ]|  limb  enough  to  givc^it-a  leisure- 
ly ifeading  b^forfe  you  go  to  town;  winch  wh^hier 
I  shall  be  able  to  accomplish,  is  at  present  uncer- 
tain. I .  have  the  whole  p6nctuation'  to  settle,' 
which  in  bIan)L  verse  is  of  the  last  importance,  and 
c4'a  spedies  peculiar  to' thayt 'composition;  for^I 
know  no  use  of  points,  unless  to  direct  the  voice, 
the  management  df  which,  in  &e  reading  Jblank 
verse,'  being  more  difficult  than' in  the  reading  of 
any  otberpoetxy,  requires' perpetual  hints  and  no- 
tices,'to  regulate  the  inflectiomi,  cadences,  and 
pauses.  This  hovirever  is  an  dffilir  thilt  in  ^pite 
of  grammarians  must  be  left  ptett^  much  ad  libi- 
tum scriptorU.  For  I  suppose  6very  author  points 
according  to  his  own  reading.  If  I  can  sei^  the 
parcel  to  the  wagon  by  one  o'clock  next  WcdnU- 
day,  jou  ^1  have  it  op  Saturday  the  uUlth.  But 
ihis  is  more  than  I  expect.  Perhaps  I  'shall  not 
/be  able  to  dec^tch  it  till  the  eleventh^  in  which 
f  case  it  win.  not  rea^  you  t^ll  the  thirteepth.  I 
rather  think,  that  the  latter  of  these, two  periods 
win  obtain,  because,  beadeatthe  punctuation,  I 
have  the  argument  ofeach  book jto  transcribe.  Add 
to  thi^,  that  ikivmting  fotthe  printer,  I  am  forced 
to  write  my  best,  which  makes  slow  worlc  The 
motto  of  ike  whole  U—JFHt  surcultu  arbor.  If 
yon  can  put  the  author's  name  tmder  it,'  do  so-^ 
if  not,  it  must  go  without  one.  Fiar  I  knqw  not 
to-whinn  to  ascribe  it  It  was  a  motto  taken  by  8 
certain  prinoe*  of  Orange,  in  the  year  1733,  but 
not  to  a  poeni  of  his  own  writing,  or  indeed  to  any 
poem  at  i^,  but,  aa  I  think,  to  a*roedal. 

My.. —       -    -    «. 


ambil^uouBexpfeasipn,  And  should  what  I  write 
h<^w  be  legible  a  thousand^ea^n  hence,  might  puz- 
zle oominentators.  Be  it  kiiown  therefore  to  the 
Aldusses  and  Ihe  Stevenses  of  ages  yet  to  ^me, 

that  I''dQ  not  mean  to  affirm  tliat  Mrs.  W— ^ 

herself  came  from  Lilliput  that  morning,  or  indeed- 
that  .she  was  ever  there,  but  merely  to  describe 
thO-liorMs,  as  being  8odin^utive,.tkat  they  might 
bSf  with  propriety,  said  to  be  XJUiputian. 

'The  privilijge  of  franking,  having  been,  so  crop- 
ped, I  know  not  in  whft  manner  I  ai)f]  my  bobkr 
seller  ai«  to  settle  ,tKe  oonyeyanpfe  of  proof  .sheeto 
hidier,  and  back  again.  They  must  travel  1^  ima- 
gine by  coach,  a  large  quantity  of  them  at  a  time ; 
fbr,  like  other  authors,  I  find  myself  under  a  poeti-. 
cal  hecesaltj^  of  being  frugal. 

We  love  .you  all,  jointly, .  ondf  aQptttately,  as 

W.C. 


I  have  not  seen,  Toot  shall  see,  the  Dissenter's 
answer,  to  iAt.  NewtOD)  u^pleas  yoa>  o&n  fuiniih 
me  with  it;        .       .    - 


XO  THE  REV.  JOHI?  NEWTON. 

MT  B«Aa  FRIEND,       '  Oc/.  9, 1784. 

^TfiB  paans  you  Jiave  tak^  to  disengage  our  qpf- 
jespoD^enjce  from  the'  expense  with  which  it  was 
threatened,  oonvindi^  me  that  my  letters,  triviaf 
as  they  am,  are  yet  acceptable  to  yofVencourage 
me  to.obsQrve  mf-  nsiu^  punctuality.  You  com- 
plain, of  unconnected  thoughts..  I  believe  thar^  is 
not  a  head  in  the  v^orld  but  might  utter  the  same 
complaint,  «nd  that  all  would  do  sa,  were  they  all 
as  attentsirp  >q  their  own  vagaries,  and  as  honest 
as  youxB.  TJie  description  of  your  meditations  ajt 
leMt  juita  mine;  perhaps  I  can  gb  a  step  beyond 
you,  up<vi  the  same  ground',  and  assert  with  the 
truth  th^t  I  not  only  do  not  Xhink  with 
connexion,  bttt  that  I  frequently  do  not  think  at 
all.  I  am  much  mistaken,  if  i.do  not  often  catch 
my«Blf  napping  in  this  way;  for  when  .i  ask  my- 
self what  was  the  ;la5t  idea  (as  the  OBberBat  West- 
minster ask  -an  i^  boy  wfiat  was  the  last  word,) 


is  a  Cornish  member,  but  for  what ,  I  am  not  able  to  aii6wer,.but  like  the  boy  in  que'e- 
place  in  Cornwall }  know  not.  All  Tknow  of  him  t2on;:am  obliged  to  stare  and  say  nothing.  T]iih 
Is,  that  I  saw  him  onc^  dap  his  tvro  hands  upon  a '  may  b0  a  very  unphilosophical  account  of  n\yse]f, 
rail,  meaning  to  leap  over  it  But  he  did  nOt  thiilk '  an^  may  clash  very  much  with  the  general  opinion 
the  attempt  a  safe  one,  and  therefore  took  thebi '  of  the  learned,  that  the  soul  being  on  active  prin< 
off  again.  He  Was  in  company  with  Mr.  Throck-  [  ciple,  and  her  activity  consisting  in  thoMght,  <iho 
lo 
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in  jest,  that  lie  meant  riethingimt  his  xMm  unQse- 
ment^  and  that  o£  his  dbmpaDions.  I  do^bt  it. 
He'  ki^ows  fitUe  of  the  heart,  whd  does  not  Imow 
that  even  iq  a  sensible  man  it  is  flattareid  by  every 
species  of  exaltation.  But  be  it  so,  that  he  was 
in  sport — it  was  not  dumane,  to  say  no  worse  of 
it,  to  spoit  with  the  ignorance  of  his  friends,  to 
mock'their  sinipHcity,  to  Kmnour  a^d  acquiesce  iq 
their  blind  tiredulity.  Besides,, thoogh  SwSto^  or 
stone  may  be  -worshipped  blameless,  a'  beititized 
man  may  not.^  He  Xnows  what  he  does,  and  by 
suffering  such  honou#tq  be  paid  him,  incurs  the 
guilt- Y)f,8acrilegc* 

We  are  'glad  tl^at  yoii  are  so  liappy  in  your 
church,  in  your  sopiety,  and  in  all  3rourconnefxions. 
I  have  not  feft  mysdf  room  to  s&y  any  thiqg  of 
tho'le^  we  feel  for  you. 

/     '    Yours,  my  dear  fiiend,  W.  C. 


raustcottsequendyiilways  think.'  l^f  pardon  me,^ 

mrsneurs  les  phflosophes,  theze  are  moments  when, 

if  I  think  at  aU,l  am  ut^eriy  unconscious  of  doing 
'  so,  and*  the  thought,  and  the  con9ciouspes8  of  it, 

seem  io  me  al  least,  <who  am  no  philosopher,  to  be 

insepiirable  fiom  each  odier.    Perhaps  however 

we  may  bckk  be  right;  ain^if  you  will  grant  "me 

that  I  do  jiot  alwt^s  think,  I  tHU  in  ^return' con- 
cede to  you  the  activity,  you  contend  for,  and  will 

qualify  the  difference  between  us'  by 'supposing 

that. though  the  sotil  be  in  herself  an  active  pi^- 

ciple,  the  mfiuence  of  her  present  uniofi  with  a 

principle  thaf  is  not  such,jnakes  her  often  dor- 
mant, Suspends  her  operations,  and  afiects'her'with 

iC  sort  6f -deliquiun^^n  which  she  suffers  a  tem- 
porary loss  of  all  her  functions.    I  have  related  to 

you  my  experience  trtily,  and  wtthoot  disguite;/ 
*  you  must  the^fore  either  admit  my  aseertieu,  that 

.the  soul  does  not  necessarily  always  act,,  or  deny^ 

that  mme  is  a  human  soul:  a  negative  that  1  am 

sui^  you  will  not  easily  prove.    So  <inuch  for  a 

dispute  Which  i  little  thought  of  being  engaged  in 

to-d^y:  *  •      »   ^ 

L^  ni^  I  had  a.  letter iiom  Lord  t>fiTtbio«t6. 

It  #as  to  apprise  me  of  Ihfi  'safe  atrival  of  Cook's 

last  voyage,  which  he  WKs'so  kind  as  to  teni,  me, 
.  in  St.  Jame's  Square.    The  readmg  of  those  vol- 

oines.affordU  me  Yniicli  amilsementywand  I  hope 

^pDie  iDi&ruclioii.  .  N^  ofaservati<ni  howeter  fi>9oed 

itself  upon  zoe  with  more  violence  than  one,  ihat 

I  could  not  hdp  mak(pg  on  the  death  of  Cajxtain 

Cook.    God  is  a  jealous-Qod,  tfndat  CMhyhee  the 

poor  man  wa«  content  to  be  worshippei^.  .  From. 

thatrngment,  the  reznalrkable  inteqx»iti6n  of  ^royi-w 

dente  in  his  favour,  was  converted  iht9  on  opposi- 
tion tha^. thwarted  all  his  purposes,    lie  left  the 

Scene  of  his  d)gification,  but  was.drivet^  back  to  it 

by  a  most  vpleni  cftorm,  in  which  he  suffered  mote 

than  in  any  Uiat  had  preceded  it '  When  fande- 

parted  he  left  his  worshipplBB  still  in&tuated  witli 

an  idea  of  his  godship,  consequently  wefl  disposed 

to  serve  him.    At  his  return  he  fi»uhd  (hem  sul- 

Ilen,  distrustfiil,'  and  niysterious.    A  trifling  theft 

was  comndtted,  which,  by  a  blunder  of  his  own 

in  pursuing  the  thief  i^r  the  f^peYty  had  been 

testored,  was  magnified  to  m  affair,  of  tiie  last 

importance.    One  of  theif^  fiivourite  chiefs  was 

killed  too 'by  a  blunder.    Nothing,  in  ^ort,  but 

blunder  and  inistak^  attended  him,  611  he  fell 

bitathfess  into  the  water,  and  then  aM  was  smooth 

again.    The  world  indeed  will  not  tike  notice,  or      '  ^"^Vi  enJoywi,  to  the  year  1772,  the  pleasflweof  conwis. 

s^,  that  the  dispensaUon  bore  evident  marks  .of  ^  T^?*  thj-lDuatricmfi  »!iimam  oo  boaid  hto  o^nAip.  U« 

Divine  displeasure;  hut  a  mihd  I  think  many  ^  i  l^iT  perwodedmy  fiiend  C5o^r  uuerty  intmf^ 

degree  spiritual  can  notoverlook  them.    We  know  ^nded  the  behaviour  of  CAptfiin  CooJc,  in  the  aifiiir  alhided 

from .trqth  itsetf,  that  the  death'  of  H^rod  was  for  ta    From  tLe  Iktle  pemnal  acquaintance^  wK&eb  I  had  my. 

a  similar  offence.     But  Herod  was  in  no  soise  a  '«^^  ^*  *'■  humane  and  truly  Chrteian  narigator,  and 

i;cUcverin  God,  nor  had  enjoyed  half  i^^p,atu-\^;r^,'^^;^^'^''^J^^^  ^^^^ 

^     ^'.r.  ■  ...  L     '    •    .      •       .  ^   jT       1  f«  him  to  have  acted,  under  any  circunwanoBBL  vndi  such 

mties  Wrth  which  our  poor  countryman  hftd  been  j^p,^  anogaece.  as  might  appear  oflenaiv*  ia  the  eyes  «f 
favoured.    It  may  be  urged  ]perhaps  that  he  was  the  Akoigfaty.   ifotey. 


'TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  ^NWIN. 

MY  DEAR  WILLIAM,  *  Od.  10,  1784. 

'I  SEND  you  four  quii^  of  verse,  which  haying 
I  ent,  L  shall  dismiss 'from  my  thoughts,  and  think 
J  o  moi^  Qfj  till  ,1  see  them  tn  prin^  1  have  not 
1  fler  all  found  time  or  industry  enough,  to  give  the 
1  ist  hand  to  the  poii^ts.  f  believe  hovrevbr  they 
I  pe  not  ve jy  erroneoijs,  though  in  so  long  a  work, 
{  [id  in  a  work,  that  requires 'liioety  in  thitf  particu- 
1  ij  Boipe  inaccuracies  will  escape.  Where  ypu 
i  id  any,  you  will  oblige  me  by  correcting  thcnu 
In  some  paa^eis,  especially  in  the  second  book, 
you-  will  observe  me  very  satirical.  Writing  on 
su6h  subjects  I  could  not  be  otherwise.  I  can 
write  nothing  without  aiming  at  least  at  usefulness. 
It  were  .beneath  my  years  to  do  it,  and  still  more 
dbhonourable  to  my  religion.  I  know  that  a  refor- 
mation of  such  abuses  as  I  have  censured  is  noi 
to  be  expected  fiom*.  the  offQlts  of  a  poet ;' but  to  < 
contemplate  the  world,  its  folKes,  its  videB,'its  in- 
difference t^  diit^j  and  its  fatrenuous  attachment  to 
what  i^  evil,  and  not  to  lepreliend,  were  to  ap- 
prove, it.  From  this  change  at  leii^  I  shall  be 
cleaf  ,  for  I  haye  neither  tacitly  nor  expressly  flat- 
tered either  its  characters^  or  its  cuistoms.  I  have 
paid  one,  and  only  one  compliment,  which  was  so 
justly  due,  that  1  did  not  know  how  to  withhold  it, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Let.  176. 


LETTERS. 


966 


especially  having  so  fair  an  occasion  (I  foigetaiy- 
sei^  there  is  another  ih  the  fiist  hook  to'^fz. 
Throckmorton  J  but  fhe  bompllknent  I  mean  is  tp 
Mr.      ■  It  is  however  so  maifaged,-  that 

nobody  bat  himself  can  malcp  the  applicatioa,  and 
you,  to  whom  I  &deee  the  secret;  a  delicacy  on 
jny  pari,;  which  so  inuch  ddficaey'  on  his  obliged 
me  to  the  observance  of! 

What  there  is  of  a  religious  cast  in  the  in>hune  1 
have  thrown  towards  the  end  of  it,  for* two  rea- 
Bons— -fii^ihat  I  might*  not  revolt  the  readet  at, 
\at  entrance— and  seoon^^,  thkt  hiy  best  impresk 
aoDs  might  be  madb  .last.  Were  I  to  write  as 
many  vdmite  asliopez  de  V^ga,  or  Voltaire,  not 
one  Qf  them  Would  be  vrithout  this  tincture.  If  the 
world  like  It  not,  so  mudi  the  worse  fx  thenL 


itRlf  make  a.voluBe  so  large  as  the  last,  or  as  a 
bookseller  would  wish.  I  say  this,  beoanse  when  I 
had  sent  Johnson  4ive  thouncnd  ver^,-  he  applied 
4>r  a  thousand  more:  \T^Pvo-years  sinoe^-IJicffian  a 
piece 'which' grew  to  Ae  Ikngth  of  two  hundred, 
and  ihae  stopped^  I  have  lately  resunsed  it{  and 
(t  b^eve)  shall  fin&h  it.  But  the  subject  is  finit- 
Ail,  and  will  not  be  comprised  in. a  smaller  com- 
pesBlhan  «even  qar  eight  hund|ed  verses.  It  turns 
on  the  q[uc8tion,  ^rhethef  an  education  at  hctbooA  or 
at  honie  be  preferable,  and  LshaU  g^ve  the  prefer- 
ence to  the  latter.  I  mean  that  it  shall  pursue  the 
tnik  ot  t^  fenmjr.  .  That  islo  say,  that  it  shaD 
visit  Stock  in  its  way  to  publication. '  Mf  design 
klse  is  to  inscribe  it  to  you.  But  yea  must  see  it 
first  ;'and  if  after  having seenit,  youshould  have  iviy 
make  all  the  ooncesnons  I  can,  that  I  may  pleasej  objection,  though  it  shofdd  be  no  bigger  than  tiie 
them,  but!  will  not  please  them  at  the  expense  of  tittle  of  an  «j  I  win  deny  myKlf  tfkatjpleaaore,  and 


my  conscience. 

My  desciiptions  are  all  from  nature.    Nbt.eiie 
of  them  second-handed. '  My  delineations  of  &e 


find  no  ihult'Wilii  your  refQsal.  I  l^ve  not  been 
'without  thoughts  of- adding  Johh  OiJpin  at  ^ 
tafl  of  all.  >  He  has  made  a  good  dealoC  noise  in 


,  heart  are  from  my  own  experience.  Not  o|ie.<oi  tiieworld.  andperhapeitmay  net  be  amiss  to  show, 
/  them  borrowed  from  books,  or  in  the  least  degree  that  though  I  write  generaD^^  with  a  serious  in- 
conjectural.  In  my  numbers,  which  I  have  varied  tention,  I  know  how' to  he  oocaiaoiudly  nieny. 
as  much  a£  I  could  (for'l^lank  verse  Without  varie^  The  Critical  Reviewen  chaiged  me  w^  an  atf 
of  numliers  is  no  better  than  bladder  and  string)  1  tempt  at  hubonr.^  John  having  been  mofi^cele- 
have  imits^  nobody,  though  sometimes,  peirhaps,  bratej  upon  the  score  of  humour  4hait-mi»tpieo^ 


there  may  be  an  appanunt  resemblance ;  because 
at  the  sam^  time  thaV  I  would  not  mdtate,'!  have 
noit  efifectually  differed. 

If  the  W(nk'can  not  boast  a  Tegular  i^an  "(in 
which  rei^)ect  however  I  do  not  think  ii  altogelther 
indefensible)  it  may  yet  boast;  that  the  reflections 
are  naturally  suggested^  always  by  the  precieding 
passage,  and  that  except  the'fiitii  book,  which  is 
mther  of  a  political  aspect,  the  whole  haq  one  ten- 
dency; io  discountenance  the  modbm  enthusiasm' 
after  a  London  life,  and  to.tecommend  rural 
and  leisure,  as  friendly  to  the  cause  of  piety  and 
virtue, 

If  it  [leases  you  I  shall  be  happy,  i^d  coDeot 
from  your  pleasdre  in  it  aii  omen  of  its  general 
acceptance.  Voun,  my  d«ai^  friend;  W.  C, 


TO  THE  I^EV.  WILLIAM  tJNWIN. 

MY  DEAA  WILLIAM,,  Oc«.'99, 1794. 

YoiiR  letter  has  relieved  me  from  some  anxiety, 
and  giv^n  me  a  good  deal  of  positive  pleasure.  I 
have  feith  in  your  judgment,  and  an  implicit  confi- 
dence in  the  nncenty  of  yomc.  approbation.  The 
writing  of  so  long  a  poem  u  a  serious  business 
and  the  author  must  lAiow  htUe  of  his  own  heart, 
who  does  nqt  in  some  dcfgree,  suspect  himself  of|  day. 
paitiaUty  to  Ins  own  pxoduction ;  &nd  who  is  he 
that  would-  Hot  be  mortified  by  the  discovery,  thai 
he  had  written  Gve  thousand  fines'  in' vain  1  The 
poem  however  which  you  have  in  hand,  will  not  of 


that  have  appe&red  in  niodeni  days,  may  berve  to 
exonerate  me  from  the  imputatieh :  but  in  thia  ar- 
tide  1  am  entirely  under  yoor  jndgment^and  mfaH 
to  be  set  down  by  it  All  these  togetiiervrill  make 
an  bctavo  volume  like  the  last  lahonld  have  told 
you,  that  the  piece  which  now  empkiya  me,  is  io 
riiyme;  I  do  not  intra^  to  write,  any  more  blank. 
It  is  more  difficult  than  rhyme,  ahdnot  so  amusing 
in  the  composition.  If,  when  you  n)ake  tiie  offer 
of.  my  book  io.  Johnsuh,  he  should  stroke  lus  chih, 
\Dd  look  upto  the  ceiling  and  j^<— '  Humph !' — 
anticipate  him  (I  beseech  you)  at  once,  by  say- 
ing,—* that  you  know  I  should  be  mnj  tiuit  he 
shovtld  undertake 'for  me  to  his  own  disadvatttage, 
or  that  my  volume  ahould  be  in  imy  degree  pressed 
nponliim.  I  i^ake  h^  the  oflfer  merely  because 
I  think'  he  would'  have  reason  to  osmplain  of  me, 
if  L£d  not.'  But  that  punctilio  onoe  satiflfiefi,  it 
is-a  matter  of  indifference  t9  me  what  puUialMf 
sends  me  forth.  If  Longman  should  have  diffi- 
etdtiei,  which  is  the  more  prdbabfe,  as  I  under- 
stand from  you  that  he  does  not  in  these  casert  see 
vrith  U&own  eyes,  Imt  WiB  consult  a  brother  poet, 
takie  no  pains'  to'conquer  ihem.  The  idea  of  be- 
ing hawked  about,  a^d  especially  of  your  bring 
th^  hawker,  is  insu^xntable.  Nichob(I  haVe 
heard)  is  the  most  learned  prmter  t>f  the  present 
He  may  tie  a  mah  x»f  taste  as  vi^  ai  iieam- 
mgpand  I  cfuppose  tiiat  yon  w^Kild  not  Want -a 
gentleman  usher  toijntrodube  you.  He  printethe 
Gentleman's  Magazine,  and  may  serve  09,  if  the 
others  should  decline;  if  not^  give  votnseifim 
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fikither  troiiUfi  about  the.  jnuUn.  I  mkj  poinUj 
epyj  viXbamf  mho  cam  affonl  to  .^ubliah  at  their 
om  eopeivw,  aqdM  ^^t  CMe  shouki  wxito  no 
moM.  B^t  ttie  MiMtificiaHon  would  not  \mtk  toy 
heart. 

Ipcooeed  lo'yooreonnetkns,  fiw  which  I  mcwt 
unaffeetedLy  Ihaukyov,  advcttisiK  to  tfaiom  in  thdf 
onior.- 

Page  140.--T]nitlL8enendly,«ithMittheairtic]e 
M£,  wocOd  not  be  mffioi«ntly  defii^  Thcseaiw 
muky.  flOitB  of  trftth,  phUMophioal,  mtithpinatiralj 
moral^  Ac;  and  a  wader  notmneH  accuitomed  to 
hear  of  Tel^eye  or  tfcriptiiral  imfth,  rn^kt  poai- 
Uy,  «id  indeed  eaai^  doubt  what  truth  was  par- 
ticafauiy  intended/  I  aoknowledge  tha^  grdie,  m 
my  uee  of  the  word,  cloea  not  oftehocfeur  in  poet- 
17.  Sb  neither  does  the  eubject  wluchl  ipiiidle. 
Ereiy  ipil^t  has  ita  own.terme,  and  religioaB 
onea  take  theiia  wit|i  nioit  paopnetylfrein  the  acqp- 
UiVQ.  Thence  X  take  the  woiEd^rroce.  .The  ear- 
eaitac  uie'  of  it  In  the  sMWths  of  infidels  I  adzsiti 
but  not  theit  autl|ority  to  jmsoribe  it^  especially 
as  God's.  faTour  in  the  abstrsct  hfui.no  either, 
wovd^  in  all  our^ia^guage,  by  whieh  it  can  be  Pi- 


page 160.— J)n]»rctf  tht  vUndJifMUlyt  mrnotai 
aU.— I  prefer  this  line,  be^Mise  of  the  intemipted 
mn  of  it,  havik^  always  ohsefred  that  alittle  nn- 
evenn^  of  this  sort,  in  t^ioag  work,  has  a  gpod 
•flfoct,  used,.  1  me^  apaziogj^,  ,and  with,  discie- 


Page  137.— ThiB  sfaocdd  have  been  no^  first, 
but  was  oierlooked.  Be  jdeeaed  to  <Uer  fer  me 
thus,  with,  the  difisfsnos  of  .only  one  -ifoid  fiom 
the  alterstioB  piofKMad  by  yoij^— 

.   We  t6o  are  firfeodfl  to  loyBifj.    WMn 
The  king  wlip  lorwtbe  Itw,  nripeeiB  fakbaoBdi!^ 


You  observed  probably,  in  y4nir  second  reading, 
tl^t  X  allow  the  life  of  an  animal  tobe  fidily  taken 
away,  when  it  int^feres  either  with  the  interest  or 
convenience  of  man.  Consequetntly  snails,  and  aU 
rdptBes  (hat  sppil  our  crops,  either  of  firuitx>r  grain, 
may  be  destroyed,  if  we  .can  catch  them.  It  g^yea 
nie  real  pleasure,  that  Mrs.  Unwin  so  readily  un- 
derstood me.  Bliaikverw,by«the  unusual  arrange- 
ment of  the  words,  and.  by  the  firequent  infusion 
of  one  line  into  another,  not  less  than  by  the  style, 
which  requires  a  kind  of  taagioal  magnificence,  can 
not  be  chargeable  with  ^uich  obscurity,  must,  rather 
be  singularly  perspicuous,  to  be  so  easily  cqmpre- 
hended.  It  is  my  labour,  and  my  principal  one» 
to  be  as  plea^-  as  poonble.  ^  You. do  not  mistake 
me,  when  you  si:^pose  that  I  haye  ,g>eat  respect 
fi>r  the  virtue  &at  flies  teo^tation.  It  is  that  sort 
of  prowess  which  the  whole  train  of  acripture  calls 
OS  to  manifest,  when  assailed  by  sensual  evil. .  In- 
tenor  nuschiefe  must  be^rappied  with.    Then  is 


no  flight  from  them.  But  sdlicitatisns  to  sin,  that 
address  themselves  fi»  our  bodil^^  senses,  are,  I  be- 
lieve, seldom  cangnwrd  in,  any  other  way. 

I  can^asily  see  that  jjfoamay  have  veiy  reasona- 
ble objeotiaBS  to  ny  dedkarfbiy  prqposaL  You  am 
a  cleqQFman,  and  I  June  banged  ysor  mder.  Yon 
are  a  child  of  oima.ipaier,  and  I  have  baqged  her 
tga'  Lay  younolf  therefece  under  no  constraints 
that  1  do  imt  lay  yon^nndeiE,  but  consider  yourKlf 
flk,^peilectly  free. 

With  our  best  lovfrto  yon  all,  I  bid  you  Jieartily 
farewells  I  am  tfaed  of 'this  endless  scribblement. 
Adiett!  Yanus,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  RfiV.  lOflN  WBWtON 

MT  DEAR  FRIBNQ,  Oct.  90,  1784. 

I  ACCEDfi  most  readily  to  Ithe  justneas  of  your 
remark  on  the  subjeot  of  the  thily  Boman  heroism 
af  the  Sandwich  islanders.  Proofeof.suchpsowets 
I  l^eheye  are  sddotn  ezhibitsd  by  a  people  who 
have  attafaiedto  a  high  degree  of  ciiolization.  Re- 
finement.  and  j^flig^cy  of . principle  are  too  nearly 
allied, 'to  admit  of  any  thing  so  noble;  and  I  ques- 
tion whether  any  instances  of  Aithfiil  inendship^ 
like  that  wjdeh  so  jnuch  afieeted  yen  in  the  be- 
haviour of  the  poor  savage,  were  produced  even  bj 
the  Romans  themselves,  in  the  latter  days  pf  the 
empire.  The^had  been  a  lution  whose  virtues  it 
isin^oariblenottowonUerat  But  Qree6e,  wtich 
ynj^  to  them  what  France  is  to  us,^  Pandora's 
box  of  nusciuef,  reduced  thei^  to  her  own  standard, 
and  they  naturally  soon  sunk  still  lower.  .  Religion 
in  tiiis  case  seems  pretty  mnch  out  of  ^  question. , 
To  thi^  pfoduction  of  sueh  heroism,  undebauched 
nature  herself  is  equal.  When  Ualy  waa  a  land' 
of  heroes,  she  knewnd  moae  tof  the  (rue  Gtod  than  i 
Ifer  c4ciri>doa  and  her  fiddlers  kobw^iir;  and  in- 
deed it  stems  a  matter  of  indiflferenoe,  whether  a 
Iw  horn  under  a  tnUh  whieh  does  iwt  in- 
fluence htm,  or  under  the  sctnal  influenoa  of  a 
lie;  ar  if  these  be  any  diflforanoe  between  the  two 
cases,  it  seenis  to  be  rather  in  favour  of  the  latter: 
for  a  fidse  persuasion,  sueh  as  the  Mahometan  for 
instance,  may  aninuiiB  the  courage,  and  iumish 
motives  for  the  contempt  of  death,  while  deapisers 
of  the  true  religipn  are  punished  fer  their  folly  by 
being  abandoned  to  t^  Ust  degrees  of  depravity. 
Accordingly  we  see  a  Sandwich  JsUnder  aacii- 
fidng  himself  to  his  dead  fiiend,  and  our  Christian 
seamen  and  mariners,  instead  df  being  igyiftitd 
by  A  sense  of  his  geiterosity,  butchering  him  with 
a  persevering  cruelty  that  will  disgrace  them  for 
ever:  for  he  was  a  defenceless,  unrsosting  enemy, 
who  meant  nothing  more  than  to  .fexKtify  hie  love 
ibr  the  deceased.  To  slay  him  in  such  dscum- 
stances  was  to  murder  hinp,  and  with  every  aggra- 
vation of  the  crime  that  can  be  imaginiA 
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«     I  axftsgaiaai  JFohiftKin'B  in  the  shapBof  a  poem 

•  IB  bliimk  ¥6186,  cortmUdng  of  ax  bo9k8^  ai|d  call^ 

.  The  Ta^    I  bc^ah  it  about  this  time  tjireLve- 

iBOBtht  and  vrithof  ■rynerimai  an.  hour  in  the  day, 

'  iifiniBrinMH»  half  a  one,  and* sometimes  two  hem% 

*  lia.T6  laid;  finished  IL    I  mentioned  it  not  soonef, 

because,  ahaoi^  to  the  la/B£  I  was  doubtful  whether 

I  should  ever  bnng.  it  to  »  conchisioiiy  working 

often  in  sncji  lufresB  of  nua4)L  ^t  while  it  spiuTed 

me  to  the  wpd^  ait  the  same  time  threatened  to 

(fisqiialify  jgoe  fi^  it.    Hij  bookeeUer.  I  -suppose  i^ 

be  as  taady  as  be^r&,    J  do  not  expect  tp  lip  bom 

into  the  iin>d<l  till  the  month  of  March,  when  I 

and  the  croduees  shall  j^eep  tegefeher^  .  Yon  n^y 

asKore  yonieeyf  that  I  shall  taJke  my  fint  oppoftu* 

nifty  to  wa^  on  you.    I  nt^an  likewia^  to  .grvtify 

nijaeff  by  obtruding  my  mvae  mpon  Mr.  Bacota. 

Adieu,  my,  dear  ftiend!  we- are  well,  and^kyro 
yoQ.  Yom^and  Mrs.  Kewton's,  W.  C. 


TO  TMEr  RfiV.  WIl^UAM  UNWIN. 

4C7  DSAR  FRISKn.  '    .    '      AoV.  1,^  1784. 

Werb  I  te  delay  my  answer,  I  ^uM  yet  write- 
withont  a  £rank  at  last,  and.may  as  w^  thewlbiid 
write  without  one  now,  especially  fteUng,  as  I  do, 
a  dedbre'to  thank  yon  for^  your*  fidtodly  n6Spes  so 
well  performed.  lam  glad  for  your  seke,  as  weljl 
as  for  my  dwtk,  thaft  yonsoceeededlin  tkefitBt'uoh 
stance;  and  that  (he  first  tmohle  proved  the  ktft.  I 
am'^willing.  too  to  eonnlei  Jofakieott'a  readiness  to 
acQept  a  second*  vdimie  of  mine^  as  an  aigument 
that  1^  least  hs  Was  nor  kxKr  by  the  former.  I  oql- 
ieet  from  it  some  reasonahle  hope  thatthe  volume 
in  question'  may  not  wrong  him  afeilher.  •  My 
imagination  telknie  (foci  know youinteSMt  your< 
self  in  the  success  of  my  pndoetbns)  that  your 
heart  fluttoed  vrhen  you  approached  Johnson'fi 
door,  asid  ihat  it  felt  itself  duakjogedW  a  burthen 
wiien  yon  came  out  again.    You  did  weD  to.men- 

Hon  it  at.the  Ti s*  they  will  now  know  that 

yoQ  do  net  pretend  a  share  in  Qiy  confidence, 
whatever  be  the  valpe  of  'it,  greater  than.ytm  ac-' 
tuaQy  posBsss.  I  votole  to  Mr  Newton  by  the  last 
post,  to  tril  him  that  I  vras  gone  to  th^  press 
again^  He  will  be  surprised  and  pei^ps  not< 
pleased.'  But  I  think  he  can  not  complain,  for  he 
keepaius  own  authorly  seeiets  without'parricipating 
them  with  me.  t  do  not  think  myself  in  th^  least 
Injured  by  his  weerve;  ncitller  4ioold  I,  if  heweie 
to  pnbfish'  a  wkole  Hbrary  withont  fitvouring  me 
with  any  psevooui  notice  of  his*  intentions.  )n 
these  cases  it  is  .nonviolation  of  the  laws  of  friend- 
ship not  io  'comnmnicate,  though  there  must  b^  a 
friendship  where  the«ommunicatien  is  made.  But 
nany  reaeeUI^  mayooncurin  disposing  a  writer  to 


to  his  fiiends.  The  influence  of  one  I  have  lek 
myself,  for  which  none  of  them  wonld  blame  me— 
{  mean  the  deeiie  of  surpriaing  agreei^bly.  And 
if  I'httve  denfed  mys^  this  pleasure  in  your  in- 
stance,' it-was  only  to  givia  myRif  a  greater,  by 
era^eating  fiom  your  mind  any  little  Feeds  of  sue^ 
pKnon,  that  m^ht  stiQ'  remam  hi  it,  that  any  man 
J  b  nearer  to  me  than  yourself.  1^  not 
tidr  consideration  forced  up  the  Sd  of  my  strong 
box  like  a  lever,  it  vrould'have  kept  IM  content* 
with  an  invisible  closmesstothe  hst;  and  the  first 
news*  that  either  you  or  any  of  my  friends  would 
have  heard  of  the  Task,  they  would  have  received 
from  the  public  papers.  But  you  know  now,  that 
neither  as  a  poet,  nor  a  man^  do  I  give  io  any  man 
a  precedence  iii  my  estimation  j^  your  expense. 

I  am  proceeding  .with  my  new  work  (vvhich  at 
present  t  fe^I> myself  jnuch  inclined  to  c^  by  the 
name  of  Tirocinium)  as  ffust  as  the  muae  jpermits. 
ft  has  reached  the  l^igth  of  seven  hundred  lines, 
and  will  pmbably  rec^ve  an  addition  of  two  or 

three  hundred  more.    When  joiic  see  Mr. 

perhaps  you  will  not  find  it  difficult  to '  procure 
from  him  half  a  dozen  franks,  addressed  to  your- 
self) and  dated  the  fifteenth  of  Deceipber,  in  which 
case,  they  vyijl"  all  go  to  the  post  filled  with' my 
lucubration^,  on  l5ie  evening  of  that  dajr.  I  do 
not  naoaiie  an  earlier,  because  I  hate  to  be  hu/ried;' 
and  Johnson  can  not  want  it  sooner  than,  thus 
managed,  it  win  reaeh  Bim. 

I  am  not  sorry  that  Jolxi^  Gilpin,  though  hitherto 
he  has  been  nobody's  child,  is-  likely  to  be  owned  at 
last.  .Here  and  there  I'ca^i  give  him  a  {ouch -that 
I  think'  vfill  mend'  him,  the  language  in  some 
places  not  .being  qtdte  so  qiiaint  and  oId-fa8hione4 
as  it  should  be;  and  in  one  of  the  stanzas  there  is 
a  fah»  rhyme.  When  I  haye  thus  given  the  fihish- 
ing  stroke  to  his  figure,  I  mean  to  grace  him  with 
two  mottos,  a  Greek  and  a.  Latin' one,  which, 
when  the  world,  shall  jsee  that  I  have  only  a  little 
one  of  three  Vrords  to  $he  volume  itself,  and  none  . 
to  the  books  of  which  it  consists,  they  will  perhaps 
understand  as  a  stncttuc  upon  that  pompinis  dL»-  • 
play  of  literature,  with  whidi  son>e  authore  take 
occasion  to  crowd-  their  titles.  Knox,  in  particu- 
lar, who  is 'a  sensible  man  too,  has  not,  I  think| 
fewer  than  half  a.  dol^n  to  his  Essays. 

Adieu,  W.  C'  . 


[TO  THE  b:EV.  WILLIAM  BULL.] 

November  8,  1784. 

Th£  Task,  as  you  know,  is  gone  to  the  presi^J 

since  it  went  I  have  been  employed  in  writing  anoJ 

ther  poem,  which  I  am  now  transcribing,  aAd  whicfal 

in  a  short  time  I  design  shall  follow.    It  is  enti-l 


tied,  Tirocinium,  or  a  Review  -of  Schools :  the  bo- 
keep  his  vvork  secret,  and  none  of  theid  injurious !  siness  and  puipose  of  it  are,  to  eeni^are  the  want 
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of .  diiciplnie,  ^ad  the  Qcai^daloos  ioattMitioii  to 
moral?,  that  obtain  uhthem,  wpectaily  in  the  laig- 
ett;  and  to  leooxomond  private  toidon  tm  a  mode 
of  education  preferable  on  all  aooomits)  tocall  up- 
on fathers^  tQ  became,  tutors  of  theU  own  boub, 
where  that  is  practicable ;  .to  take  home  a  domestic 
,  tutor,  where  itts  Aoi;  aijdif  neither  can  be  done, 
lo  piaoeifaeni  under  (he  care  of  such  a  man,,  as  |ie 
to  whom  i  am  jirriting,  some^rfiral  parson,  whose 
attention  is  limited  to  a  few. 

.   TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESCt. 
^T  D^R  FRIEND,  .  November ,  1784. 

To  condole  with  you  on  the  death  of  a  'mother 
aged  eight j<«even  would  be  absurdv^rather,  there^ 

.  fore*,  aff  IS  reasonable,  1  congratulate  you  on  the 
almost  singular  feheity  of  having  enjoyed  the  com- 
pany of  so  fltmiable  and  so  n6a^  a  relation  so  long. 
Your  ]fii  and  mine  in  this  respect  hav^  been  \eify 
differ^t,  as  indeed  in  almost  every  other.  Y6ur 
mother  l^ved  td  see  you  ripe,  -at  least  tp  see  you 
comfortsMy  esULblished  in  the  world.  Mine,  dy- 
ing when.  I  was  six  years  old,  did  not  live  ,to'  see 
me  sink  in  it  You  may  remember  with  {Measure, 
>fhile-y6u  live,  a  blessing  vouchsafed  to  you  so 
long;  and  I,  while  I  live,  must  regret  a  comfort  of 
which  I  was  deprived  so  early.    I  can  truly  say, 

.  that  not  a  week  passes  (perhapal  might  with  equal 
veracity  say  a  day)  in  which  I  do  not  think  of  her. 
3uch'  was  <he  impression  her  ten(iemeaB  made  up- 
on me,  though  the  opportunity  she  had  for  ehow-r 
ing.  .it  was  so  short  But'  the  ways  of  God  are 
equalrranid<  when  I  reflect  on  the  pangs  she  would 
have  sneered,  hod  shebeen  a  witness  df  all  mine, 
I  see  more  cause'  to  rejoio^  th&n  to  mourn,  ihat 
she  was  hidden  in  the  grave  so  soon. 
,  We  hav^,  as  yov  say,  lost  a  lively  and  sensible 
neigh\x)tir  in  Lady  Austen,  but  we  hayebeen  long 
acoustomed  to  a  state  of  retirement  within  one  de- 
gree of  solitude,  and  being  naturcilly,  lovers  of  still 
lUb,  can  relapse  into  our  ^mer  duality  without 
being  unhappy  at  the  chai^.  To  me  indeed  a 
third  is  not  necessary,,  while  1  cai^  have  the  com- 
panion I  have  had  theae  twenty  years. 

'  I  am  gone  to  the  press  af  ain;  a  volume  of  mine 
will  greet  your  hands  some  tune  either  in  the  course 
of  the  winter,  or  early  in  the  spring.  You  will 
find  it  perhaps  on  the  whole  more  entertaining  than 
the  former,  as  it  treats  a  great  variety  of  subjects, 
and^those,  at  least  th^  most,  of  a  subluiMiry  kin^ 
•  It  will  consist  of  a  poem  in  six  books,  .cailed  the 
Task«  To  vi^hich  vnl\  be  added  another,  which  I 
Unished  yesterday,  called,  I  believe,  Tirocinium,  on 
!he  subject  of  education. 

You  perceive  that  I  have  taken  your  advice,  and 
given  the  pen  no  rest.*  '     W.  C 


*  On  the  -21«t  of  this  moDOi'  the  iprri(er  ^omraenoed'  his 
naiMbtloii  of  Horoer. ' 


•  TO  THE  RPV.  JOHN  NEWT<W. 

iirr  DEAR  FRIEND,  *  N09.  37, 17S4. '' 

All  the  interest  that  you  take' in  my^new  pulK 
Iicatbn,  and  all  the'  plea^  that  you  m^  in'  behalf 
of'  your  right  to  ipy  confidence,  the  moment  I  had 
read  ^oiar  letter,  struck  me.  as  so  many  proo&~of 
your  regard;  of  a -friendship, 'in  which  distance 
and  time  make  no  abatement.  •  But  it  is  diflScult 
to  adjust'opposite  daimf  to  the  satisfacfloii  of  ail 
jiaities.  .  I  have  done  my  best,  and  must  feare  it 
to  your  candour  to  ^t  a  jvait  interpretation  vpon 
all  that  has  passed,  and  to  give  me  credit  for  it,  as 
a  certain  truth,  that  Whatever  seenHng  defects,  in 
^iiit  of  attrition  and  attachment  to  yon,  my  con- 
duct on  this  occasion  may  have  appeared  to -have 
been  chargeable  ^ith,'I  am  in  reality  as  clear  of 
aU  real  ones,  as  jou  would  wish  to  fiW  me. 

1-send  you  enclosed,  in  the  first  place,  a  copy  of 
the  advertisem^t  to  the  reader,  which  accounta 
for  my  title,  not  otherwise*  easily  accounted  lor — 
secondly,  what  is  called  an  axjgument,  or  a  summa- 
ry of  the  contents  of  each  book,  more  circumstan- 
tial and  dlfiiise  bjr  fiir  than  that  wh|ph  I  have  sent 
to  tho  press.  ^  It  will  give  you  a  pretty  accurate 
acquaintance  ^th  my  matter,  though  the  tenons 
and  mortises,  by  whidi  the  several  passages  are 
connected,  and  let  ii^  each  other,  cab  not  be  ex- 
plained in  a  syllabus — and  lastly,  an  extract  as  you 
desirpd.  The  subject  of  it  I  am  sure  wil^  pIcMe 
ypu,  and  as  I  have  admit^d  into  my.  descriptian 
no  images  but  what  are  scrijHnral,  and  have  aim- 
«d  as  ecactly  asl could  at  the  plain  and  dmpto 
subiimiCy  of  the  scripture  language,  I,  have  hopes 
the  mCmner  of  it  may  pleaso*  you  too.  As  far  as 
the  numbers  and  diction  are  oonoemed,  it  niay  serve 
pretty  wott  for  a  sample  of  the  whcae^ '  But  the 
subjects  betng  so  various,  no  angle  passage  can  in 
all  respects  be  a'spOeimen  of  a  book  at  large: 

My  principal  purpose  is  to  allure  the  reader,  by 
chAqpacter,  by  scenery,  by  imagery,  and  such  poeti- 
cal «mbellisnmentB,  to  the  reading  of  what  may 
profit  him.  Subordinately  to  this,  to  combat  that 
predeliction  in  favour  of  a  metropolis,  that  b^gan 
and  exhausts  the  country,  by  evacuating  it  of  afl 
its  principal  inhabitants :  and  oollateialiy ,  and  as 
fiir  as  is  consistent  with  this  double  intention,  to 
have  a  stjpke  at  vice,  vanity,. and  folly,  wherever 
I  find  them. .  1  have  not  spared  the  uniireraities. 
A  letter  which  appeared  in  the  Qencral  Evening 
Post  of  Saturday,  said- to  have  been  received  by  a 
general  officer, 'and  by  hhn  sent  to  the  press,  as 
worthy  of  public  notice,  and  which  has  aU  the  ap^ 
pearance  of  authenticity,  would  alone  justify  the 
severest  censure  of  those  bodios,  if  any  such  jus- 
tification were  wanted.  .  By  way  of  supplement  to 
what  I  have  written  on  tbk  subject,  I  have  added 
a  poem,  calle4  Tiroonium,  whiclt  is  in  rhyme.  It 
treata  of  the  scandalous  rehucation  of  that  disci- 
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pUne  that  dbCakis  in  tlmoat  aU  schoolflmnivtfBaUy, 
DDt  cspBciaUy  in*  the  laigeil,  i^hicb  ue  w  negU- 
gent  in  ibe  Artkko  of -inolal^,  itifX  hajw  are  de- 
bauched in  geneniihe  moment  the^  «ie  capible 
«f  bring  80.  tt  NoomtnendB  the  office  of  tutor.to 
the  fiohar,  wfatoe4here  k  bo  real  impedhnent^  the 
expedient  of  a  domestic  totot,  wl^ere  there  is;  and 
the  disposal  of  bojs  into  the  hands  of  a  respectable 
^oontfy  dcffgyman,  wi^limits  bis  atSjantion  t6  two^ 
in  all  casef  whoTQ^they.can  not'be'oonvementiy 
educated  at  home.  Mx.*ynwin  happilj  afibidiiig 
me  an  insTance  in  pointj-thb  poem  is-  itwcribed  tp 
luBL  .Yon  will  new  I  hope  coitamand  yoJUr  hui^ 
ger  -tirhe  patient^  and  be  i^tisfiedwith  the  luncheon 
that  I  send,-  till  dinner'  comes.  That  pie<9bmeal 
penual  of  the  work,  sheet  1^  sheet,  wonld  be  so 
dissdvantageous  to^  the  work  itself,  andi  therefore 
so  iraofMnfiMtable  to  me,  that  (I  daie^say)  yon«>wiIl 
waive  yoQjtdettfe  of  ii  A  poem,,  thus  disjointed, 
can  not  possibly  be  fit  fi>r  any.bodj^  inspection 
bat  the  author's: 

TiyHy's  TfoAe^'JNvUd  diet  sJne  2»ned'— will  make 
a  voluips  in  less  time  than  one  would  suppose.  J 
adhered  to  it  as  jrigidlyy.that  though  more  than  pnce, 
I  fixuid  three  lines  atf  many  as  I  hadtiotie  tocom- 
paas,  vtill-I  .wrote;  and  fifiding  Occasionally,  and 


siicm  Allowing,  tn  myjast  I  recomnMonded  it  to 
you  to  procure  franks  lor  the  oonveyanse  of  Tiio- 
dniiMn,  dated  on  a  day  therein  mentioned,  and  the 
earliest  which  at  that  tin^  I  ^ould  venture  to  ap- 
point. It  has  happened  however  that  the  poem  is 
finished  a  moiith  softer  than  I  expected,  andtvo- 
thinSs'of  it  are  at  this  thna&irly  transcribed;  an 
accident  to  whidi  the  'ri3ere  of  a  Parnassian  steed 
are  liable,  who  never  know,  before  .they  ipount 
him,-at  what  rate  he  ynH  choose  to  travel.  If  he 
be  indispoQed'to  despatch,  i£  is  impossible  to  acce- 
lerate his  pace;  if  otherwise,  equally,  impossible  io 
stop,  hiiil.  Therefore  my  errand  to  you  at  this 
rimei8lv>.cano|al  th6  former  assignation, .and  to 
inform  you  that  by  whatei^r  means  jou  pleas^^ 
and  as  soon  as  you  please,  the  piece  in  question, 
will  be  ready  to  attend  you;  for  virithout  exerting 
any  extraordinary  diligence,  I  shall  haye  completed 
the  traniitnipt  in  a  week. 

Thoicritics  wiQ  never  knpw  that  four  Kns»of  it 
'were  composed  .while  I  had^  dose  of  ipecacuanha 
on  my  stomach ;  in  shoit,  that  I  was*  delivered  of 
tbeenfetic  and  the  verses  in  the  same  moment. 
!,  Knew  they  this,  they  would  at  lea^  allow  me  to 
be  a  {toet  of  sing^ilar  industry,  and  confess  that  I 
lose  ■  no  .time.    I  have  heaid  of  poets  yrho  have 


ae  it  might  happen^,  a  ipo«e  fluent  vein,- the  abuh-  fouiyl  cathantics  of  sbvereign.use,  when  they  had' 
"  -         ^  -s  ,-•..-.  occasion  to  be  particularly 'biilUant  .  Drydenal- 

wa^  use^  ttiem,  and  in  commemora^on  of  it, 
j^ayes  in  the. Rehearsal  iamade  to  inform  the  au- 
dience that  in  a  poetical  emetgency  he  always  had 
recourse  to  stewed  proves.  But  I  am  the  only 
poet  who  has  dared  to  reverse  the  prescription,  and 
whose  ent^rise,  having  succeeded  to  admiration, 
warrants  him  to  recommend  an  emetic  to  all  Aitive 
bards^  as  the  most  infallible  means  of  producihg  a 
fluent  and  easy  versiflcation.  \ 

My  k>yq  to  all  your  flouily. 


dance  o^  one  day  made.me  amends  forthe  barren- 
neee  of  the  other.  But  I  do  not  'mean  to  write 
Uank  verse  agun.  Not  hawig  the  music  of  rhytaie, 
it  requires  so.cleee  an  attention  to  (lie  pamn,  and' 
the  cadeaoe,  and  sooh  a.  peculiar  mode  <^-expreel- 
sion,  as  to  remkr.ift,  to  Ute  at'leaat,  the  tgoA  diffi- 
cult  spoQite  of  poetcy  that  I  have  ever  meddled  with. 
I  am  obliged  ta  you,  and  to  Mr.' Bacon,  for  your 
kind  remeiqbraAeei  of  me  when  you^meet.  No  ai^ 
tirt  can  excel  as  he  does,  without  thie  finest  foeUngs ; 
andevery  m^m  that  has  the  finest  feelings  is,  and 
must  be,  apoiaCle^    Adieu,  my  dear  frisnd  I 

.  Aflectiqnately  youn,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.' WILLIAM  tJNWIN. 

UT  DBAR.WatlAM,  1784. 

THBstice  which  (you  observe)  has  been  'taken 
from  the  top  of  the  s£»et,  it  lost  before  I  begaa^ 
write:  bat  being  ^  p^it  of  the  paper  jwhich  is  ael- 
damnssd,  I  thought  it  woti)dbe  pity  to  discard  or 
to  degrade  to  meaner  purposes,  the  fair  and  ample 
remnant,  on  account  of  sp  innnaterial  a  defect.  I 
therefore  have  deetihed>it  to  be  the  vehjple  of  a.  let- 
ter, #hkJi  yoQ  wiK  adcept  ae  entire,  though  a  Jaw* 
yer  peihaps  would,  without  much  difficulty,  prove 
it  to  be  but  a  firagment  The  best  recompense- 1 
can  mako  yop.  for^writing  without  a  firaink  is,  to 
piDposft  it  to  you  to  take  your  revenge  by  return- 
ing an'answet  under  the  same  predicament;  and' 
the  best^Teason  lean  give  for  doing  it  is  the  occ^ 


AdJeu^W. 


C. 


TO  THE  RET.  WILtlAM  ITNWm.. 

r  .  .  • 

MT  D^EAR  FRISND,  No9i  2%  1784 

I  AM  happy  that  you  are  jdeaeed^-and  accept  ii 
as  an  earnest  that  I  shaH  ibt  ai  least  diagust  the 
public.  For  though  I  know  wAir  partiality  to  me, 
I  know  or  the  same  time  with  what  laudable  ten- 
derness you  feel  for  your  own  reputation,  and  tfaftt 
for  the  sake  of  that  most  delicate  part  of  your  pro- 
perty, (hough  you  would  not  criddse  me  with  an 
unMendly  and  undue  severity,  you  would  however 
beware^of  being  satisfied  too  hastily,  and  with  nc 
warrantable  cause  of  ^eing  so.  I  called  you  the* 
tutor  of  y6ur  .two  sons,  in  contemplatien  of  tb«* 
certain^  of  that  event— it  is  a  Cact  m.suspenae, 
not  in  fiction. 

My  principal  errand  to  you  now  u  to  give  you 
infoiviataon  .on  the  following  subiect:.  The  moment 
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Mr.  NewtoM  knew  (and  I  took  <Are  that  he  flhoold 
team  it  fint  from  we)  that  I  had  ooBunpnipated  to 
you  what  I  had  eoneesied  from  him,  and  that.yoa 
were  my  authofship's  go-between  'with  JohiifMi 
on  this  occasion,  be  sent  me  a  most  fUeUdly  fatter 
indeed,  but  one  i^  ereiy  line  of  which  I  cocAd  hear 
the  soft  munpur  of  someChtng  fi^e  mortificatkm, 
that  couM  not  be  entirely  suppressed*  It  etmtained 
nothing  however  that  you  yourself  would  have 
blamed,  or  that  I  had  not  every  reason'to  consider 
as  evidence'  of  his  regard  to  me.  .fie.oondoded 
the  subject  witih  desiring  to  know  something,  of 
my>plan,  to  be  favoured  with  an  extract,  hy  way 
of  spedmen,  or  (which  he  should  like  better  stiU) 
with  ^^hing  me  to  order  Johnson  to  tend  bim  a 
proof  as  fast  ai  they  were  printed  off.'  Determin- 
ing net  to  acoede  to' this  last- request  iorniany  rea- 
eons  (but  especially  because  I  wouk  no  moie  show 
my  poem  piecemeal,  than  I  would-  my  hAuse  if  I 
had  one;  the  faieritsof  thestructiiret  in  either  case, 
bemg  equally  fiable  to  suffer  by  each  a  paitkl 
vicv^  of  if),  I  have  endeavoured  to  oompromise  the 
difference  between  \]S,  and  to  WisQr  him  without 
disgracing  mytelf.  '  ThCproof  sheetbl  have  abso- 
lutely though  civilly  refused.  But  I  have  sent  him 
a  copy  of  the  teguments  of  each  book,  more  di- 
lated and  diicmnstantial  than  those  insevted  in  the 
worh;  and  to  these  I  hax'e' added  an  extraet  as  he 
Jesired;  selecting,  tA  most  suited  to  liis  taSte—* 
The  view  df  the  restontiQh  oT  all  6iing»-^whieh 
vou  re<^lloct  to  have  seen  near  thoend  of  the  last 
book..  I  hold  it'necessaty  to  tell  yon  this,  lest,  if 
you  should  call  upon  hitn,  he'  should  startle  you 
by  dncovering  a  degree  of  iMformadoh  upon  the 
subject,  which  you  cjould  not  otherwise  know  how 
to  reconcile,  or  to  accounrfor. 

You  hav6  executed  your  commissions  d  mer- 
veille.  We  not  only  approve,  but  admire.  No 
apology  was  wanting  for  thh  balance  struck  at  the 
bettom,  which  we  accounted  rather  a  beauty  than 
a  deibrmity.  Pardon  a  poor  poet,  who  can  not 
speak  even  of  pounds,  shilHngs,  and  pence,  but  in 
his  own  way. 

I  havo^.read  Lunardi  with  pleasure.  He  is  a 
nvely,  eensiblB  young  fellow,  and  I  suppose  a  very 
fiivourable  sample  of  ihe  Italians.  "N^ien  I  look 
al  his  picture,  l  can  fimey  that  I  see  in  him  that 
good  sense  and 'Oourage  that  ju^doubtwere  legible 
m  the  face  of  a  young  Romai\,  twothonaand  yean 
ago. 

Yonr'afiectionato  W.O. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

MV  DEAit  FRiBKD,  Dee.  13,  1784. 

Having. imitated  no  man,  I  may  reainnahly 
I'ope  thait  I-bnall  not  incur  the  disadvantage  of  a 
citmpaiison  with  my  betters.  .  Milton's  ,ma!nnQr 


waspecttita*.  iSoisThooMon's.  HelhHtaboiild 
write  like  csthsr  of  (hem,  would*  in  my  jvdgmeait 
defervBthBnaiaaofao(^pyiBt,hatBot4poet  A 
jodidons  and  senaiblfl  iftukr  therafim,  like  yovr- 
sel^  will  90^  stj  that  my  maimer  k  not  g|MMl,'be- 
it  doeanot  naambte  tfaeoi^  hut.  will  rather 
eonsider  what  it  is  ua  itselC  Bhnk  vem  is  swh 
oeptibie  of  a  much  yeater  divfificmrion  o£  man- 
neE,<han*tvto  in  rhyme ;*  and  vriiy  the- modem 
writers  of  it  have  aH  thought  ppoper  to  cast  tiieir 
numbena  alike,  J  lauM  not-  Ceitaialyit  was  not 
neoesaity  that  oompeiledlhem  to  it.  I.ilatter  my- 
self iiowever  that  I  have  avoided  that  aamenass 
with  others  which  would  cntiUe  me  to  ndthing  hot 
a  share  in -one  eoounoa  oblivion  with'-them  alL  it 
is  poesiUe  that,  as  at  reviewer  of  my  fcrmer  vohma 
found  <:ausa  to  si^  that  he  knew  net  to  what  <Ua« 
of^wiiters  to  leferme,  the  reviewer  of  this,  whoeter 
iie  shaU  be,  may  aee  ooeasion  to  vemark  the  oaBO 
singularity.  At  any  rate;  though. ais  little  apt *l» 
be  sanguine  as  meet  meA,  and  move  prode  to  fear 
and  despond,  than  to  oaerrato  iny  Ofwn  p(odQ&> 
tions,  I  amr  penufded  that  I  ahall  not  ferfeit  any 
thing  ))ythifvoliuie  thai  I  gained  by  the  last  As 
tathetitl^,  Ltakeittobe  Oie  best  that  i*  to  bo. 
had.  It  is  not  possible'  that  a  book,  induding  such 
a  variety  of  subjects,  and  in  whidi  ne-particalar 
'one  ia'predonunant,  should  fiHd  a  title  adapted  to 
them  all.  iu  suoh  a  case,  it  seemed  ahuostneoe** 
saiy  to  aoconmodato  the  name  to  the  incident  that 
gave -faiith  to  the<poem;- noT  does  it  appear  to  ae, 
thtft  because  I  petformed  mors  than  my  taak,ther»- 
fore  the-Taek.is  nqt  a  suitahle  tiftl^  A  house 
wtfnid*sttll  be  a  honse,  though.  Ihe  builder  of  it 
shoiild'make  it  ten  times  as  big  as  he  at  first  in- 
tended. Imighi  indeed,  ffoUowiiig  the  ezaoqkto 
of  the  Sunday  newsmonger,  call  it  the  QCe.  Bui 
I  should  do  myself  wrong:  fc^  though  it  have 
much  variety,  it  has  I  trust  no  confbaion. 

For  (be  same  reason  none  of  the  interior  titles 
apply  themselves  to  the  contents  at  laige  of  that 
book  to  which  they  belong.  They  are,  every  one 
of  them,  taken  either  from  ithe  Ifadihg  (I  alundd 
say  the  introductory)  passage  of  that  particular 
book,  or  fipom  that  which  makes  the  most  oonspi- 
euons  figure  in  it  Had  I  set  off  with  adesign  to 
'write  upon  a  giidiron,  and  had  1  actually  written 
neiff  two  hundred  lines  upon  that  utensil,  aa  1 
have  i^on  the  Sofii,  t]^^gri<iiron  should  have  been 
my  title.  But  the  Sola  behof,  ae  laay  say,  tbo 
starting  post  from  whieh.1  addreased  o^yselfto  the 
long  r«Be  that  I  sopn  conceived  a  design  to  mn,  it 
acffoired  a  just  prfr-eminenee  m  mj  aoooont,  and 
was  very  worthily  advaneed  to  the  litnfar  honoun 
it  enjoys,  ito  right  being  at  least  so  fiir  ai  good  one^ 
that  no,  Word  in  the  language  eoukl  pretend  a  bai- 
ter. .  '.      . 

The  Time-piece  Bipgetcn  ta  roe  (tixHigh  b^ 
some  accident  the  import  of  the  litlehaa  esoapeil 
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of  thoD./  TIm  boofc  tQviirhksh  it  1»bii^;»  ii»- 
MDde^  t«  rtrike  kbB  hott9:du*  givM  noiictf!  of  ap^ 


piOMhiii^  jpdgimiil,  aJld  dMn^piettf  Itfgtdy.  iir  xmomtag  toobviale  an  illiberal  coBfltxwIioii,  wfaiciL 


the  Rigns  of  die  times,  ieems  to  to  denoniinti^, 
» it  is^  witk^  tt  floffieleikt'degiaa  ofatfrwrnwiditiDn 
Id  tiie  mbfeet  .  . 

As  t0  tl^  ^lovd  iMn»v  it  i»  tbeymyin^pd^atiim 
wfuth  Millov  hiDMlf,  ill  a dattaiaptBrage ef  li» 
PandiM-  Lost}  giverto  tlia  aeipeiit  Nxjir hwin^ 
Ike  hoek  aC  hainl,  I  oaa  mtf  bow.  sefcrta  it,  but  J 
am  aamoftha fitcT.  lam  dfiatakiii, too,  if  Qkakf- 
ipeaxe'sClflopatlK  do tok  call:  tfaa  aap,  by  wfakk 


ihii^  Wro  aim  onljr*— bf  way  ef  i^nuatiiig,  that 
!yoii  aiB  pnftctly' Mtaified  with  your  pieaBnt 
,<3baigia,  and  that  yoa  donot  wish  for  motfe;  thua 


■ha  th^ht  fit  to  <Mmy  hflMli;  by  tiie  rame  -wished  the  woildto  knoiw  that  I  have  no  ot^eo- 


name.  But  not  having  lead-  the  .pby  theaa^ve- 
nd-twea^  yean,  I  wiU  xiot  affton  it.  Th^  ite] 
hsWewr,  without  ail  doubt  convertible  terms.-  A 
worm  is  a  smalf  serpent,  attd'  a>serpeniia  a'laige 
Woittk  And  when' an  epithM  isgniflrant  of.  the 
most  tanible  speeias  of  thoaeciaa^Qres  iB<«djoiii|ed, 
IheideairaineiysaftcieBHyasoertjanadK  '  No  ani- 
mal of  the  >emdcvlar  or  aenentiBe  Uftd  iaerettedi. 
bnttfaeaaoatibnmdabieof  aik'  .   ^ 

Ymu».a§hotioDately;  W.  (X 


wa  are.  bodi  of  ua  ineapabb  9f  dBserving.  But 
the  aama  eavtiflai  liothimni^  appeased  to  yon  to  be 
neoeasary,.  I  tnfmxy  wtflirig  and  ready  td  aappoea 
Uiatitianotso. 

I  intended,  in  09*  test  to*  hate  giisn  yon  my^ea- 
imia-fbrihf  eomplimentlhava  paid  Biahiop  Bagot, 
lest,  knawing^  thatl  ha<ve  rim  eannenon  with  him, 
yoQ  shooM  SQspaet  ma  of  ha^nng  done  it  father 
too  mtMsfa  at  a  vmitQie.    In  flm  4mt  plac^  then,  1. 


tioft  to  A  bishop,  ^uL  bB|faep»  In-tha  aecond 
phoe,  tha  brothetajrale  aft  Are  my  achoolftUows, 
itnd,  very  amiable  and  vahiabfe  bo^  they  were. 
ThMly,  Leprfs,  the  bishop,  had  been  .radaly  and- 
ooanaly  treateil  in  thp  Monttdy  Review,  on  ac- 
'coont  of  a  setman,-vHMch  appeued  t^rae,  whsn  i 
jreod  their  estnct  from  it,  to  deaerve  the  Uigheat 
osmmsndationa,  aa  exhibiting  explicit  pmof  both 
of  hia  good  jtense,  *and  his  miieigned  piety.  For 
these  oatisea  me  'theieipnto  moving^  I  felt  myaelf 
happy  iir  an  jopportomty  to  do  public  benonr  to  a 
vporthy  xhan,  who  had  been  pubtidy  tradoced-;- 
and  indeed  the  Heviowan  ^tbemaelvea  have  anoe 
repoited  of  their  aspenBoOB,  9pd  have  traveled  not 
a  little  out  of  th«ir  way  in  Order  to  retract,  them, 
having  taken  oceasieif  by  the  sermon  preaehed  at 
the  biabop's  viuUtion  at  Norwich,  to  say  evo;^ 
tUhg  handsome  of  lua  lordship,  who,  whateyer 
might  be  the.  nerit  of  the  dinopiae,  in  that  in- 
stance atieast  could  himi^  (1^  dakato  no  dther 
thaa<that  of  being  a  heam. 

Sinoe-I  wioto,  I  have,  had  a(  letter  fipom  Mr. 
Newton,  that  did  net  plaaae  me,  a^d  letomed  an 
anaw^  to  it,  that  possibly  may  net  .have  pleased 
Wefhali  come  together  again  soon  (I  sup- 
pose) upon  as  amieable  tanm  as  usual  Bni  at 
present  1^  is  in  a.  state  of  mortifieatien.^  H^ 
would  have  beeu'pleaaed,  htfd  the  beak  paased.out 
of  hii  hand  into  youqps,,^  even  out  of  yoiua  into 
his^  so  that  ha  had  previously  had  o^poitunkf 
to  advise  a  measure^whioh  I  piuraned.  without  hi^ 
reoommendatio^,  And  had  seen  tbe^poems  in  manu- 
script- But  my  design  was  to  pay  you  a  whole 
fompliment,  and  1  have  dona  iL  If  he  si^  more 
on  thjb  sulyfeQ^  I  skaU  »fipeak  freely,  and  perhaps 
please  him  leaa  than  I  have  done  alteady. 

Yours,  with  our  love  to  t^  W.  0. 


TO  THE  HEV.  WILLIAM  0NWIN. 

I  CONDOLE  with  yov^that  you  had  tha^tiCHihlcf 
to  ascend  fit  I^anl'a  in.  vain,,  but  «l  the  same  time 
oongrstukte  yau,  that  yoweseaqped  an  agae.  I 
sfaould  be  ^ly' well  pleased  to  hoive  a  fiur.priw- 
peat  of  a  baBbon'  imdsr  sail,,  with  a  phUosopheie.or 
twoon  boavd,.but  at  the  same  tij|ie  should  be  very- 
sofiy  to  expose  myself,  for  any  length  of  *  time,  to 
the  figoinr  of  the  upper  regional  a|'  thislfeasanj  i^r 
the  sake  of  it.  The  travellers  'thamaelves  I  aop- 
pose  are^secmed  koie\  ail'  injuries  of  the  weather, 
by  that  fewency  of  spirit  and  \a^tation  of  naind, 
wlucb  nniat  needa  accompany  them  in  tlfeir  flight ; 
adtantagea  which  the  BM»rbreompoaed  and  phleg- 
matic spectatdk  is  not  eqmlly  possessed  o£ 

The  inaoriptieB  <of  the  peem  is  more  your  own 
aAw  than  any  oAer.pefson's.  '  Ypn  ^ve,  there-' 
fi^ie,  an  undoubted  right  le'  ftsfaioB  -it  to  your 
mind,  nor  havis  I  the  least  objeetioivto  tha-aUght 
alterafion  that  you  have  made  in  it:  I  inaerted 
whnt  you  have  etitad  Ibr  a  reason  that  was  per- 
liapa  rather  chimerical  than  Aolid. .  Lifted,  bqw^ 
ever»  that  lbs  Renewers,  or  seme-of  my  spacious 
leadera,  hot  mole  merciful  than  they,  might  sus- 
pect that  there  was^searet  design  in  the  .wind; 
and  that  author  and  friend  had  eonsulted.in  what 
manner  author  might  introdoce  friend  to  4>ubiic 
noUoe«  aa  a  clergyman  every  way  qualified  to^n-  my  dbar  miBND,«  CfwiHpuu  Eve,  1784. 

tertaih  a  pupil  or  two,  if  per^v^ture  any  gcti-  I  am  neitfantr  Made  nor  Peraian,  fieither  am  I 
tieman  of  fortune  wpre  in  want  of  a'  tutor  for  his  the  sonof'any  each,  but  was^bom  at  Ghreat  Bprk- 
cheklren.    I  therefore  added  the  words — ^"^  And  of  hamsted,  in  Hertfordshire,  and  yet  I.  can  neicber 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 
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ftnd  a  new  tttto  fo|^  my  book,  ndr  ple«M  myaelf  ^flcribedLpoem  wu  not  inicabed  to  hinMell    But 


with  any  ididition  to  tke  old'one.  I  am  hovnmx 
williiig  to  hope  that,  when  thft  yolamd  shall  cast 
itself  at  your  leet,  you  will -be  in  some  measure 
itoonciled  to  the  name  it  bean,  espedally  when 
you  shall  find  it  justified  both  by  the  exordium  of 
the  ]poem,.and'by  the  oeochision.  But  enough, 
as  yon  say  with  great  trudi,  of  a  subjectr  vefy  nn- 
woiihy  of  so  much  consideration.  .    . 

■Had  I  heM  any  aneedotes  of  poor  d^^ing  *«-— 
that  would  have,  bid-  fair  to -desert  your  attention, 
I  should  have  sent  themi  The  little  that  ^e  is  re' 
ported  to-  have  uttered  of  a  spiritual  import,  was 
not  yery  striking,  liiat  little  however  I  can  give 
yQ\L  upon  good  authority.  His  brother  aakmg 
him-  how  he  found  himaelif,  hi.  rq>lied,  ^  I  am  very 
qiraposed,  flhd  think  that  I  may  safely  believe  my^- 
self  entitled  (0  a  portion." 


seribUers  to  wotk^and  me  anu^ng  the  rest  While 
The  ^orld  has  h^  I  lay  hi  bedr  waiting  tiU  i  could.  )peaaQna% 
much  to  say  in  his  prau^and  both  prose  4^  that  the  .p«aiour  might  be  readfy  for  ma,  I  invoked 


verse  have  been  employed  to  celeVate  him  in  tde  tkomuse^  and  composed  t}ie  following  J£pitaph.* 
Nor^blunptonMereury.    But  Christians  (I  su^  .It  is  destined  (I  believe)  t<r  the  Gentleman's 


pose)  have  judged  it  beA  to  be  dlent.  If  he  ever 
drank  of  th^  fountain  of  life,  &e  certainly  drank 
also,  and  otten  too  freely,  of  certain  other  etreaiMs, 
which  are  not  to  be  bought  without  money-«nd 
without  price.  He  had  virtues  that  dazzled  the 
natural  eye,  and  fellings  t|iat.  shocked  the  spirit- 
ual one.    But  iaU  dies  indicabit:  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILUAM  tJNWIN. 

MY  DEAR  wiLLiAH,  Olney^  Jan,  15,  1785. 

Your  letters  ar^  alvqiys  wdoome.  Vou  can 
dways  either  find  something  to  say,  orcan  amuse 
me  and  yourself  with  a  sociable  and  fiiendttyway 
of  saying  nothing.  I  never  found  that  a  letter 
was  the  more  easily  written,  because  the  vniting- 
of  it  had  been  toog  delayed.  On  thb  contrary, 
experience  has  taught  rne  to  answer  Awn,  that  I 
toay  do  ft  without  difficulty.  It  is  in  vain  to  wait 
for  an  accumulation  of  materiafs  in  a  situation: 
•such  tM  yours  and  mine,  productive  of  few  events. 
At  the  end  of  our  expectations  we  shall  fiAd  odr- 
selves  as  poor  as  at  the  beginning. 

I  can  hardly  tell  you  with  any  certainty  of  in- 
formation, upon  what  terms' Mr.  Newton  and  I 
may  be  supposed  to  stand  at  present. '  A  month, 
(I  believe)  has  paswd^  since  T  heaid  from. him. 
But  my /r&cikr,  having  been  in  London  in  the        ^ 

course'  of  this  week,  whenee  he  returned  litstjfelien  into  the  sei^-when  for  aUght  that  appears 
night,  and  having  called  at  Hoxtop,  brought  me 'the  gas  was  not  at  all  exhausted.  Did  not  the 
his  love,  and  an  excuse  for  h3s  silence,  which  (he! extreme  cold  condense  the  infiampiable  air,  and 
said)  had  been  ooca^oned  by  the  fiequem^  of  J^is  cause  the  gk>be-to.  ooUapsel  Tell  me;and  be  my 
preachings  at  this  season.    He  was  not  pleaaed  I  Apollo  for  ever! 

that  my  mahuscript  was  not  first  transmitted  to  I  Affectaonatoly  yours,  W.  C» 

Idm,  and  I  have  qause  to  Mispeet  that  he  was  even '  y 

mortified  at  being  infonned,  (hat  a  certam  in- 1  •  gg^  C^per^  Ptama « 


we  shAU  jumbkr  together  pgiSn,  as  people  that 
hiive  an  i^Pedion  for  each  other  at^bottom,  not- 
wjrhstanding  now  and  then  a  slight  disagreement^ 
aIwayto<do^    •         ' 

I  Jaww  not  whether  Biir.  — '  has  acted 

in  consequence  of  your  hint,  or  yrhetheir,  not 
needmg  one,  he  transmitted  to  us  his  bounty,  be- 
fore he  had  received  il  J3e  has  howeveit  sent  ns 
a  note,  for  twenty  pounds;  with  which  we  have 
pprformed  wondefs,  in  behalf  of  the  raggedand  the 
starved."  He  is  a  most  extraordinary  ytsong  man, 
and,  though  I  shall  probably  liever  seo  him;  will 
always  have  a  niehe  in  thi^  mi^um  of  my  reve- 
rential remembrance.  •  ^ 

The  death  of  Dr.  Xobnson  has  set  a  thousaqd 


Magazine,  which  L  consider  as.  a  rtyctahle  repo- 
sitoiy  for  smidl  matters,  which,  wh^n  intrusted  to 
a  newspaper,  caii  expect  but  the  duration  of  a  day. 
But  Kichok  having  at  present  a,  ssuJl  piece  of 
mine^in  his  hands,  not  yet  printed^  (jx  is  called  the 
Poplar  Field}  and  I  ^v^pqse  you  have  it)  I  wait 
till  his  obstetrical  aid  has  brmight  that  to  lijjht, 
.beibie-^  send.hiin  a  new  one.  In  his  last  be  pub- 
lished my  epitaph  upo|i  Tiney;  which'(I  likewise 
imagine)  has  lieen  fong'in  your  enllwiini^ 

Not  a  word  yet  finmJohnson.  I  am  oasy  how- 
ever upon  the.  subject  J  being  assured  that  so  kxig 
as  his  own  interest  is  ^  stake,  he  vrill  not  want  a 
monitor  to  remind  him  of  the  jpnqper  time  to  pub* 
Ush.   . 

.  Vou  and  your  femily  have  our  sincere  love. 
Forget  not  to  pnkent  my  reqpeotfiil  compliments 
to  Miss  Unwin,  and,  if  you  have  not  doito  it  al- 
ready, thank  her  on  my  part  for  the  very  agreea- 
ble namftive  of  Lunudi..  He  is  a  young  man  (I 
presume)  of  great  good  ssiBse  and  s^nt,X|ds  let- 
ters at  least,  and  his  ehtetprising  turn,  faeqieak 
him  such)  a  man  qualified  to  shine  not  only  among 
the  stars,  but  in  the  more  Mseftil,  thottglt  humbler 
sphere  of  terrestrial  oceupatbiL 

•I  have  been  crossing  ^  channel  ui  a^ballbos, 
ever  since  I  read  of  that  achievement  by  Blanch- 
ard.  I  have  an  insatiable  thirst  to  know  the  phi- 
losophical reason,  why  his  vehicle  had  like  to  have 
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To  THE  BJEy.  Wtt-UAM  UNWIN, 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  .      Fip.  7,  1785. 

We  Ihe  in  a  st^te  of  liiek'iiDinterrapted  retire- 
ment,  ia«which  incidento  wpithj  to  be  recorded 
oocuT  M>  Kldoin,  that  I  always  sit  down  to  write 
with  adiscoUragiog  conviction  that  I  have  nothing 
to  say..  The  event  commonly  justifiea  the  presage. 
Fom^ien  1  have  filled  my  sheet,  I  find  that  I  have 
said  nothing.  •  Be  it  knowA  to  yon,  however,  that 
1  may  now  at  least  commnnicate  a  piece  of  intelli- 
gence to  which  you  will  not  be  altogether  indif- 
fesent,  that  I  have  received,  ajod  retained  to  John- 
eon,  the  two  first  proof  sheets  of  my  new  publica- 
tion. The  businesjB  wpM^  despatched  mdeed  a 
fcrtnight  ago,  since  when  I  h^ve  heaxd  finun  him 
no  fiutl^.  Fiom  .suiph  a  beginning  however  I 
venture  to.prpgnosUcate  the  prpgieas,  aod  yi  due 
lime  the  ooniduaiQ)i|,>of  tl^  matter. 

In  the  last  Gentiemany  MagazLOe  my  Poplar 
Field  appean.  I  have  .aocordip^ly  sent  up  two 
pieces  more,  -a  Latin,  translation  of  it,  which  yon 
have  never  seen,,  and  .another  on  a  Rose-bud,  t^e 
nrck  of  which  1- inadvertently  broke,  which,  whe-, 
tfaer  you  hav^  seen  >os  n<A,  I  kj^QW.'not  As  fast 
as  Niphob  prints  ofi'the  poems  1  send  him,  I  send 
him  new  ones..  My  lymittanre  usuaUy  consists 
of  two;  andiie  puhtishee  one  of  theni^  at  a  time. 
I  jn&y  indeed  Aimish  him  at  thii  'Xate,  without 
putting  myself  to  any  great  ineonvenienee.  ,  For, 
my  last  supply  was  transmitted  to  him  in  Adgust, 
and  is  but  now  exhauatecL 

I  communicate  the  foUowiog  anecdote. lA  yoqr 
mother's  instanoe,'who  will  sufler  no  part  of  my 
praise  to  be  sumk  in  oblivkln.  -  A  certain  Lord  has 
hired  a  house  at,Cli^n,  in  d^r  neighbourhood, 
fi>r  a  hunting  seat  .There  he  lives  at  present 
with  his  wife  and  daughter;  Th^y  are  an  exem- 
plary family  in  «omfe.  respects,  and  (I  •.believe).an 
amiable 'one  in*alL  The  Reverend  Mr.  Jones, 
the  eovate  tf  that  fiarish;  who  often  dines  with 
them  by  invitation  on  a  Suliday^  recommended  my 
volume  to  their  reading*,  and  his  I^ordship,  after 
having  jieraaed  a  part  of  it,  ezj^resKd  to  the  said 
Mr.  Jones  an  ardent  deaire  to  Be  aftguaihted  with 
the  author,  fiom  motives  which  my  great  modesty 
will  not  sufler  me  to  particularize.  Mr.  Jones, 
however,  like  a  wise  man,  informed 'his  Lordship, 
that  for  certain  special  reasons  and  causes  I*  had 
declined  going  into  company  for  many  years,  and 
that  therefore  he  must  no^  hope  for  my  acquaiiit- 
ance.  His  Lordship  most  dvilly  subjoined,  that 
be  was  sorry  for  it  ""  And  is  that  alii"  say  you. 
Now  were  L  to^hear  you  say  so,  .1  should  look 
foolish  4nd  say— <' Yes."^But  having  you  a^a 
distance,  I  snap  my  fingns  at  you^  and  say,'—"  No^ 
that  i^  not  all."— iMv*  -  ^"  s  who  fiivonrs  us  now 
and  then  wiljh  his  company  in  an  evening,  as 


usual,  was  not  long  since  discoursiitg  with  that 
eloquence  which  is  so  .peculiar  to  himself,  on  the 
miwy  providential  interpositions  that  had  taken 
place  iJi  hi*  fiivour.  "  He .  ]uid  wished  for  many 
tluxigs  (he  saj4)  which,  at  the  time  when  he  formed 
those  wishes,  seemed  distant  and  un|9obabIe,  some 
of  thiem  indeed  impoerible.  Amcmg  other  wishes 
that  h^  had  indulged,  one.was,  that  he  might  be 
connected  vTith  men  of  genius  and  afiility— and  in 
my  Qoimezion  ^uth  this  worthy  gentleman  (said 
he,  turning  to  mis,)  that  wish,  I  am  w^  is  amply 
gratified.'^  You  may  suj^pose  that  I  felt  the  sweat 
.gush  9Ut  upon  my  forehead,  when  I  heard  this 
ipeech;  and  if  you  do,  you  will  not  be  at  all  mis- 
taken, ^o  much  was  ldelighte4.^ith  the  delica-. 
cy  of  tfasit  incense. 

Thus  &r  .1  procefedpd  easily  enough;  apd  here 
I  laid  dowTi  my  p^  and  qpent  sqm^  minutes  in 
isoollection,>i^deavotiring  to  find  some  subject, 
with  ^hich  I  Bpight  fill  the  little  blank  that  re- 
mains. But  none  presents  itself.  Farewell^there- 
fine,  and  remember  thoSb  who  are  mindful  of  youl 

Present  our  tove  to  all  your  comfortable  fire* 
side,  and  bsMeve  me  ever  most  affeotion^tgly  yourS| 

.  w.c. 

They  that  read  Greek  with  thd  accents  would 
pronounce  the  %  in  ^ami  as  an  «.  But  I  do  not 
hold  with  that  practice,  though  educated  in  it.  1 
should  therefore  utter  it  just  as  I  do  the  Latin 
word  fUo^  taking  the.  quantity  for  iny  'guide. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 
■«       *     ■  '      *  - 

UT  deab  witLUM,  March  90, 1785. 

1  THANK  you  for  your  ktter.  4t  made  me  l&ugh» 
and  tiiere  pn  not  many  things  capable  of  being 
oontaihed  within  the  dimensions  k  a  letter,:  m 
which  Xsee  Stose  to  be'  more  thankful  -  Iwas 
please4  too  to  see  any  opinion  of  «his  Lordship's 
noTuhahnee  upon  a  inabjeet  that  you  had  so  muob 
at  heart,  completely  verified.  I  do  not  know  that 
the  e^  of  .a.nobleman  was  ev«r  disaected.  I  can 
not  help  supposing  however  that,  weve  that  organ, 
as  it  exists  in  the  head  of  such  a  personage,  to  be 
accurately  examined,  it  would  b^.  found  to  differ 
materially  in  its  oonstruction  4nm  the  eye  of  a 
commoner;  so  very.diflferent  is  the  view  that  men 
in  an  elevated,  and  in  an  hmnble  station,  have  </ 
the  same  ^bj«»t.  What  appears  great,  sublime, 
beiautifulj  and  important,  to  you  and  to  me;  when 
submitted  to  the  notice  of  n^y  lord,  or  kis  grace, 
and  .submitted  too  with  the  utmost  humility,  is 
either'^  minute  to.  .be  visible  at  all,. or  if  aeen, 
seems  trivial,  and  of  no  account  My  supposition  - 
therefbse  seems  not  altogether  sfairaerical. 

In  two*monthb  I  have  corrected  proof  sheets  io 
the  amount  of  ninety-three  pages,  and  no  mors. 
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Bi  other  woidi^  I  btTO  reoeifn}  ibne  p^kets. 
I^otfamg  is  qiudf  enough  for  impMienoQ,  and  I 
•appoKtfaattheimpBAieiiDeaFan  anCbor  luu»tiie^ 
qnideeflt.ofanpoBflible'nurreiiiefatB.  Itapgesnito 
me,  however,  Aat  at  thkrate  we  shall  m)t  pobBeh 
tUl  next  autmm.  'Should  yov  liappen  therefbce 
to  pas  Johiuoii'8  door,  pop  in  your  head  a»yoa 
gO}  and  jiut  inirinitiit^  to  him,'  that,  were  l)n>  re> 
mittances  rather  more'  fieqnent,  that'ft«qiMtte^ 
would  be- no  incoavenienee  to  me.'*  I  nneh  ex- 
pectf<d  one  ths  evening,  a  fhrtnight  having  now 


elapsed  ainoe  the  aitHAlof  the  M?.    But  bmm.  of  Mn.  Gilpfai'a  reCum  to  Londain,  but  Hot 


came,  andPfeH  m^lf  a  fifcUettiortified.    I  took 
up  the  newspaper,  however,  apd  lead  it.    There  I 


T'O  tHB  RBV.  WlLLLyK  mXWm. 

MT  DEAR  TRlttfi>y  ■  ApfU  90, 1*985.  ' 

t  RETURK  you  (hanks  Ibr  aietter  so  waim  with 
the  mtelligenoe  of  the  celeMty  of  John-  Gflpin. 
r  little  thought,' when  I  mounted  him  iqpen  my 
Pegasus,  that  he  woidd  become  ao  femous.  I  iiavtf 
learned  alto,  from  Mr.  Newton,  that' he  is  equally 
renowned  in 'Scotland-,  and  that  a  lady  there  had 
undertaken  tb  write  a  second  pait,  on  the  siAject 


cee^ng  in  it  as  ahe  wished;  she  dropC  it    Hetdls 
likewise,  that  l3ie  head  master  of  St  Pad^ 


found  that  the  emperor  and  Ifae  Dutch  aie,  after  sdiool  l^who  he  is  I  know  not)  has-ouueelved,  in 
all  their  negotiations,  going  to  war.  $iKh  reflet  consequence  of  d»  enfeitaimnenC  tliat  John  haa 
tions  aathese  struck  mfe.  Agreat  partof  Europe  aflbrded  Um,  a  vehement  desire  to  write  Ip  me. 
is  going  to  be  involved  in  die  graaM  ef  aH  cala-',l«t  us  hope  he  vA  alter  his  min^  for  should  we 
mitie^troopsaretnmotkhn^aitillerf  isdrawBto-  even  exdumge  eMIities  on  the  occasion,  Tiroci 
gether--<jabinets  aie  busied  in  dOntihing  sememes  *  mom  will  spoil  afl.*  The  great  fwrimatiwi  how> 
of  blood  and  dcvastatSDn-^housands  wUl  perish, '  eveC  jn  which  tins  knight  ;of  the  stone-bottles  is 
who  are  incapable  of  untfeittanding  the  dfaputo ;  held,  may  tum^put.  a  drpumstaaee  piopilions  to 
and 'thousands,  whoj  whatever  the  event-  may  be, '  the  volume  of  w%iek  hbhistsiy  will  mske  a  paxt. 
are  little  mora  interasted  in  H  tiian  myself,  vrffl.  Those  events  that  piove  te  prelude  to  our  great- 
sulTer  unspeakable  hardships  in  the  course  ef  tUa  est  suoobss,  are  'often  apparently  trivid  in  them- 
quarrel— ^V«ll.!  Mr.  Poet,  and  how  then?  You  selves,  and  sud»  as  seemed  to  plomisa  nothing, 
have  -cotopgsed  certain  verses,  which  you  are  de-  [The  disappointment  that  Horace  mentioned  is  re- 
sirous  to  see  in  print,  »i)d  because  the  impressbn '  versed — We  design  a  mi^  a^  it  plPove%a  hoge^ 
Bccms  to  be  delayed,  you  art)  displeased,  not  to  say  head.  It  is  a  little  halrd  that  I  akme  shoidd  bo 
dispirited — ^be'  ashamed  of  yourself!  y6U  Hve  in  a  -nnlumBhedJwith  a  printed  copy  of  this  ftoetious 
world  in  which  your  feelings  may  find  worthier  etory.  .When  you  viat  London'  next,,  you  must 
subjects— be  concerned  for  the  havoc  of  nations,  buy  the  most  elegant  impvession  of  it,  and  brix% 
and*  moam  over  your  retarded  volume  when  you  it  wjtb  yoa  I  thank  you  also  fiir  vnitigg  to  John* 
find  a  dearth  of  mo<e  important  tragedies  1  '  son.    t  likewise  wrote  to. him  myself.    Your  let- 

You  postpone  certain  iafOCM  of  conference  to  our  ter  and  mine  tf^eliher  have  operated  toadmxration. 
next  meeting.  'When.ahall  it  take  placel  I  do  There  needs  nothing  more  than  that  the  effect  he 
opt  wish  for  you  just  new,  heoause  the  garden  is  a  lasting,  and  the  whels'iyill  hs  soon  printed.  We 
wilderness,  and  se  is  all  the  country  a«mnd  Ua.  new  dfeaw'towaids  the  ihiddle  of  the  fifth  book  of 
III  Majr  we  shal>  haae  asparagus,  and  weather  in  ihi  Task.  The  man,  Joiinson,  is  like  unto  seb» 
which  we  may  stroH  to  Weston;  at  least  we  may  vicbua  hones^  thiit  I  have  known.  The^  wdnhl 
hope  M'U;  thewfineoomein  Mi^;  yen  wiU  find-  not  budge  tiU  they,  were  spurred,* and  when  they 
us  happy  to  reofive  you,  aM|  as  ssarii  of  your  fiiir  were  spurred  they  would  kick-*So  did  he— His 
household  as  you  can  bring  vrith  yam.  ■    temper  was  somewhat  ^tisosneerted;  but  his  pace 

We  ars  very  sony  fer  your  unole's  indi4M«lio&^  was-quickened,  apd  1  was  oontbnted.     . 
The  approach  sf  summer  seems  however  to  be  ni'     I  was  very  much  pleased  with  tfa^fi^bwlngseii- 
his  ftivour,  that  seasoR  being  of  all  semedies  for  tenee  in  Mr;  Newton's  list—"  Lam  peiftctly  sat- 
the  rhouraatiim  I  bcfiavs  the  most  eflectnal.  '     '    isfied  with  the  propriSty  of  your  r«g»ftM%li"g  as  to 

I  ^hank  yuoibicyousinteffigenoBconoeniiagtiie  the  publication.^'— Now  thersfiMe  we  are  ftiends 
celebrity  of  John  Gipin^  If^u  may  be  sure  that  again.  Now  he  once  mors  faiquires  after  the  worky 
it  was  agreeable— but  your  ewn  feelings  on  ooca<>.  which, till  he  had  disburdened  himself  ^  this  ao- 
sion  of  that-aitiele  pleased  me  ouMt.of'aJh  Wdl,  knowledgment,  neither  he  nor.l,  in  any  of  our 
ny  friend,  be  ooasjortedt  You  had  not  anop>  lettorB  to  each  other,  «ver  mentioned.  Someaide- 
portunity  of  saying  pubDdy,  <*  I  knew  the  author."  wind  has  wafted  to  him -a  rspoit  of  these  reasoas 
Biit  the  author,  will  say  aeninch  tor  you  sOon,,and  by  which  I  justified  my  conduct  I  nevsr  made  a 
perhaps  will  feel  in  doing  so  a  gratificatioii  equal  secret  of  them^biit  both  your  motherand  I  have 
to  your  own.  n  •         'studioviy  deporited  them  with  those  who  we 

In  the  affiiir  of  faoe-paoitiiig,  I  am  precisely  of  thought  were  most  likely  to  truumit  them  to  him 
fnuroplnbn.  Adieu,  W.C.     'They  wanted  only  a  lMgidg,.whiphoiioaohhttnBd^ 
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Ukor  flolidity'Uid  cqgen^'wera  auoh  thai  tliey 
wdve  mate  to  pltorail. 
You  loention \   I  fonnerly  knew  tbe 


man  you  mentioHj.bnfhui  elder  brodieriiiuch  bet- 
tor. We  Here  jidiooUelbwBr  and  he  was  coe  of  a 
dub  of  aeven  Westmizuker  men,  to  wbitih  I  be- 
longed, whodinedtegetherevecyThyndiiar.  Should 
it  please  God'  to  five  me  ability  to  pei&rm  the 
poet's  paort  to  some  pmpoee,  many  whom  I  onoe 
called  friends,  but  whohaTe  dniDe  treated  me  with 
a  most  magnificent  ^idifierenoe,  will  be  ready  to 
take  nfe  by-  die  hand  again,  and  some,  Whom  I 
never  Udd  in  that  estimation,  wiU,  1ile*r — ^  (who 
was  but  aboy  when  I  left  London)  boast  of  a^tiour 
nenon.  with  me  whkh  they  nev^  had.  Had  I  the 
virtues,  and  graces,  apd  aoeomplishments'  .of  St 
Paul'himseU^  J  might  have  them  at  Olney,  and 
nobody  would  care  a  button  about  .me,  younelf 
and  <me  or  two  jnom  excepted.  Fame  begets 
favour,  aftd  one  talent^  if  it  be  rubbeda  little  bright 
by  use  and  practipe,  will  procure. It  man  more 
friends  than  a  thousand  virtues.  Dr.  Johnson  (I 
believe)  in  the  life  of  one  of  onr  poets,  ]HiyB,.1hat 
he  letired  from  the  world  Battering  himsdf  that  he 
should  be  regretted.  But  this^ world  never  miaeed 
him.  I  tbii^  his  observation  i^q.  it  is,  that  the 
vacancy  made  by  the  retreat  of  any  iiidividual.is 
soon  filled  up  ]  that  a  man  may  always  be  olwcure^ 
rf  he  chpofl^^o  be  86 ;  and  that' he,,  who  neglecMi 
the  world,  will  be  b^  the  world  nisglected. 
I  Your  mother  axid  I  walki^  yesterday  in  the 
.'  wilderness.  As  w^  entered  the  gate„  a  gUmpise  of 
something  white,  bontaaned  in  a  little  hole  in  the 
gate-post,  caught  my  eye.  I  kwked  again,  and 
discovered  a  bird's  nqst,  with  two  tiny  ^ggs  in  it 
By  and  by  they  will  be  fledged,  and  tailed,  and  get 
wmg-leathers,  and  fly.  My  e^pe  is  somewhat  simi- 
lar toxthat  of  the  parent  bird.  My  nest  is  a*  little 
nook.  Here  I  btood  and  hatch,  and  in  dui\  time 
,  my  progeny  takes  wing  and  whistles. 

We  wait  for  the  time  of  your  coming  with  pleas- 
ant expectation.  Yours  truly,  W.  C.  . 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESCl.   " 

MT  DE4lt  PBI«ND,  JuM  2S,  178&. 

I  WRITE  in  a  BOsk  that  I  call  my  Boudoir,  It 
is  a  snmmer-lioase  not  much  b^ggfer  than  a  sedan 
chair,  th^  door  of  whicli  opens  into  the  garden, 
that  Lsnovv  crowded  with  pinks,  rose^and  honey- 
suckles, and  the  window  into  my  neighbour's  or- 
chard. It  former^  served  an  apotbacary,  now 
dead,  aya  smoking-ioom ;  and  under  my  feet  is  a 
trapdoor,  which  Once  covered  a  hole  in  the  ground 
where  he  kept  his.bottles.  .  At  present  however  it 
is  dedicated  to  subliroer.uses.  Having  IhfuJd  it 
with  garden  mats,  and  furnished  it  with  a  ta)ile 
and  two  chain,  hero  I  vrrite  all  that  1  write  in  the 


summsr-tinie,  whetiiflr  tp  my  friend^  or  ta  the 
public  .  It  is  secure  frbm  aU  noise,  and  a  refuge 
fromallintnision;  flirintfoden  sometimes  trouble 
m^  in  the  viinter  eveningi  at  Olney.  But  (thanks 
to  my  Boudoir  f)  I  ean  now  hide  myself  from  than. 
A  poet's-retreat  U  sacred  They  acknowledge  tiie 
troth  of  that  pieposition,  and  .never  presbme  to 
violate  it  •  '  .  •    .      ,  ' 

The  last  sentence  puts  mein  mind  tin  teU  you 
that  I  have  osdemd  my  yohvneto  your  door.  My 
booksdler  is  the  most  dilatoiy  of  idl  his  fraternity, 
or  you  would  liave  lecciied  it  long  since. ,  H  is 
more  than  a  month  since'  I  returned  him  the  \u±' 
proof,  and  conMiguentiy  sinee  thi^  pointing  waft 
finished.  J  sent  him  the  manuscript  at  the  be- 
gimiing  of  last  November,  that  he  might  pubUsh 
while  the  town  was  fiill,  andbe  will,  hit  the  exact 
moment  when  it  is  entirely  enqp^ty.  Patience  (you 
wiflperccaive)  is  in  no  situation  exempted  from  the 
severest  trials ;  a  remark  that  may  serve  tocomfort 
you  under  the  numberlesB  Xom^  of  your  own.^ ' 

W.C. 


TO  THfc  KEV.  WILLIAM  tTNWIN. 

MY  DEAR>WILI/UM,  J]l/y  S7,  1785.      . 

Yon  and  your  party  left  me  in  a  frafne  of  mind 
tjliat  indisposed  me  much  to  fiompany.  I  com- 
forted nJ^yself  with  the  hope  that  I  should  spend  a 
sitentday,  in  which'  I  should  find  abundant  lei- 
sure to  indulge  sensations  which,  though  of  the  ' 
mdanchoty  kind,  I  yet  wished  to  nourish.  But 
that  hope  proved  vain. ,  In  less  than  an  hour  after 

your  departure,  Mr. made  hia  appearance  at 

the  green-house  doer.  We  F^re  obliged  to  ask 
him  to  dinner,  and  he  d$n^  with  us.  He  is  an 
agreeable,  sensible,  well-»bfed  yt>Ukq;.man,  but  with 
all  his  recommendations,.  I  felt  that  on  that  oeosr 
don  J  could  have  i^)ared  ium^'  So  much  better 
are  the  .absent,  whem  we  love  much,  than  the 
pre^eBt  whom  we  love  a  little.  I  have  however 
made'  mysdf  amends  since,  and  nothing  else 
having  interfered,  have  'sent  many  a  thought 
after  you. 

You  had  been  gone  two  days  when  a  violent 
thunder-storm  came  oyer  us.  I  .was  passing  out 
of  the. parlour  into  the'haU,  with  Mungo  at  my 
heehi,  v^en.a  flash  seemed  to  fill  the  room  with 
fire.  la  the  same  instant  qame  the  clap,  so  that 
the  explosion  was  (I  suppose)  perpendicular  to 
the  roof.  Mungo's  courage  upon  the  tremendous 
occasion  constrained  me  to  amile,  in  .spite  of  the 
soleifm  impression  that  such  an  event  never  fails 
to  afiect  me  with — the  moment  that  he  heard  the 
thunder  (wliich  was  like  the  hwst  of  a  great  guh), 
—....^^-.^ — I  —  X 
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f  with  a  .WTipUed  forehead,  and  wHh  eyes  $neted 
tn  the  eeiiing,  wheric»  ihe  eoimd  Beemed  to  pro- 
ceed, he  barked ;  but  he  bnked  exactly  ui  conoert 
with  the  thunder.  It  thundered  once,  and  he 
harked  once;,  and  io  'piteiaely  the  very  instant 
when  the  thunder  happened,,  that  boUi  sounds 
seemed'to  begin  and  to  end-together.  Some  dogs 
will  clap  their  tails  dose,  and  sneak  into  %  comer, 
at  such  a  time,  but  Muhgo  it  seems  is  of  a  more 
fearless  family.  A  house  at  no  great  dicftance 
from  ouiB  was  the  mark  to  which  the  lightning 
wai^ffirected;  it  knocked  down  £he  chimney,'  split 
the  buildfng,  and  carried  away  the  comer  of  the 
next  house;  in  wMdk  lay  a  fellow  drunk,  and 
asleep  upon  his  bed— it  rt>used  and  terrified  Mm, 
and  he  pronuses  to  get  drunk  no  .more ;  but  I  have 
seen  a  wofiil  end  of  many  such  conYendbns.  I 
remember  but  one  such  storm  at  Olney  since  I 
have  knoWn  the' place ;  and  I  am  glad  that  it  did 
not  happen  two  days  sooner  .fi>r  the  sake  of  the 
ladies,  who  would  probably,  one  of  them  at  least, 
have  been  alarmed  by  it.  1  have  received,  nnce 
you  went,  two  very  flattering  liters  i^f  thanks, 
one  from  Mr.  Bacon,  and  ohe  from  Mr.  Barham, 
such  as  might  make  a  lean  poet  plump,  and  an 
humble  poet  proud.  But. being  myself  neither 
lean  nor  humble,  1  know  of  no  other  effect  ^ey 
had,'  than  that  they  pleased  me ;  and  I  commuifl- 
cate  the  intelligence  to  you,  not  without  an  as- 
sured ho^  that  you  wUl  be  pleased  also.  We 
are  now  going  to  walk,  foid  thus  far  I  have  writ- 
ten hefore  I  have  received  your  letter.  Friday .— 
I  must  now  be  as  compact,  as  possible.  When  t 
began,  I  designed  (bur  sides,  Islut  my  packet  being 
fransfontied  into  two  single  epistles,  I  can  oonise- 
quently  afford  you  but  three.  I  hate  filled  a  large 
sheet  with'  'animadversions  upon  Pope.  I  am 
proceeding  in  my  .translation—^'  Vdia  et  remis^ 
omn  Urns  ncrvis" — as  Hudibras  has  it ;  and  if  Grod 
gixe  me  health  and  ability,  wiD  put  it  into  your 
hands  when  I  see  y'oQ  next  Mr.  •— r— h  has  just 
left  us.  He  has  read  my  book,  and,  as  if  fearful 
that  I  had  overlocSked  some  of  them  myself,  Kas 
pointed  out  to  me  all  its  beauties.  1  do  assure, 
you  the  man  has  a  very  acute  discernment,  and  a 
taste  that  I  have  no  fiiult  *to  find  with.  I  hope 
that  you  are  of  the  same  opinion. 

Be  not  sorry  that  your  love  of  Christ  was  ex- 
pited  in*  you  by  a  picture.  Could  a  dog  or  cat 
suggest  to  me  the  thought,  that  Christ  is  predous,*^ 
I  would  not  despise  that  thought  because  a  dog  or 
cat  suggested  it.  The  meanness  of  the  instra- 
mcnt  can  not  debase  the  no))leness  of  the  princi- 
ple.' He  that  kneels  before  a  pcture  of  Christ,  is 
an  idolater.  But'  he  ih  whose  heart  the  ^ht  of  a 
picture  kindles  a  warm  remembrance  of  the  Sa- ' 
viour's  sufferings,  must  be  a  Christian.  Suppose 
thai  I  dream  as  Gardiner  did,  that  Christ  walks 
beH^  me,  thai  he  tuns  and  smiles  upon  me,  and 


fillt  my  soul  witl^  inefiable  kve  and  joy.  Will  a 
man  teH  me  that  I  am  'deceived,  tfiat ,  I  ought  not 
U>  love  ^ot  rejoice  in  him  fat  such  a  leaftm,  be- 
ca)ise  a  dream  is  merely  a  picture  drawn  upcm 
the  imagjnaflon'?  I  hdd  not  with  such  divinity. 
To  love  Christ  is  the  greatest  dignity  of  man,  be 
that  afiectSon  vrroug^t  in  himlu»w  it  may. . 

Adieif !    May  the  bleanng  of  Ok)d  he  upon  you 
an  I    It  is  your  mother^  heart's  wish  and  mine. 
Yours  ever,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  PRfgND,  "3ltl^ll»#  27,  T785. 

I  WAS  low  in  spirits  yesterday,  when  your  par- 
cel came  and  raised  them.  Every  proof  of  atten- 
tion and  regard  to  a  man  who  lives  in  a  vinegar 
bottle  Is  welcome  from  his  friends  op  the  outside 
of  it— accordingly  youfbooks  were  welcome  (you 
must  not  fbfget  by  the  way  that  I  want  the  ori- 
ginal, of  which  jrou  have  sent  me  the  translation 
only)  and  the  ruffles  from"  Miss  Shuttleworth 
most  welcome,  t  am  covetous,  if  ever  mAn  wa^ 
of  living  in  the  remembrance  of  absentees  whom 
I  highly  vsHue  an^  esteem,  and"  consequently  feh 
myself  jnuch  gratified  by  her  veiy  obliging  pre- 
sent. 1  have  had  more  comfort,  far  more  comfort, 
in  the  connexions  that  I  have  formed  within  the 
last  twenty  years,  than  in  the  more  numerous 
ones  that  I  had  before!  r     ' 

Memorandum — ^The  latter  are  almost  all  Un- 
w£ns  or  XJnwiiiisms} 

Yoo-aTe  entitled  to  my  thanks  also  for  the  €bl- 
cetious  engraving^  of  John  Gilpin.  *  A  serious 
poem  is  like  a  swan,  it  flies  hefivUy,  and  never  faj;, 
but  a  jest  has  the  wings  of  a  swallow,  that  never 
tire,  and  that  carry  it  into  every  nook  and  cor- 
ner. I  am  perfectly  a-  stranger  however  to  the 
reception  that  my  volume  meeta  with,  and  I  be- 
lieve in.  respect  of  my  Tionchtdance  upon  that  sub- 
ject, if  authors  Would  but  bopy  so  &ir  an  exam- 
ple, am  a  mtet  exemplary  Character.  I  must  tdl 
you  nevotheless,  that  although  the  laurels  that  I 
gain  at  Olney  vrill  never  minister  mnch  to  my 
pride,  I  have  acquired  sonft.  The  Rev.  Mr. 
—  'is  my  admirer,  and  thinks  my  second 
volume  stiperior  to  my  finit.  It  ought,  to  be  so. 
If  we  do  not  improve  l^y  practice,  then'  nothing 
can  mehd  us ;  and  a  man  has  no  more  (^use  to  be 
mortified  at  being  told  that  he  has  exceUod  him- 
self, than  the  elephant  had,  whdse-  praise  it  was, 
that  he  was  the  greatest  elephant  in  the  World, 
hiniBelf  ex^eepted.  If  it  be  fair  to  judge  of  a  book 
by  an  extract,  I  do  not  wonder  that  you  were  so 
little  edified  by  Johnson's  Journal.    It  is  even 

more  ridiculous  than  was  poor ^"s  of  flaitu- 

lent  memory.  The  portioii  of  it  given  to  us  in 
this  day's  paper  contains  not  pne  seMiment  worth 
on«  fartldng;  except  the  last,  in  which  he  re* 
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ttArea  to  bitad  hiiiiself  whl|  no^  more  imfaidden 
obligalioiis.'  Poor  mini  one  would  tbink,  that 
to  praj  for  his  dead  wife,  and  to  pinch  himself 
with^fawch  ftsCs,  had  been  afanoat  the  x^fiole  of 
his'  religion.  I  am  ianj  that  he,  who  waa  so 
manly  an  i^vocato  for  the  canto  of  ^rhtue  in  all 
other  places,  waa  so  childlBhly  employed,  and  so 
aapentxtionsly  too,  in  his  claset^  Had  he  stodied 
hi»  BiUe  lAote,  to  which  by  his  own.  conftesion 
he  was  m  great  paM  a  strtuiger,  he  had  known 
better  what  nse  to  )nake  of  his  retired  homs,  and 
had  trifled  less.  His  lucubr^ions  of  this  sort 
hftve  rather  the  appearanee-of  religious  doti^, 
than  of  any  Tigoroos^ezertions  towards  God.  It 
win  be  weU  if  tl^  publication  prove  not  hifrt(Ul 
in  its  efledts,  l^  exposing  tiie.bcat  cause,  alieady> 
too  much  d^piM,  to  iridicttle  stiO  more  profane. 
On  the  other  side  of  the  same  paper  I'find  a:  long 
stiing  of  aphorisms,  and  flaaxims,  and  rales  for  the 
con4]]ct  of  life,  which,  though  they  appear  not  with 
his  name,  are.  so  much'in  Mb  mann^  with  the 
abov»4nentioned,  that  I  suspect'  them  for  his.  I 
have  not  read  them  aD,  but  several  of  them  I  read 
that  were  trivial  endugh;  for  the  sake  of  one  how- 
ever I  give  lum  the  rest — he  advises  never  to  ban- 
ish hope  entirely,  because  it  is  th^  cordilil  of  lifo, 
although  -it  be  the  greatest  flatterer  in  the  World. 
Such  a  measure  of  hope  as  ma^  net  endanger  ihy 
peace  by  disappointment  I  wotold  wish  to^  cherish 
*  upon  every  sidrjec^  in  which  I  am  interested. 
"Bnt  there  Ji6s  the  difficulty. '  A  cure  however, 
and  the  only  one,  for  all  the  irregularities  both  of 
hope  apd  ^Mr,  is  found  m  submiislon  to  the  will 
of  God:    Happy  they  that  have  it!   ' 

This  last  sentence  puts  me  in  mind  of  yoUr  re- 
fetenoe  to  Blair  in  a  former  letter,  whooLyou  there 
permi^tedto  be  your  arbiter  to  adjust  the  reqsective 
claims  6f  vho  or  that.  I  do  not  rashly  di^er  from< 
80  great  a  grammarian,  nor  doat  any  rate  dtfiar 
from  him  altogether — ^npon  solenm  ocea8ionsy.as 
iii  prayer  or  preaehiog  for  instance,  I  vrould  be 
atiictly  correct,  and  iqpon  stately  ones,  for  instance' 
were  I  wiitfaig  an  epic  poem,  I  would  be  io  like- 
wise, but  net  upon*  fomiliar  occasions.  God  who 
heaieth  prayer,  is  right  H^otor  loAo  saw  Patro- 
dus,  is  right.  And  the  man  that  dresses  me  every 
day  t  is  in  my  mind  right  also  ^—because  the  con- 
trury  would  givea^  air  of  s^ffitess  and  pedantry  to 
an  expreasion,  that  in  respect  of  the  mattet  of  it 
can  not  )w  too  negligently  made  up. 

4dieu,  my  dear  WUfiam!  I  have  scribbled  with 
aD  my  might,  which,  breakfiuit-time  escepted,  has 
been  my  employment  ever  rincto  I  roaei  and  it  is 
nowpastohe.  You|s,  W.  C. 

TO  LADY  HESKETh! 

HT  DEAft  C008IN,  Oei,  1%  1*785. 

It  is  no  fiew.  thing  with  you  to  give  pleasure. 
But  I  will  wntoro  to  say  that  you  do. not  often 


give^more  than  you  gave  me  this  morning.  When 
I  came  down  to  breakfast,  and  found  upon  tha 
table  a  letter  franked  by  my  undo,  and  when 
opening  that  frank  I  foun^that  it  contained  a  let- 
ter from  you,  I  said  vrithin  myself—'  This  is  just 
as  itshould  be:  We  are  all  grown  young  again, 
and  the  days.that  I  thought  I  should  see  no  more, 
are  actually  returned.*  You  perceive  therefore 
that  you  judged  weU  when  you  conjectured  that  a 
line  flpom  you  would  not  be  disagreeable  to  me.  It 
could  not  ^  otherwise  than  as  in  fact  it  proved,  a 
most  agreeable  surprise,  for  I  cui  Jtroly  boast  of  afl 
affedaon  for  you,  that  neither  yetfn,fior  interruptp 
ed  intercourse,  have  -at  all  abated.  I  nM  only 
recollect  how  much  1  valued  you  once,  Aid  with 
how- much  eause,  immediately  to  foel  a  revival 
of  the  8am9'valne:  iif  that  can  her  aaid  to  revive, 
which  at  the  nx^t  has  <mly  been  dormant  for 
VTant  of  employment.  But  I  slander  it  wh^n  I  s^ 
that  it  has  slept.  '  A  thousand  times  l^tve  I  ree 
collected  a  thousand  scenes,  in  which*  our  two 
seM  have  formeid  the  whole  of  the  dramAi,  with 
the  greatest  plfasqre;  at4imes  too,  when  I  had  no 
.te^son  to  suppose  that  I  should  ever  hear  from  you 
again.  I  have  laughed  with  you  &t  the  Ar^ibian 
Nighta'  Entertainments,  which  afibrded  us,  as  you 
well  know,  a  fbnd  of  menriment  that  deserves  never 
to  be  forgot  I  have  walked  with  you  to  Netley 
Abbey,  and  have  scrambled  with  you  over  hedges 
in  every  direction,  and  ipanjt  ether  feats  we  have 
pdrforined  together,  upon  the  fieki.of  my  remem- 
brance, and  all  within  thesei  few  yean.  Should  I 
say  within  thiis  twelvemonth,  I  sb^d  not  trans- 
gress the  troth.  The  hours  that  I  b^ve  spent 
vrith  yoiu  were  among  thapleasantest  of  my  former 
dayS)  and  are  therefore  chronicled  in  my  mind  so 
deeply  as  to  feel  no  erasure.  Neither  do  I  forget 
my  i>oor  friend  Sir  Thomas.  I  should  remember 
him  indeed,  at  Vny  rate,  on  account  qf  his  personal 
kindness  to  myself;  but  the  last  testimony  that  he 
gave  of  1^  regard  for  you^endean  him  to  fne  still 
more.  "With  his  uncomipon  understanding  (for 
with  many  pecufiarities  he  had  more  sense  than 
any  of  his  aoqu^ddtance,)  is^  with  his  generous 
sensibilities,  it  wa«  hardly  possible  that  he  should 
not  distin^^nish  you  as  he.  has  done.  As  it  waa 
the  last,  so  it  was  the  best  proof  that  he  could  give, 
of  a  judgment  that  never  deceived  him,  when  he 
would  allovr  himself  leisure  to  consult  it. 

You  say  that  you  have  oftenJieard  of  me;  tha& 
puzzles  me.  1  can  not  imagine  from  wl)a^  quarter, 
but  it  is  no  matter..  I  must  tell  you  however,  my 
cousin,  that  your  informaliAn  has  been  a  little  de- 
fective. That  I  am  happy  m  my  situatioa  is  tru^; 
I  live,  and  have  lived  these  twenty  years;  with 
Mrs.  Unwip,  to  whose  aflectionate  care  of  me, 
during  the  iar  greater  part  of  that  time,  i(  is  under 
Providence  owing  that  I  live  at  alL  But  I  do  not 
account  myself  happy  in  having  beam  fix  thirteen 
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of  Aoee  jMrem  a  rtateaf  nund,  that  kas  made  all 
that  Otoe  and  >a^taBtloii'nBeeflMii7;  an '•Ctentkm 
and  a  cave  that  hare  injured  her  health,  aivl  which, 
had  she  not  been  unccDBnonly  auppcnt^i  mnet 
ha^  brought  to  to  the  Kfave.  .  But  TwiU  peca  to 
another  subject;  it  would  be  cruel  to  particnlariie 
oniy  to  give  painj  neither  would  I  by  any  fneans 
give  a  sable  hi|e  to  the  first  letter  of  acosroBpond- 
enoe  so  unexpectedly,  renewed. 
'  I  am  delighted,  vrith  what  you  teU  me  of  my 
nnde's  good  health.  To  ei^oy  any  meaanie  of 
cheerfulness  at  so  lute  a  day  is'nuich.  Bu^  to  have 
thht  late  day  enlivened  with  the  vivacity  of  youth, 
IS  much  mofe,  and  in  these  postdiluvian  times  a 
rarity  indeed.  Happy  for  the  most  part  an  pa- 
rents who  have  daughters.  Daughters  ai^not  apt 
to  ontlive«their  natvtfal  a£Mions,  vrtiich  a  son  has 
generally  survived  ewn.befoie  his  boyish  yesiiB 
are  expired.  I  rejoice  particularly  in  my  uncle's 
fiflicity,  who  -has  three  female^  descendants  fitom 
his  Kttle  pemn,  who  leAve  him  nothing  to  wish 
Ibr  upon  ^at  head. 

My  dear  cousin,  dejection  of  spirits,  which  (I 
suppose)  may  have  prevented  many  a  man  fimm' 
becoming  an  author,  made  me  one.  I  find  con- 
stant employment  jieeensary,  ited  tiiereibre  take 
care  to  be  constantly  employed.  Manual  ocoupar 
tions  do  not  engage  the  mind  sufficiently,  as  I 
Imow  by.  ez^Jetience,  having  tried  many. .  But 

«.  compootion,  espedally  of  ^rerse,  absorbs  it  vdioUy. 
I  write  thftefore  generally,  three  iiours  in  a  morn- 
ing, and  in  an  evening  I  transcribe. ,  I  tead  aUo, 
but  les^  than  t  write,  for  I  must  have  bodfly  exer- 
cise, and  therefore  never  paea  a  day  without  it 

Yon  disk  me  wheie  I  have  been  this  summer.  I 
answer,  at  Ofaiey.  Should  you  ask  me  where  I 
spent  tne  last  seventeen  summen,  I  should  still 
answer  at  (Mney.  Ay,  nxkd  the  winters  also;  I 
have  seldom  left  i^  and  except  when  I  attended 
my  brother  in  hiB  last  iHness,^  never  I  believe  a 

~  fortnight  together. 

Adieu,  my  beloved  cousin,  I  -shall  n<k  always  be 
thus  nimble  .in  reply,  but  shall  always  have  great 
pleasure  in  answiering  you  when  I  can. 

Youn,  my  IHsnd  and  cousin,  "W.  C 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  XTNWIN. 

•rr  DEAR  WILLIAM,  Orf .  98, 1785! 

Von  ini^ht  well  suppose  that  your  letter  had 
mi^carried,  though  in  fact  it  was  dul^  received.  1 
am  not  ofleh  so  long  in  arrear,  and  you  may  assme 
yourself  that  when  at  any  time  it  happens  that  I 
am  so,  neither  neglect  nor  idleness  is  ^e  cause.  I 
have,  as  you  well  know,  a  daily  occupation,  forty 
hnes  to  tralkstate,  a  task  which  I  never  cxciise  my- 
self when  it  is  possible  to  perform  it.  Equally, 
sedmous  I  am  m  the  matter  o^tiianscribi^g,  so  thltt 


between  bothy'n^  morning  and  evening  are  for  the 
most  part  c6mpleiely  engaged.  Add  to  Ibis, '.(hat 
though  my  spirits  are  seldom  so  bad  but.  I  can 
write  vene,  they  are  oflten  at  so  low  an  ebb  as  to 
make  the  pioduction  of  a  letter  Jmpossifale.  So 
much.fqr  a  t^espasB  whiehcaUedfor  soone  apology, 
but  for  which  to  a|pok]gize  further,  ^euldbe  to 
oonmiit  a  greater  trespass  stilL 

I  am  now  in  the  twentieth  book  of  ^O0Ber,  and 
shall  asMTsdly  proceed,  because  the  forther  V  go 
the  m«fre  I  find  myself  justified  in  the  undertaking: 
and  in  due  time,  if  .1  live,  shall  ae^piedly  pubhsh* 
In  the  whole  I  ahidl  hare  compoeed  about  forty 
thousand  venes,  about  which  forty  thousand  verses 
I  shdl  have  taken  great  pains,  on  no  occasion  sul^ 
foiing  a  sktvenly  line  to*  escape  me.  I  leave  you 
to  'gutaB  thereQwe  wbetha,  such  a  labour  onoe 
achieved,  I  shall  not  determine  to.tmn  it  to  soido 
account,  and  to  gain  myself  profit  if  I  can,  if  not, 
at  least  some  credit,  fi^  my  r»w«nL 

I  perfect^  approve  of*  yogr  course  with  John. 
The  Doipst  entertaining  hooka  are  best  to  bfgin 
wjidi,  and  none  in  the  world,  so  far  m  .entertain- 
ment iseoneemed,  deserves  the  prefnenoe  to  Ho- 
Nett^  do  I  know,  that  there  is  any  where 
to  be  found  Grreek  of  easier  construction.  Poetical 
Gfsek  Imean;  and  a?  foe  prose,  I  should  recom- 
mend Xen<^hon's  Cynpedia.  That  also  is  a 
most  amusing  nanMi^e,  And  ten  times  easier  to 
understand  than  the  crabbed  epiigrams  and  sciib-  • 
bienentsof  the  minor  poets,  that  are  genera%^ 
tkito  the  hands  of  boys.  I  took  paitieular  notice 
of  the  neatness  of  John's^  Grreek  character,  which 
(let  me  tell  you)  deserves  its  share  of  oommenda. 
taon;  for  to  write  the  language  legibly  is  not  the 
lot  of  eveQr  man  who  can  read  it  Wltnaas  ^y* 
.self  for  one.  • 

I  like'the  Uttfe  ode  of  Huntingfoid'a  that  you 
sent  me.  In  such  mattew- we  do  not  expect  much 
novelty^  or  mnch  depth'  of  thought.  The  expres- 
sion IB  all  in  all,  wl:^  to  me  at  l^st  appeara  to 
befoultloM. 

Adieu,  my  dear  WilUam  1  .We  aie  well,  an] 
yeo  and  yoiKS  ake  ever  the  objects  of  onrafilectioa 

W.'C. 


t6  LADY  HESKETH. 

irr  DEAREdT  oousiK,         Olfuy,  Nes.  9, 1785. 

Whose  last  mbst  afibctionate  leMer  has  run  in 
my  head  ever  since  I  reteiveditiatod  which  I  now 
sit  down  to  answer  two  days  sooner  than  the  post 
will  serve  me;  I  thank  you  for  it,  and  with  a 
wanpth  for  which  I  am  sure  you  will  give  me  cre- 
dit, tho'ugh  I  do  not  spend  mai^  words  in  describ- 
ing it.  i  d6  not  seek  new  fHendS)  not  being  alto- 
gether sure  that  I  should  find  them,  but  have  un- 
speakable plecHwe  in  being  stiU  bdovedbj  an  old 
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ontf.  I  hope  HuH  now  our  coneipondenoe  has  suf- 
fered its  Uct  iiitennrpti<ftf;  aiMl.'that  we  shall  go 
dorm  together  to  the  grave,  chatting  and  chirpiiig 
as  mefrily  as  sttch  a  scene  of  tbingk  as  this  will 
pennit. 

I  am  happy  that  ipy  poems 'have  pleased  yon. 
My  vohim»faas  ailbrded  me  no  such  ^^easore  at 
any  time,  tither  while  I  wav  writlhgit,  Or  sinoe  its 
pahBcatioii,  as  I  haVe  doAted  from  ymun  and^my 
mide's  opinion  of  it.  I  make  certain  allowances 
lor  putidity,  and  for  that  peouliar'  quickness  of 
tastej  with  which  you  both  relish  what  yon  l^e, 
and  aftet  all  4rawbadL«;'Upon  tl^ose  akscounls  dul^ 
made,  find  myself  rich  in  the  measure  of  your  a] 
probktidn  that  stili  remains.  Bpt  upon, all  I 
nour  7ofan  Grilpin/ since  it  was  he  who  first  encoi 
raged  you  to  write.  I  made  him  eh  purpose 
laugh  at,  and  he  served  his  purp9s0  well ;  but  I 
now  in  debt  to  him  for  a  msn^  Toluable  acquisii 
than  all'  the  laughter  in  the  world  amounts  to,ithe 
recovery  of  jny  intercoune  with  y<yu,  which  ip  to 
me  inestimable*  My  beneVplent  «nd  generous 
oposinj  when  I  was  onca  aslied  if  I  wanted  any 
thing;  and  given  deficately  enough  to  understand 
tiiat  the  inquiwr  was  ready  to  supply  all  my  occar 
sons,  I  thankfUIy  and  civilly,  but  positively,  de- 
clined the  fiivuur.  I  neither  sufiTer,  nor  haVe  suf- 
fered any  ^lich  inconveniences  as  I  hleul  not  much 
tether  endure,  than  come  vnder  obligation*  of  that 
sort  to  a  persqn  eomparativdy.with  youraelf  a 
stranger  to  me.  But  to  yon  I  ansvrer  otherwise. 
I  know  you  thoroughl}^  and  the  hherafity  of  y<|ur 
disposition ;  and  have  that  eonsnmmate  confidence 
in  thA  ADocrity  of  your  wish  to  serve  me,  that  de- 
Bveffe  me  from  aU  awkward  constraint,  and  from 
all  fear  of  trespassing  by  acceptance.  To  you, 
thrtefore,  I  repty,  yes.  Whensoever  and  whatso- 
ever,* and  in  vcfaat  jnanner  soevdr  you  please  *,  and 
add  moreover,  that  my  afiectioh  for  the  giver  is 
such^  as  will  increase  to  me- trafold  the  ftatisfiustion 
that  f'shallvhave  in  ImeeiviAg.  It  is-  taecessary, 
however,  that  I  should  let  you  a  little  into  the  state 
of  my  1tn$XMX9j  that  you  may  not  suppose  them 
more  narrowly-  circmAscribed  than  they  are.  Sinoe 
Mis.  Unwin  and  I  have  hved  at  Olney,-  we  have 
had  but  one  puree,  although  during  the  whole  of 
that  time,  till  lately,  Ker  income  was  nearly  double 
mine.  Her  revenue  indeed  are  now  in  some  mea- 
sure reduced,  and'do  not  inuch  exceed  my  oWn; 
the  worst  consequence  of  this  «,  that  we  are  forc- 
ed to  deny.ouiselvei  same*  things  which  hitherto 
we  havie  bcten  better  aUe  to  afibrd^  but  they  ard 
such  things  as  neither  life,  nor  the  well-being  of 
life  depend  upoiL  *My  own  income  has  been  bet- 
ter than.it  is,  but  when  it  was  best,  it 'would  not 
have  enabled  me  to.  live  as  my  connexionsHlemand* 


th|kt  I  spent  in  k>dgingB  at  Huntingdon,  in  wh^ 
time,  by  the  help' of  good  management,  and  a  clear 
notion  of  economical  matters,  I  contrived  to  spend 
thamcome  df  a  twebemdOth. '  Now,  my  beloved 
cousin,  you  are  in  possessidn  of -the  whole  case  as 
it  stands. '  Strain  no  points  to  yourown  inconvb- 
pience  or  hurt,  for  there  iano  need  of  it,  bilt  in- 
dulge yourself  in  communicatihg  (no  matter  what) 
that  you  can  spare  without  nuasing  it,  «nee  by  so 
doing  you  will  be  sure  to  add  to  the  comforts  of 
my -life  one  of*  the  sweftest  t^  I  can  enjoy— a 
token  alid  proof  of  youri^ection,    • 

In  the  affair  of  mj  next  publication,  toward 
whi^  you'  al^o  oflbr  me  so  kindly  your  assistance, 
there  will  be  no  need  'that  you  should  help  me  in 
the  manner'that  you  propose.  It  -will  he  a  Uirge 
Work,  oonsisthig,  I  should  imagine,  of  six  volume 
at  least,  Thertwelfth  of  this  month  I  shall  have 
spent  a  year  upon  it,  and  it  will4»st  me  more  than 
another.  -  I  do  not  love  the  bookseUers  weH  enough 
to  make  then^  a  preqen^  of  such  a^  labour,*  but  in- 
tend ta  publish  hy  subscription.  Your  Tote  and 
interest,  my  dear  cousin,  upon  the  ooc^tfio^,  if  you 
pleiEee,  but  nothing  more !  I  will  tmuUe  you  with 
some  papers  of  proposals,  when  the  time  duiH 
come^  aifd  am  sure  ^bat  you  will  circulate  as  many 
for  me  as  you*  can.  Now,  my  dear,  I  am  going  to ' 
tell  you  a  secret. .  It  is  a  great  secret,  that  you 
must  not  whisper  even,  to  your  cat.  No  creature 
is  at  this  moment  apprised  of  it  but  Mrs  Unwin 
and  her  son'.  I  am nftekinga new  translation  of  ^ 
Homer,  .and  am  on  the.,  point  of  fipi&ing  the 
twenty-first  book  of  the  Hied.  The  reasons  up- 
on which  I  undertake  this  Heroulean  labour,  and 
by  which  I  justify  an  enterprise  in  which  t  seem 
so  efiSxtually  anticipated-  by  Pope,  although  in  puH 
ttt'hasnot  anttoqMttod.me  ^  all,  I  mayposdbly 
give  yon,  if  you  wish  for  them,  when  I  £an  fitid 
nothing  more^interteting  to  say.  A  period  which 
I  do  not  ccmoeive  to  be  very  nearl  I  have  not  an- 
swered many  things  in  your  letter,  not  can  I  do  it 
at  present  for  want  of  room.  I  cannot  belyeve  but 
that  I  should  know  you,  notwithatanding  all  diat 
tnne  may  have  done.  -Therein  not  a  featuore  of 
your  face,  could  I  meet  it  upon  the  load  ky  itself 
that  I  should  not  instantly  recoUcet. '  I  should  say, 
that  is  my  cousin's  nose,  or  those  aro  her  lips  and 
her  chin,  and  no  woman  upon  earth  can  claim  tbepr 
but  herself  As  for  me,  I  am  a  very  sniart  youth 
of  my  years.;  I  am  not  indeed  grown  gray  9ff 
much  as  I  am  grown  bold.  No  matter.  There 
was  more  hair  in  the  world  than  ever  had  the  ho 
nour  to  bebng  to  me.  Accordingly  having  found 
ju^  enough  to  curl  a  little  ^  my  ears,  and  to  in- 
termix vrith  ^  Uttle  of  my  own  that  still  hangs  be* 
.hind,  1  appear,  if  you  see  me  in  the  aflemouD,  to 


ed  that  I  should,  had  it  nCt  been  combined  with  a-  'have  a  very  decent  headHdress,  not  easily  di»ria- 


better  than  itself,  at  least  at  this  end  of  th^  king- 
dom.   Of  this  I  had  full  proof  during  three  months 
19 


|ruished>from  my  iiatural  growth;  wliich  bemji 
worn  with  a  small  bag,  and  a  black  riband  about 
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mj  neck,  continues'to  Vm  ih»  chafm*  of  my  yOQth, 
even  .on  the  veige  of  ag«.  Away 'with  the  fiwr  of 
writing  too  often. 

Youn,^  my  deaieil  coooBi,  W.  C. 
P.  S.  ——That' the  view  I  giva  you/ of  my- 
self may  be  comply,  I  mU  ^  two  foBowing 
iteouK-That  I  am  in  debt  to  nobody,  and  that  I 
grow  fiat.  , 


TO  LADY  HESKETH.  '     " 

r 
itv  BSAR£ST  coeaiN,       / 

I  am'  glad  .that  I  always  loved  yon  aa  I  did.  Jt 
v^Icaseame  firam  apy  oocaabn  to  auapect  that,  my 
present  a^timr  for  yon  is  indebted  fpr  ita^azisi- 
enice  te  any  aelfiah  bonsidetmtions.  .  ICo,.I  am  sore 
I  lov^you  disinterestedly,  and  fiar  your  own  Me, 
because  J  never  thought  q/f  you  With  any  other 
sensatkmfl  than  thoeeof  the  truest  affection,  even 
while  I  was  upiicr  the  influenee'of  a  persuaeion 
that  1  ehouid  never  heyr  ft^m  you  again.  But 
with  my^pmsent  feelings^  euperadded'to  those  that 
1  alwiig^  h^  for  you/I  find  it  ne  eny  matter. to 
do  justice  to*  my  sensations.  I  perceive  myself  in 
a  fitate  of  mnd  sifnihtf  to  tha^,of  the  txaveller,  de- 
scribedia  Rope's  Messiah,  who,  ashe  pessesthrough 
a  sand^  desert,  starts  at  the^siidden  and  unexpe^ 
ed  sound  of  a  water&U,  You  have*ptaoed  me  in 
a  situation  new-  to  me,  ^nd  in  which  I  led  myself 
somewhat  puzaledhfAvi  ought  to-behave..  At  the 
same  tim^that  i  would  not*  grieve  you,  by.putfing 
a  check  upon  your,  bounty,  I  would  be  ae  caxefhl 
not  to  abuse  it,  as  if  I  were  a  miqer,  and  the  quee- 
tion  not  about  your  money,  but  my  own. 

i^ltheugh  I  do  not  M^eot  thut  a  secrei  to  you, 
my  cousin,  is  any  buxthni,  yet  having  matulrely 
considered  that  point,  since  I  wrote  my  la«t,  I  fed 
myself  altogether  dii^XMod  to  release  you  from  the 
injunction)  to  that  e^ect,  under  which  I  laid  you. 
I  hater  now  made  su^  a  progseas  in  translation, 
that  I  need  neither*  fear  that  I  shaH  stop  short  of 
the  end|  nor  that  ai^  other  pder  of  Pegasus  sliould 
oveifi^  me.  Therefore^  if  at  any  time  it  should 
fall  fairly  in  your  way,  or  yen  should  feel  your-' 
sclf'invitod  to  say  i  am  so  eeeupied,  you  have  ray 
poetfihip's  freepermisBioii.  Dr.  JohnBon  read,  and 
Recommended  my  first  vofauM.  -     W.  C. 


told  me  that  your  e^y  in  thiexeuntiy  would-be 
short,  you  sl^d  be  gone  befoie  it  eould  reach 
you.    . 

I'Wiahi  aa  yeu  do,  that  the  cbaige  in  qoaOksk 
eould  find  ifs  way  into  all  the  parsonages  in  the 
natbn.  It  is  so  geiucally  applkabb^  and  yet  po 
pointedly  enfcMcSd,  that  it  deso^ea  the  most  ex- 
tensive 8i«ead.r  I  fiad  id  it  the  h^flest  nuxture 
t>f  spiiitual  authority,  the  meekness  of  a  Ohiipliajp, 
and  the  g»od  mannen  of  a  gentleman.  .  It  has. 
convinced  me,  '^at  the«poetf  who,  litie  myaell^ 
shaU  take  the  liberty  to  pay  the  author  of  such .  va^ 
uaUe  admbnition  a  compUmant,  shall  do  at  least 
as  much  honour  to  himself  aa  ^  lua  subject. 

'     VouiB,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  .  ,N0V,9^  1785.' 

You  desired  m^  ^  i^uvn  your  good  hrofher  the 
bishop^  chaige  as  soon  tA  I  conveniently  eould, 
and  the  weather  having  fi>rbidden  us  to  hope  for 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  you,  and  Mn:  Bagot  with 
Tou^  this  morning,  l  retui^i'  it' now,  lest,  as  you 


TO  THE  RHV.  WILLIAM  UNWm. 

MT  DEAR  frAsnd,  "    Bee,  94,  l"!;^ 

Yop  woeld '  have  found  a  letter  from  me  at  Mr. 
-*s,  aceokding  to-  your  aaBignation,  had  not 


thiB  post,<  setting  out  two  heurs  sooujcr  than,  the 
usual  t^me^  prkventad  me.  The  Odysaey.  that  you 
s^t  has  bi4  one  fauk,  at  least  biitometiutf  I  have 
disobvered,  which  is,  |hat  I  can  not  read  it.  The 
very  attempt,  if  peneveied  in;  would  soon  make 
me  ae  blind  aa  Homer  wae  himself.  I  am  now 
in  the  hist*  boek  of  the  ^Had;  shall  be  obliged  to 
you  therefore 'for  a  more  legiUa  one  by  th^  fint 
opportunity.  .    ** 

i.  wrote  to>  Johnte  lately,  deeMng  him  te  git« 
me  advice  and  infonnatiopi  on  th^  subject  of  prtH 
pqsab  for  a  subecriptkm ;  and  he  desiied  mp  in 
his  aiuwei^  not  to  use  that  mode^of  pubUcatioR, 
but  to  treat  with  him;  adding,  that  he  could  make 
me  such  ofikrs,  as  (he  believed)  I  should  approve. 
Iliaveiepliedto  hS's  letter,  but  ahide  by  my  first 
purpcpe,   .         • 

Having  occasion  to  wide  to  Mr.  >  ^  con- 
cerning his  princely  benevolence,  extended  this 
year  also  to  the  poor  of  X)liiey,  I  jmt  in  a  good 
word,  for  my.  poor  self 'likewise,  and  have*reoeived> 
a  veiy  obliging  and  eiloouiaging  anawcr.  He 
pnuDiaes  me  six  names  in  p^rtkvdar,  that  (he 
says)  wiU'  do  me  no  diaciedit,  indezpreases  a  wish 
to  be  served  with  papen  aa  doon  aa  they  ahall  be 
panted.            ^  - 

I  meet  with  enooungement  from  all  quarten, 
such  ae  I  find  need  of  indeed  in  an  enterprise-oC 
mch  length  and  moment,  but  such  aa  at  the  sijtM 
time  I  find  effectual.  .Homer is  not  a  poet  to  be 
Iranalagted  .under .the  disadvantagea  of  douhta  and 
dejection. 

Let  m?  sfaig  the  praises  of  the  desk  whiph  -^^*- 
haa  sent  me.  In  general,  it  mi  aa  ei«;^t  as  possi> 
bl&  In  .jpartacnlar,  It  la  of  oedar,  iieatttifullj 
lacquered.    When  put  together,  it  aaaumes  the 
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ftrra  of  a  hanflsome'  «iiudl  ehest^'^and  contaltia  aSt 
foits  of  acoaminodationa ;  it  is  inlaid  with  ivt>ry, 
aod  seneK  the  piupoee  of  a  rea^ng  desk/ 

Tour  atifectbnatb,  VT.  C. 


.  TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESO. 

Till  I  had  made  snch  li  ptogresa  in  my  pre- 
eent  onderfaloDg,  as  to  pot  it  out  of  aH  doabt  l^at, 
if  I  lived^  i  flhoold  psooeed  in,  and  finish  itj  I  ke|>t 
the  matter  to  m3rself.  It,  would  have  don6  n^  lit- 
tle honour  to  have  tdd  my  frliends  that  I  had  an 
ardnoot  eiiterpiise  in  hand,  if  afUrwardfl  1  muk 
have  tdld  theih  that  I  had  drppt  it.  Knowing  it  to 
have  heen  universally  the  opinion  ofthelit^ati^  ever 


since  they  have  allowed  thenuelves  to  codsider  the 

matteroooUy,  that  a  translation,  properlyso  called,  of]  respect  myself,  and  hAd  rather  want  bread  than 


H(Mner  is,  uotwithstandiAg  what  Popehas  done, 
a  deaderatum  in  the  Eqglish  language,  it  struck 
me,  that  an  attempt  Co  supply  the  defidenc/  would 
be  an  honourable  one;  and  having  ihade  myself, 
in  former  years,  some\^hat  (^tically  a  master  of 
the  eriginal,  I  was  by  this  double  consideration  in- 
duced to  make  the  attempt  myself.  I  am  now, 
translating  iilto- blank  verse  the  last  book  of  the 
lUad,  and  mean  to  publish  by  subscription. . 

W.O. 


TO  THE  REV.  WiLLIAM  UNWINl. 

MT  DEAR  W?LLUM,  I^tC.  31,  1785. 

Yoo  have  learned  from  my  last  that  I  am  ne)w|i 
coadacting  myself  upon  the  plan  that  you  recomr 
mended  to  m«  in  th«[  summer.  But  siuoe  I  wrote 
it,  I  have  made  still  JMher  advancea  in  my  nego- 
datbn  with  Johnson.  The  proposal  are  adjusted. 
The  proof-sheet  has  be^n  printed  Hl^  tsOrreetad, 
and  returned.  They  will  be  sent  abroad  «i  sopn 
•8 1  make  up  a' complete  list  of  the  personages  and 
persons  to  whom  I  would  have  thfem  sent ;  which 
in  a  few  days  I  hope  t6  be  ablb  to  accempttsh. 
Johnson  behaves  very  well,  al  least  according  to 
my  conceptioor  of^  matter,  and  seems  sehsiftle 
that  1  have  dealt  liberally  with  him.  He  wishes 
me  to  be  rf  gainer  by  my  labours,  in  his  own 
words,  *^to  put  sometihing  handsome  into  my  pock- 
et,* and  recoimneifds.  two  large  quartos  for  the 
whole.  He  would  not  (he  says)  by  any  me^ns 
advise  an  extravagant  price,  and  -has  fixed  it  at 
three  guineas ;  the  h^lf,  as  usual,  to  be  paid  at  the 
time  of  subscribing,  the '  remainder  on  delivery'. 
Five  hundred  names  (he  adds)  at  tfaos  price  will 
put  above  a  thousand  pounds  into  my  purse.  -  i 
am  doing  my  best  to  obtain  them.  Mr.  KewtoA 
is  warm  fai  my  service*  and  can  do  not  a  little.    I 


he  Was' here,  witii  much  eamestness'and  affection 
intreated  tne  to  do  so,  as  soon  4Ui  I  should  have  set- 
tled the  conditions.  If  I  could  g6t  Sir  Itkhard 
Sutton's  address,  I  would  write  to  him  also,  though 
I  havd  been  but  once  in  his  compaify  since  \  left 
Westmint«er»  where  he  and  I  read  the  Iliad  and 
Odyse^  through  ,t<)gether.  I  enclose  *Lord;Dart- 
mouth'A.answeif  to  my  application,'^  which  I  wSil- 
get  you  to  show  to  Lady  Hesk^,  btomse  it  ^MIl 
please  her.  I  shall  be  fl;lad  if  you  can  mak«  an 
opportunity*  to  call  on  her,  during  your  present 
stay  in  town.  You  observer  therefore  that  Kam 
mk  waUtfaig  to  myseK  He  that  is  ^,  has  no  just- 
claim  on'the  assistance  of  others,  neither  shall  my- 
self have  cahse  to  complain  of  me  in  other  rea^. 
pects.  I  thank  you  for,y(mr  friendly  hints,  and 
precautions,  and  shall  not  fidl  to  give  them  the 
guidanee  of  my'  pen.'  I  reppect  tbe  ^blic,  and  I 


expose  myself  wantonly  to  the'  c<]ndemnatiQn  of 
eidier;  I  hate  the  afifectatioii  so  i&equtotiy  found 
in  authors,  of  negligee  and  slov^y  slightness; 
and  in  liie  present  case  am  sensible  how  necessary 
itifl  to'shun  them,  when  I  undertake  the  vast  and 
invidious  labo^ir'  of  doing  ^tter '  than  ■  Pope  has 
don^'beforie  m^.  I  thank  you  forall that  you  have 
said  aiid  done  in  my  cause,  and  beforehand  for  • 
all  that  you  shaD  say  and  do  hereafter.  I  am  sure 
tiiat  there  win  be  no  deficiency  on  your  part  *Jn 
particular  I  thank  you  for  taklhg  such  jealous  care 
of  my  honour  and  respectability,  when  the  man 
you  mention  applied  for  samples  of  tsy  transla- 
tion. When  I  deal  in  wine,  cloth,-  or  cheese,  I 
w91  give  sam^fes,  but  of  vene,  never.  Ko  con- 
sideratton'  would  havfe  induced  me  to  eomply  with 
the.  gentleman's  demand,  unless  he  ooidd  have  as- 
sured me  that  Ms  wife  had  longed. 

I  have  frequently  thought  vrith  pleasure  of  the  ^ 
summer  that  you  have  had  in  your  hearti  while 
you  have  beelr  employed  in  softening  tlie  severity 
of  ifmiat  in  behalf  of  so  ntany  who  must  other- 
vnse  have  been  exposed  to^it.    I  wish  that  you 
could'  make  a>  genferal  gaol  defiveiy,  leaving  cxdf 
those  behind  whtf  ean  net  elsewhere  be  qo  property 
disposed  of    Yea  never  said  a  better  thing  <ii^ 
your  life,  than  when  you  Msured  Mr.  -^ — — -• 
of  the  expedfency.  of  a  gift  bf  bedding  to  the  peor> 
of  Olney.-  There  is  one  article  of  this  world's  com-< 
forts,  with  which,  as  Falstaff  says,  thtj  are'  so^ 
heinously  unprovided.    When  a  poor  woman,  and  • 
an  honest  one,  whom  vre  know  well,  carried  home  ■ 
two  pair  of  blankets,  a.  pair  for  herself  and  hus- ' 
band, -and  a  pair  for  her  six  duldrens  aS'sconvs  ^ 
the  children  saw  them  they  jumped  ouT  of  tlkeir 
straw,  <<aught  them  in,  their  arms,  kisMd  them, 
blessed  them,  and  danced  for  j6y.    An  old  Woman,  , 
a  very  old  one,  the  fimt  night  that  she  found  her-  } 
self  so  comfortably  covered,  could  not  sleep  a  wink, 


uave  of  course  written  to  Mm  'Bagctj  who  when'bcing  kept  awdie  by  the  contrary  emoHoas,  ^f . 
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tranaport  on  the  one  hand,  and  t!ie  fear  of  not  be? 
ing  t$ahkfui  enough  on  the  other. 

It  juflt  oocuis  to  me,  to  aay,  that  thu  manuiciipC 
of  mine  wUl  h«  ready  for  the  preft,  as  I  hope,  by 
the  end  of  February.  I  shall  haye  finahed  the 
Iliad  in  about  ten  days,  and  shata  proceed  imme- 
difOel^  to  the  revisal  of  the  whole.  You  n^ust,  if 
pdnible,  don^e  down  to  Ohiey,  if  \t  be  only  that 
you  may  take,  the  chaige  of  its  safe  delivery  to 
Johnson,  ^or  if  by  any  accident  it  should  be  lost, 
i  ,4m  ondon^— the  fint  copy  being,  byt  a  lean 
counterpart  of  Uie  secoDd. 

Your  nioth^r  joins  with  me.  ii^  love  and  gopd 
wishes  of  every  kind,  to  you,  and  aU  yours. 

'         .  ".    Adieu,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

Jan,  10,  1786. 
It  gave. me  great  pleasure 'that  you  found  my 
fiiend  Unwin,  what  I  was  sure  you  would  find 
him,  a -most  agreeable  n^n.  I  did  ^ot  usher  him 
in  with  the  marrow-bones  and  cleavers  of  high- 
sounding  panegyric,  ttoth  because  I  was  certain 
that  whatapever  merit  he  had,  your  discenimekit 
would  mark  ii,'«nd  because  it  is  possible  to  dora 
man' material  injury  by  mailing  his  praise  his  bar- 
bing. It  is  easy  to  rai^e  expectation  to  sucl^  a. 
-  pitch,  that  the  reality,  be>it  ever  so  excell^t,  must 
neoenarily  fall  below  it 
I  ho)d  myself  much  indebted  to  Mr. 


of  whom  I  have  the  first  information  fimm  your- 
self, both  for  his  frieiully  disposition  towards  me, 
and  for  the  manner  in  which  he  marks  the  defects 
in  my  volume.  .An  author*  must  be  tended  indeed 
to  wince  on  being  touched  so  gently ;'  It  is  un^ 
dottbtedly  as  he  syiys,  and  as  you  sjid  my  unde 
say.  You  can  not  be  all  mistaken,  neither  is  it  at 
dl  probable  that.ahy  of  you  should  be  so.  I  fake 
it  fbr  gngited  therefor^  thait  liiero  aice  inequalities 
in  the  oomposiiion,  -and  I  do  Msure  you,  my  dear, 
mqst  fiuthfully,  that  if  it  should  reash  a  second 
edition,  I  will  span  no  paixyi  to  improve  it.  It 
may  serve  me  for  an  agreeable  amusement  perhaps 
when  Homer  shall  be  gone  an4  done  with.  The 
first,  edition  of  poeips  has  generally  been  susoep- 
tibie  of  improvement  Pope,  I  believe,  never  pub- 
lished one  ui  his  life  that  did*not  undergo  varia- 
tiflDS4  vnd'his  longest  pieces,  many. .  J  will  only 
observe,  that  inequalities  there  must  be  always, 
and  in  every  work  of  length.  There  are  level 
parts  of  every  subject^  parts  which  we  can  not 
with'  ppropri^ty  attempt  to  elevate.  They  are  by 
nsture  humble,  and  can  oi^y  be  made  to  assume 
an  awkwBird  and  uncouth  appearance  by  being 
mounted.  But  again  I  tal^e  H  for  granted  that 
this  remark -does  not  apply  to  the  matter  of  your 
gAjectiim.    You  were  sufficifiiitly.  aware  of  it  her 


fore,  and  have  no  need  that  I  shoiold  suggest  it  as 
an  ^poAogj,  cduld  it  fiave  served  .that  office,  but 
would  have  made  it  for 'me  you;se]£  In  truth, 
my  deaf,  had  you  known  in  what  anguish  of  mind 
I  ymjto  the  Vbole  of  that  poem,'  and  under-what 
perpetual  intetruptiooa.  firom  a  cause  that  has 
siiM^  been  removed,  so  that  sometimes  (  had  net 
an  opportunity  of  writitag  more  than  three  lines  at 
a  otting,  you  would  long  sinoe  have  wondered  as 
much  as  I  do  inyseU^  that  it  turned  out  any  thing 
better  than  Grub-street.   ' 

My  cousin,  give  yourself  no  ttouble  to  find  out 
any  of  the  Magi  to  scrutimze  in^  Homer.  I  can 
do.vrilhout  them;  and  if  I  were  not  conscious  that 
1  have  no  need  of  their  help,  I  would  be  the  fiicBt 
to  call  for  it.  ,  Assure  yourself  that  I  intend  to  be 
careful  to  the  utmost  line  of  all  possible  caution, 
both  with  respect  to  language  and  versification* 
I  will  not  send  a  verse  t6  the  press,  that  shall  not 
have  undergone  the  strictest  examinattioir. 

A  subscripticvi  'tB  surely  on  every  account  the 
most  eligible  mode  of  publication.  When  Tshall 
have  emptied  the  purses  of  my  fiieiids,  and  of  their 
friends,  into  n^.own,  I  am  still  free  to  levy  coptri- 
butionitf  upon  the  world  at  large,  and  I  shall  then 
have  a  fund  to  defray  the  expeflses  of  a  new  edi- 
tion. I'have  onlered  Johnson  to  print  the  propo- 
sals immediately,  and  hope  that  tJiey  will  kiss 
your  hands  before  the  week  is  expiaed. 

I  have  had  the  kindest  letter  from  Joeephus  that 
I  ever  had.  He  mentioned  my  purpose  to  one  of 
the  Masters  ct  Eton,  who  replied  that  ^noch  a 
work  is  much  vranted.' . 

Yours  afifectionatdly,         W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

KT  DEAR  WtLLIlMi  •     JoU^  14)  1786. 

I  AM  glad  that  you  have  seen  Lady  Hesketh. 
I  knew  that  you  would  find  her  every  thing  that  is 
amiable  an4  elegant  Else,  being  my  relation,  I 
would  never  have  shown  her  to  you.  She  also  was 
delighted  with  her  visiter,  and  expects  the  greatest 
pleasure  in  seeing  you  again;  but  is  under  nmie 
apprehensions  that  a  tendec  regard  for  the  drum 
of  your  ear  may  keep  you  from  her.  Never  mind ! 
You  have  two  drums;  and  if  she  should  crack 
both,  I  will  buy  you  a  trumpet  . 

.General  Cowper  -having  n^uch  pressed  me  to 
accompany  n^  proposals  with  a  specimeii,  I  ha^-e 
sent.him  one.  It  is  taken  from  the  twenty-fourth 
book  of  the  Iliad,  a^d  b  part  of  the  interview  be- 
tween Priam  and  Achilles.  Tell  me,  if  it  be  pos- 
siblb  for  any  man  to  tell  me^why  did  Homer 
leave  ofi*  at  the  burial  of  Hector?  Is  it  possible 
that  he  oould  Ito  determined  )o  it  by  a  con^ot,  eo 
little  worthy  of  him,  'as  that,  having  made  the 
numlwr  of  his  books  completely  the  alphabetical 
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nmiiber^  lie  would  not  fojr'the  jokie's  sake  proceed  ijad  seyen' lines;  and  u  taken  fiom  the  inteivhwi 
uiy  finAert    Why  did  he  not  giye  va  the  death  'between  Ptiam  and  Achifles  in  the  kst  book.    I 


«f  Achilles,  and  the  destruction  of  Troy  1  TeH 
me  also,  if  the  crittcs,  with  Aristotle  &t  thdr  head, 
hft^e  notfennd  that  he  left  off '  ^actly  where  he 
should;  and  that  every  epic  poem,  to  aU  genera- 
tions^ is  bovnd  to  conclude  with  t^e  burial  of  Hec- 
tori  I  do  not  in  the  least  doubt  it.  Therefore, 
If  I  live  tcTwrite  a  dozen'epic  poems,  I  will  always 
take  care  to  bury  Hector,  aAd  to  bting  all  matters 
at  that  {>oxnt  to  ftn  immediate  conclusion. 

I  had  a  truly  kind  letter  from  Mr.  -^ ^  writ- 
ten immediately  on  his  recovery  fitmi  the  fever,  I 
am  hound,  to  honour  James's  poTfrdef,  not  only  for 
the  services  it  has  often,  rendered  to  myMf,  but 
still  more  for  having  been  the  means 'of  preserving 


chose  t6  extract  from  the  latter  end  of  the  poem, 
and  as  near  to  the  dose  of  it  as  possiUe,  that  I 
might  encourage  a  hopd  in  the  readers  of  it,  tfiat 
if  they  found  H  in  some  degree  worthy  of  their 
appreKation,  they  "Would  ^d  the  former  parts  of . 
their  work  not  less  so/"  For  if  a  Writer  Hags  »ny 
-where,  it-must  be  when  he  is  near  the  fend^ 
'  My  subscribers  will  have  an  option  given  them 
jn  the  proposals  respectm^  the  price.  My  prede- 
cessor m  the  same^  business  was  not  quite  so  mo- 
derate.*—You  may  say  perhaps  (at  least  if  your 
kfaidness  for  me  did  not  prevent  it  you  would  be 
ready  to  say)  "  It  is  well-— but  do  you  plaice  yoQ]v> 
self  on  a  level  wi^  Popel"    I  answer,  or  rather 


a  lile  ten  times  more  valuable  to  sbsiety,  than  miii^  should  answer — I*  By  ^o  means — ^not  as  a'  poft  j 
IS  ever  likely  to  be.    /  but  as  a  translator  of  Homer,  if  I  did  nbt  expect 

You  say — ^**  why  should  I  trouble  you  with  my  and  believ^  that  I  should  eveh  surpass  him,  why 


troubles^  I  answer— "why  not^  What  is  a 
friend  good  for,  if  wp  may  not  lay  6neend  o(  Che 
sack  upon  his  shoulders,  while  wif  ourselves  carry 
the  other  r 

You  see  yeur  ditty  to  God,  and  your  duty  to 
youT*^ neighbour;  and  ^u  practise  both  with  ydCir 
best  ability.  Yet  a  certsdn  person  accounts  yon 
blind.  I  would  that' all  the  world  were  so  bCEud 
even  as  you  are. '  But  thero  are  some  in  it,  who, 
Gke,  the. Chinese,  say-^"  We  have  two  eyes;  and 
other  nations  have  but  one!''  I  am  glad  however 
that  in  your  one  eye  you  have  light  enough  to  dis^ 
coyer  that  such  oensujc^'  are  not  worth  minding. 

.1  thank  you  heartily  for  every  step  you  take  inl* 
the  advancement  of  my  present  purpose. 

Contrive  to  pay  L,idj  H.  U  long  visit,  fi>r  she< 
has  a  thousand  things  to  say. 

Yours,  my  dear  William,  W.^C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 

MT  DBA9  FRIEND,  Jon,  15,  1786. 

I  BATE  just  time  to  give  you  a  hasty  line  to 
explain  to  you.  the  delay  that  the  publication  of 
n^  proposals  has  tmexpectedly  encountered,  tind 
at  which  I  suppose  that  you  have  been  iomewhat 
surprised. 

J  hav^  a  near  relation  in  London  and  a  warm 
friend  in  General  Cpwpf r;  he  is  also  a  person  as 
able  as  willing  to  render  me  material  service.  I 
lately  made  him  acquainted  vrith  my  design  of 
seiiding  into  the  world  a  new  Translation  of  Ho- 
mer, and  told  him  that  my  papen  would  soon  at- 
tend him.  He  soon  after  desired  that  I  would 
annex  to  them  a  specimen  of  the  work.  To  this 
I  at  fint  objected,  for  reasons  that  need  not  be 
enumerated  here;  but  at  last  acceded  to  his  .ad- 
vice; and  accordingly  the  day  before' yesterday  I 
sent  him  a  specimen.    It  consists  of  one  hundred 


have  I  meddled  ^h  this  matt^  at  all  *?  If  I  con- 
fess inferiority,  I  reprobate  my -own  midertaiing." 
When  I  can  hear  of  the  rest  of  the  bishops, 
diat  they  preach  and  live  as  your  brothear  'does,  I 
wilT  think  more  respectfiilly  of  them  than  I  feel 
inclined  to  do  at  present.  They  may  be  learned,* 
end  I  know  that  some  of  them  are ;  but  your  bro- 
tl^,  learned,  as  he'is,  has  other  more  powerful  re- 
commendations. Persuade  him  to  publish  his 
poetry,  and  I  promise  you  that  he  shall  find  as 
warm  and  sincere  an  admirer  in  me  as  in  any  man^ 
t^  liv^s.    Yours,  my  dear  friend, 

Vary  affectbnately,  Y^.  C. 


TO  THE  REY.  WALTER- BAGOT. 


•fell.  38, 1796. 

MT*  DSAR  AMD  >AITHF(7L  FUSMD, 

*•  ,  i»  ^  *  i  * 

The'par&graphs  that  I  am  now  beginziingwiU 
contain  information  of  a  kind  that  I  am  not  v^ry 
fond  of  communioating,  and  on  a  subject  that  I 
am  not  very  fond  of  writing  abqut  Only  to  you 
I  vrill  open  my  budget  ^thout  reserve,  because  I 
know  that  in  .what  concernii  my  authonhip  ydu 
take  an  interest  that  demands  my  oocfidence,  and 
will  be 'pleased  with  every  occurrence  that  is  at 
all  propitious  to  my  endeavours.  Lady  Hesketh, 
who,  had  she  as  many  mouths  as  Virgil's  Fame, 
with  a  tongue  in  each,  would'  empby  them  all  in 
my  service,  writes  me  word  that  Dr.  Maty  of  tbo 
Musemd  has  read  my  Task. ,  I  can  not  even  to 
you  relate  what  he  says  of  it;  though,  when  I  b» 
gan  this  story,  I  thought  Thad  courage  enough  Hi 
tell  it  boldly.  He  designs  however  to  give  his 
opinion  of  it  in  his  nelt  Monthly  Review;  and 
being  informed  that  J  was  about  to  fini9h  a  tran»> 
]»''on  of  Homer,  asked  her  Ladvship's  leave  co 
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inention  the  oircuirw^noe  on  thM  QOCiM^  Tbiii 
inddeal  ples^Ms  me  the  man,  hecftuse  I  hftxe  ao- 
thentic  inteUigence of  hii being  acntic«l  cliaracfeer 
in  aD  its  fonnS|  acute,  eoui,  t^id  Uunt;  and  «> 
inqoiruptible  withal,  and  so  v^psoaoeptihle  of  bia^ 


from  undue  motives, .  that,  a«  mj  canespondent  J.  wrote  la^t  I  find  my  Win  better  health,  and  vaj 


infonps  me,  be  would  not  jxraise  his  own  mothei^ 
did  he  ]K>t  think  she  ^smbrrcd  it 

The  said  Tadt  is  likcLwi^  gone  to  Oxfoiid,  con- 
veyed thither  .^r  an  intimate  Drfend  of  Dr.  -  , 
with  a  purpose  of.  putting  it  into  his  hands.  .  My 
friend,  wh^  will  they  do  with  me  at  Osfbrdl  WiU 
they  bum. me  at  Carfhr,  or  will  they  anathema: 
.tize  me  with  bell,  iy)ok,  and  candle  1  I  can  say 
\?ith  more  truth  than  Qvid  did—Panw  jiee  in- 
video,        ' 

The  said'Dr- has  been  heard  to  say,  and 

I  give  you  his  own  words  (stop  both  your  ears 
while  I  utter  them)  "  that  Homer  has  never  been 
translated,  and '  that  Pope  Was  a  ibo|.".  Very  ir- 
reverent language  to  be  sure,  but  in.oonsideiatiion 


lettecft  are  the  joy  of  my  hnxtf  and  1  can  not  en- 
dure to  bexobbed,by  Ikn0wnotwhoin,of  half  my 
treasufe.  But  tikean  is  no  conaibit  without  a  draw- 
back, and  therefore  i^is  that  t,  who  have  unknown 
friends,  have  tmknown  enemies  also.    £ver  atnoe 


nocturmd  spasms  and  fever  considerably  abated. 
I  intend  to  write  to  JDr.  Ken  on  Thbrsday,  that 
I  may  gratify  him  with  an  account  of  my  amend- 
memt;  for  to  him  I  know  il)at  it  wiH  be  a  gratifi- 
cation. Were  he  not  a  physician  X  should  regret 
th^t^  he  lives  to  distant,  for  h«  ii^  a  most  agreeable 
man;  but  being  what  ^  is,  it  would  b^  impoasiUe 
to  have  hi9  company,  even  if  he  wen  a  neighbour, 
ludew  in  time  of  sioknesi^  at  which  time,  whatever 
charn)p  he  might  have  himself,  my  own  mu«t  ne- 
cessar^y  lote  much  of  their' effect  on  him. 

"When  I-  write  to  you,  my  decur,  what  I  have  al- 
ready reUted  to  the  Generil,  t  am  always  feaHiil 
lest  I  should  t^U  yoy  that  for  news  with  which  you 
aie  well  acquainted..    For  once  however  I  win 
of  the  subject  on  which  he  used  them,  we  will  par-  j  venture. — On  Wednesday  last  I  received  from 


don'  it^  even  in  a  dean.  Qne  of  die  masten  lof 
Eton  told  a  friend  of  mine  lately,  that  a  Uanslation 
of  Homer  is  much  wanted.  So  now  jou  Ivave  all 
my  n«WB  *  ♦  .        ♦  ♦ 

Yours,  my  .dearest  friend,  cordially,  W.  0.^ 


TO  LADY  HE»KETH. 


Olney,  Jan.  31,  1786. 
It  is  very  pleasant,  my  dearest  cousin,  to  re- 
ceive a  present  po  delicately  conveyed  as  that  which 
I  received  so  lately  from  Anonymous  {  but  it  is 
also  very.paininl  to  have  nobody  to  thank,  for  it 
I  find  m3rBelf  therefore  driven  by  stress  of  necessity 
to  the  fdtowmg  resolution,  viz.  Qal  I  will  consti- 
tute you  my  Thank-ieceivar  general  for  whatso> 
ever  gift  I  shall  receive  hereafter,  as  well  as  fbr 
those  that  I  have  already  received  from  a  nameless 
benefactor.  I  tWrefore  thank  you,  my  cousin,  for 
a  most  elegant  present,  including  the  most  elegant 
compliment  that  ever  poet  was  honoured  with;  for  .'possible  to  be  *avc«ded. 


a  snuff-box  of  tortoise-shell,  Mth  a  beautiful  land- 1  Iliad, 
scape  on  the  lid  of  it,  glazed  with  -crystal,  having 
the  figures  of  three  hares  in  the  fore-ground,  and 
inscribed  above  with  these,  words,  The  Peasaxvfa 
Nest — and  below  with  these — Tiney,  Puss,  hnd 
^ess.  For  'all  and  every  of  these  I  thank  you, 
and  also  for  standing  proxy  on  this  occasion.  Nor 
must  I  forget  to  thank  you,  that  so  soon  after  I 
had  sent  you  the  first  letter  of  Anonymous,  I  re- 
ceived another  in  the  same  hand.*— There,  .now  I 
am  a  little  easier. ' 

I  have  almost  conceived  a  design  to  send  up 
half  a  dozen  stout  country  fellows,  to  tie  by  the  leg 
to  their  i]pspective  bedposts  the  company  that  so 
abridges  your  opportunity  of  writidg  to  rae.  Your 


Johnson  the  MS.  copy  of  a  specimen,  that  I  had 
sent  to  the  General ;  and,  enclosed  in  the  same 
cover,  notes  iq>on  it  by  an  unknown  critic.  John- 
son, in  a  short  letter,  recommended  him  to'  me  as 
a  man  of  unquestionat^e  learning  and  ability.  On 
perupal  and  conaderation  of  his  remarks  1  found 
him  such;  and  having  nothing  so  much  at  heart 
as  to  give  ail  possible  security  to  yourself  and  the 
(jienieral,  that  my  work  shall  not  come  forth  unfin- 
ished, I  answered  Johnson  that  I  would  gladly 
submit  my  MS.  to  lus  friend.  He  is  in  truth  a 
very  eleven  fellow,  perfectly  a  stranger  to  me,  and 
one  who  t  promise  you  vrill  not  spare  for  severity 
of  animadversion,  where  hft  shall  find  occaaon.  It 
is  impossible  for  you,  my  dearest  Cousin,  to  ex- 
press a  wish  that  I  do  not  equally  foel  a  wish  to 
gratify.  .  You  are  desirous  that  Maty  should  see 
a  book  of  my  Homer,  and  for  that  reason  if  Ma^ 
trill  see  a  book'  of  it,  he  shall  be  weksbme,  although 
time  i9  likely  to  be  precious,  and  consequently  any 
delay  that  is  not  absolutely  necessary,  as  much  aJ 
I  am  now  reviaing  the 


It  is  a'.b\i8iness  that  'will  cost  me  four 
'months,  perhaps  five;  for  I  compare  the  veiy 
words  as  I  go,  and  if  miich  alteration  shoukl  oc- 
cur, must  transcribe  the  whole.  The  first  book  I 
have  almost  transcribed  already.  To  these  five 
months  Johnson  says  thaft  nine  more  must  be  add- 
ed for  printing,  and  upon  my  own  escperience  I 
will  venture  to  assure  you,  that  the  tardiness  of 
printers  will  make  those  nine  months  twelve. 
There  is  danger  therefore  that  my  mfbscribere  may 
think  that  I  make  them  wait  too  long,  and  that 
they  who  know  me  not  may  suspecT  a  bobUe. 
How  glad  shall  I  be  to  read  it  over  in  an  'evening, 
book  by  book,  as  fast  as  1  settle  the  copy,  to  you, 
'and  to  Mrs.  UnwinI   «She  hat  been  my  touch- 
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I  idw«[y0,.and'widioDt  nfeveftce  to  her  twte 
iiriajadgtninik  I  h«v«  printed  nothing.  >  WithoAe 
if  joit  m  mdi  elhoir,  I  ihodld-  think 'mjBelf  the 
JtappMtof  dlfoM% 

The  Qeneral  and  I)  lianng  Inoken  th6  ke,  aie 
QpQh  Uie  mdit  eondbftoble  tei^pw  oif  oofteBpendence, 
He  writes  very  aflfectionately  to  me,  and  I  say  eveiy 
diing  to  him  that  comes  bppermqet.  I  ooold  not 
write  fiequcBtiyrto  aA^ereatuie  -living,  upon  any 
other  terms  than  those.  .  He  tells  me  of  infirniities 
that  hUB  ha*^  frttckeuikes  him  lelM  activo  than  he 
was:  I  am  soory  to  hear  that  he  has  uiy  soeh. 
Aks!  afau!  be  was  yoilng.when  Itsuw  him,  only 
twenty  yean -ago. 

I  have  the  most  affectianate'  letter  inliginable 
fimn.  Cdlnum,  Who  writes  ta  me  lihp  a.  bvniher; 
The  ClMiiOQUerasyet.d«mh.  .  •. 

May  Qod  hove  you  in  his  keeping,  my  befoved 
COMA.  FueweU^W.C. 


make  yen  a:  beuqifet  ai  myrtle  every  day^  Sooner 
dun  the  ti^  I  mention  l^e  oonniary  will  not  be 
in  complete  beanty.  And  I  wUl  tell  yon  what 
yon  shall  find  at  yoor  fint  entnmca  ImprimiA, 
as  soon  as  yon.  hsve  enteied  the  vestibule,  if  you 
east  a  look  on  either  side  ef  yon,  you  shall  see  on 
the.r%ht  hand  a  bos  V  my  making.  It  >  is  the 
box  in  whieh  havebeen  lodged"  aU  my  hares,  and 
in  wiiidi  lodges^  Pnsi  at  present.  But  he,  poor 
feOow,  a  worn  dut  vrith,  age,  ahd  promisee' to  die 
before  you  can  see  him.  Oa  the  right  h^id, 
stands  a.eup-bOard,.the  work  of  the  same", author) 
it  wa»  onfe  a  dtyve-cage,  but  I  transformed  it. 
Oppoeile  to  yon  stands  a  titble,  wl|idi  1  also  made. 
But  a  merciless  servant  having  serubbed  it  until 
it  became  paralytic,  it  serves  no  purpose  now  but 
of  ornament;  and  all  fay  elean  shoes  stand  under 
it.  *  On  the  left,  hand,  at  Ihe  fkrther  end  of  this 
superb  -vestibule,  you  will  find  the  door  of  the 
parlour,  into  which  f  will  conduet  ybu,  and  whttre 
I  will  'intfodiiee  you  to  A^.  Unwin,  unless  vre 
shduld'izjeet 'her 'before,  and  where  we  will  be  as 
happy  as  the  day  is  long.  Order  y'ounelf,  my 
cousin,  to  the  Swan  at  Newport,  and  there  you 
shall  find  me  ready  to  conduct  ^ou  to  Ofaiey. , 

My  deary'  I  have  told  Homer  what  you  say 
about  caskft  and  urns,  and  have  aske^  him|  wihe- 
ther  he  is  sure  that  it  is  a  cask,  in  which  Jupiter 
keeps  his  wme.  He  swean  ^that  it  Ma  cask,  and 
that  ft  will  never  be  any  thing  better  thai?  a  caidc 
to  eternity.  •  So  if  the  god  is  content  with  it,  we 
nmst  ^'en  wonder  at  lustaste,  and  lie  do  too.  > . 
Adieu  1  niy  dearest,  dearest  cousin,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

Mr  DCAlBBST  coueiN ,         O^ftey,  Feb.  9,  1766. 

I  HAVE  been  impatimt  to  tell  you  that  I  am  im- 
patieot  ta  see  you  agaia.  Mrs.  UnWin  partakes 
tlrith  me  in  all  tny  Mingi  u^  this  ^u^ject,<  and 
longs  also  to  aee^  you.  i  should  have  told  you  so 
by  the  last  post,  bot  have  been>  so  completely  oc- 
ei^ied  by  ^Ab  tormenting  s^tedmen,  that  it  was 
imfpossft^  todo  it  I  sAit  Uie.Gfeneral  a  letter  on 
Monday,  that 'would  distress  and  alarm  lum;  I 
■ent  him  another  yesterday,  that  will  Thope  qniet 
hiin  again.  Johnson  has  apolog&ed  very  chilly 
fif  the  rauKH«lde^of  hli  friend's  strictures;  and  hn 
fiisnd  has  promiiied  toeonfifte  himself  in<  future  to 
a  comparison  o^  me  with  the  original,  so  that  (I 
dQubt  not)  we  shall  Jog  on  merrily  together.  And 
new,  my  dear,  let  me  tetl  you  once  more,  (hat 
your  kindnes&in  promising  Us  a  "visit  Yua  charmed 
us  botli.'  1  shall  see  you  again.  I  shall  hear  jonr 
voioek  We  shall  take  walks  together.  I  will 
rimw  you  my  prospects,  the  hovel,  the  aleove,  the 
Oime,  and  ite  banks,  eyeiy  thmg  that  I  have  de- 
aeribed.    I  antidpate  the  pleasure  of  those  days 

not  very  far^stdnt,  and  feela  ptfit  of  it  at  thu  being  at  OIney,  occupies  all  oUr  tallqng  time, 
moment  Talk  not  ^  an^  inn !  Mention  it  not  which  is  all  that  I  do  not  spend  at  Troy. 
ftir  your  tile!  We  have  never  had  so  ra&ny  visit-  I  have  every  reason  for  wri^g  to  yOu  as  often 
era^  but  we  could* easily  accommodate  them  all;  'as  I  cab,  but  I  have  a  ptartlcular  reason  fbr  doing 
though  we  hove  received  Unwtn,'aud  his  wife,  it  flow.  1  want  to'teU  you  that  by  the  Diligence 
and  his  sister,  and  his  son,  all  at  once.  ,  My  dearj  i-on  Wednesday  ne^t,  I  mean  to  send  you  a  quiro 
I  will  not  let  you  come  till  the'  end  of  May,  or  of  my.  Homer  fbr  Maty*s  perusal.  It  vrill  contain 
beginning  of  June,  because  beforo  that  time  my  the  fifst  book,  and  as  niuch  of  theeeoond  as  brings 
gteenhouse  will  not  be  ready  to  receive  us,  and  it  U84o  the  catalogue  of  the  ships,  and  is  every  mor- 
is  the  only  pleasant' room  belonging  to  us.  When  ,sel  of  the  reviled  copy  that  I  have  transcribed. 
the  planto  go  out,  we  go  in.  I  line  it  withmato,  and  iMy  dearest  cousin,  read  it  ybursdf,  let  the  Gene- 
spread  the'  Boor  with  mate ;  aiid'theie  you  shall  sit  jral  read  it,  do  what  you  please  with  it,  so  that  it 
with  a  bed  of  mignonette  at  your  side,  tod  a  hedge  jreach  Johnson  in  due  tune;  But  let  Maty  IbN. 
ef  aoneystickles,  roses,  and  jasmine;  and  I  wiH  Ithe  only  critic  that  has  any  thing  to  do  with^  n 


TO  LADY  HESKETH.     '• 

my' DEAREST  COUSIN',        0/ney,-Pc6V  11,  1786. 

It  mustlw  (I  suppole)  a  fortnight  o|r  thereabout 
since  I  wtote  last,  i  feel  myself  so  aleft  and  so 
ready  to  write  again.  Be  that  as  it  .may,  here  I 
come.  We  talk  of  nobody  but  you.  What  we 
win  do  with  you  tchen  we  get  you,  where,  you 
sh&n  walk,  where  you  shall  sleep,  in  ^ort  every 
thing  that  bears  the  remotest  relation  to  your  well- 
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The  vexation,  the  pnplejutyp  that  ^tt^nda  a  imil- ;  four  yean  have  paawd  niioa  the  day  of  the  dale 
4ipUcity  of  critkisiiia  hy  various  handa,  many  of  thereof;  and  to  mtotion  it  now  would  he  to  op- 


which  are  sure  to  be  Aitile,  many  of  them  ill- 
founded,  and  florae  of  th^mcontradicteiy  to  others, 
is  incoBceiyable,  »cep(  by  the  Author,  whoae  iH- 
&ted  werlt,  happens  to  be  the  subject  of  them., 
This  Hbo  kppeais  to  be  self-evident,  that  if  a 
work  have  passed  under  the  leview.of  one  man 
4)f  taste  and  learnings  flnd  have  had  the  good  for- 
tune  to  please  him,  his  approbation  givea  security 
for  that  of  aU  others  qualified  like  himself.  I 
speak  thus,  my  dear,  afUr  having  just  escaped 
lEcom  such  »  storm  of  trouble,  oocmaoed  by  end- 
less remarks,  hints,  suggestions^  and  objectionii,  as 
drow  me  ako  to  despair;  and  to  the  veiy  veigo  of 
aiesolution  to  drop  my  undertaking  for  ever. 


my  however  you'  will  not  presently  find.    Mrs. 

Unwin  bids  me  mentum  her  ai9^ctbnately,  and 

Whh  infinite  difiE«ulty  I  at  last  sifted  the  chaflftdl  you  that  she  willingly  gives  t^  a  part,  fi>r  the 


from  the  wheat,  availed  myself  of  what  appeared, 
to  me  ta  be  just,  and  rejected  the  xes£,  but  not  till 
the  labour  and  anxiety  had  nearly  undone  alt  thai 


Kerr  had  been  doing  ibr  me.    My  betoved  cousin,  have  slept  in  the  room  that  serves  me  for  a  study, 


trust  me  for  it»  as  you  sa&ly  may,  that  tempeif, 
vanity,  and  self-importance,  had  nothing  to  do  in 
all  this  distress  that  I  suffered.  It  was  merely 
the  effect  of  an  alarm,  that  I  could  not  help  taking, 
when  Iconipared  the  great  trouble  I  had  with  a 
few  lines  only,  thus  hanfUed,  with  that  which  I 
foresaw,  such  handling  of  the  whole  must  neces^ 
sarilygive  me.  I.  felt  beforehand  that  my  consti- 
tution would  not  bear  it.  I  shall  -send  up  this 
second  spedmen  in  a  box,  that  I  h^ve  made  on 
purpose ;/  anl  wheh  Maty  has  done  yrith  the  copy, 
and  you  have  done  with  it  yourself^  then  you 
must  returii  it  in  said  box  to-  my  translatonhip. 
Though  Johnson's  friend  has  teased  me  sadly,  I 
verily  belies  that  I  shaU  have  no  more  such  canse 
'  to  cpmplain  of  him.  We  now  understand  one 
another,  and*  I  firmljr  believe  that  1  might  hiiye, 
gone  the  worid  through,  before  1  had  found  his 
equal  in  an  accurate  and  familiar  acquaintance 
with  the  original.  r      .         . 

A  leiter  to  Mr.  Urban' in  the  lale  Gentlemanjs 
Magazine,  of  which  I's  book  is  the  subject,'  pleases 
me  mom  than  any  thing  I  have  seen  in  the  way 
of  eulogium  yet    I  have  no.  gue^s  of  the  author. 

I  do  not  wish  to  remind  the  Chancellor  of  his 
promise.  Ask  you  why,  my  cousin  1  Because  I 
suppoite  it  would  be  impossible.  He  has  no  doubt 
forgotten  it  entirely,  and  would  be  obhged  to  take, 
my  word  for  the  trdth  of  it,  which'  I  could  not 
near.  We  draqk  tea  together  .with  Mrs.  C  ■■  c, 
and. ner' sister,  in  Khig-street,  BlooQubury,  and 
there  was  the  .promise  made.  I  said—"  Thurlow, 
1  am  nobody,  and  shall  be  always  nobody,  and 
you  will  be  Chaneellot.  You  shall  provide  for 
me  when  you  are.''  He  smiled,  and  replied,  "  1 
surely  will."  "These  ladies,"  aaid  I,  "a?e  wit- 
nesses."  He  still  smiled^  and  said — "  Let  tliem  be 
so,  for  I  will  certainly  do  it"    But  alas!  twenty- 


braid  him  with  ifiattiintion  to  his  bKghted  tnth. 
Neither  do  1  suppose  he  could  easily  servo  oadi 
a  et^tJiote  as  I  an),  if  be  would.  . 

Adieu,  whom  I  love  entirely,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETTH. 

MY  DEAftnrr  goo8IM>  •      Olns^,  FV>.  19, 178S 

SiNCitwitmdstheiSO  it  sh^Ube.  If  you  wiH 
not  sleep  under  the  ipof  of  a  fifiend,  may  yoo 
never  sleep  under  the  roof  of  an  .enemy!    Anenfr- 


take  of  the  rest,  willingly,  at  least  as  for  as  wil- 
hngly  may  consist  with  some  rsluctalioe;  I  foe)  my 
reluctance  too.    Our  design  was,  that  you  should 


and  its  having.l)een  occupied  by  yoil  would  hav« 
been  an  additiojyal'reconunendation  of  it  to  dia. 
But  an  reluctances  ore  superseded  by  the  thoa|^ 
of  seeing  you:  and  because  we  have  nothing  so 
much  at  heart  as  the  wish  to  see  yon  Itftppy  and 
comfortable,  we  ajp  desirous  therefoie  to  aooommo- 
dato  you  to  your  own  mind,  andnot  to  oura.  Mrs. 
Unwin  has  already  secured  for  you  an  apartment, 
or  rather  two,  just  such  w  we  could  wish.  The 
hoilse  in  which  you  will  find  them  is  within  thirty 
yards  of  our  own,  and  opposite  to  it .  The  whole^ 
affair  is-thtvi  commodious^  iuijusted;  and  now  I 
-have  nothing' to' do  .but  to  wish  for  Junej  and 
June,  my  oousin,  was  never  jw  wished  foo*,  since 
Jiine  was  made.  I  shall* have  a  thouJBand  things 
to  hear,  and  a  thousand  to-  say,  and  they  will  all 
ruih  into  my  mind  together,  till,  it  will  be  so 
crowded,  with  things  impatient  to  be  said,  that 
for  some  time  I  shall  aay  nothing.  But  no  mat- 
ter— sooner  or  later  they  will  all  come  out';  and 
since  we  shall  have  you  the  longer  for  not  liaving 
you  under  our  own  roof  (a.  ciioumstanoe^  thai, 
more  than  any  thing,  reconciles  us  to  that  mea- 
sure), they  will  stand  the  bett^  chalnce.  After 
so  long  a  separation,  a  separation  that  of  late 
seemed  likely  to  last  for  life,,  we  shall  n\eet  each 
other  as  aHve  from  the  dead ;  and  for  my  own  part 
I- can  truly  say,^that  I  have  not  a  friend  in  the 
other  world,  .whose  resurrection  would  give  me 
greater  pleasure. 

I  am  truly  happy,  my  dear,  in  having  pleased 
you  with  what  you  have  seen  of  my  Homer.  I 
wish  that  all  English  readen  had  your  unsophisti- 
cated, or  rather  unadulterated  taste,  and  could 
relish  sijippUcity  like  youi  But  I  am  well  aware 
that  in  this  respect  I  am  under  a  disadvantage, 
and  tiiat  many,  especially  numy  ladies, .  missing 
many  turns  and  prettinesses  of  egEpression,  thai 
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tliey  have- admired  inPopa;  wiU  ooocountmy  tiana*  not  fais  oouolafioiui  ficom.yoCL  I  know  by  ezpe* 
kKtian^in  thobe  partieiikn  defective.  Bat  I-eoni-  rienoe  (hat  fhey  weBcitheriew  nor  small;  and 
fiwt  mypelf  with  tho  theoght,  that  in  veality  it  ia  though  I  fed  for  yon  as  Inererfelt  for  man  bjefoie^ 
DO  defect;' on  the  ^ontthMif,  thai  the  want  of  afl  yetf  do  I  aboerely  rejoin  in  this,  that,  whereai 
aoch  limbeUiahmentB  aa  d»  not  bebng  t^tha  on-  tiiere  ia  bnt  one  true  eomibgrter  in.  the  uniyeraej 


final  will  be  otte  of'  ita  ^fniacipal  meiita  with  per* 
aona  indeed  capable  of  rettahing^  Homer.  He  ia 
tbe  l^eat  poet  |Jiat  e'ver  lived  fer  manyTeaaons,  but 
fer  none  more  than  for  that  majestic  plainness  that 
diatingiiiahea  him  irgm  all  othtos.-  As  an  acoom- 
pliahod  person  motes  graoefhlly'  without  thinlung 
of  it,  in  like  mannsr  the' dignity  of  Homer  seems 
Id  oost  him  no  labour.  It  wa3  natural  to  him.to 
say -great  things,  and  to  'aay  tb6m  Well,  and  little 
omamoitB  were  beneath  hia  notice..  If  Maty,  my 
deaieat  oouabi,  ahooid  return  to  you  my  copy  with 
any  siich  atrictures  pa  may  make  it  necessary  for 
me  to  ae6  it  again,  before  it  gbes  to  Johnson,  in 
thai  case  you  shall  send  it  to  me,  otherwise  to 
Johnson  immediately;  for  he  writes  me  word  h0 
wishes  his  friend  to.go  to  work  tipon  it  as  soon  as 
poe^le.  When  you  come,  my  dear,  we  will 
h^ig  all  these  cntics  together.  'For  they  have 
worried  me.  without  remoise  or  conscience.  At 
least  one  of  them  has.  I  had  actually  murdered 
more  than  a  fev^f  of  the  best  lines  in  the  specimen. 


under  afflictiona  such a^yours, yon  both  know  hin^ 
and  know  where  to  seek  him.  I  thought*  yen  a 
man  the  most  iiappily  mated,  that  I  had  ever  seen, 
and  had  great  plei|sure  in  your  felicity.  Pardon 
me,  if  now  I  feel  a  wish  that,  short  as  my  acquaint- 
ance witli  her  was,  I  had  nei«r  soan  her.  I  should* 
have  moumMwith  you,  but  not  aa  I  do  now. 
Mra.  Unwin  aympathizea  with  you  also  most  stn- 
oerely,  and  you  neitherare,  nor  will  be  soon  ibr* 
gotten  in  8u6h  prayers  to  we  can  make  ait  Olney. 
I  will  not  detain  you  longer  now,  my  {nxht  afflicted 
friend,  than  -to  commit;  you  ta  the  tender  merey» 
of  Grod,  and  to  Ind  you  a  sorrowful  adieu ! 

Adieii !  ever  yours,  W/  Q. 


TO  LApY  HESKETH. 

Olrutf,  March  6,  1786. 


M  T  -DEAREST  COUSm^ 

^ J ,      Your  opinion  ha^  more  weight  with  me  tha^ 

in  compliance  with^  his  requisitions,  but  plucked  that  of  all  the  critics  in  tiie  world.;  and  to  give  you 


up  my  courage  at  last,  and  in  that  very  last  oppor-  a  proof  of  it,  I  make  you  a  covenant,,  that  t  would 
tunity  that  I  had,  recovered  them  to  life  again  by|  hardly  have  made  to  them  all  united. ,  i  do  not 
restoring  the  original  readikig^  At  the  same  time,  indeed  absolutely  covenant,  promise,  and  agree, 
I  readily  confess  that  the  specimen  ia  the  better  i  that  I  will  discard  all  my  elisions,  but  I  hereby 
for  all  this  discipline  its  author  has  undeig<^e ;  hind  myself  to -dismiss  as  mdny  of  them  as,  with- 
but  then  it  has  been  mbre  indebted  fer  its  improve- 1  out  sacrificing  energy  to  soi^xd,  I  can.  It  vt  in- 
ment  to  that'pcxuited  accuracy  of  examination,  to ,  cumbent  upon  me  in  the..mean  time  to  say  some- 
which  I  wur  myself  excited,  than  to  any  proposed  ^ii^  in  justification  of  the  feW  that  I  shall  retain, 
amendments  from  Mr.  Critic;  for, as  sure  ^  you. ^^  I  inay  not  seem  a  poetr  jnoonted  rather  on  a 
are  mj  cousin,  whom  I  long  to  see  at  Olnoy,  so  m^  than  on  Pegasus.  In  the  first  place,  The^ 
surely  woiUd  he  have  dontf  me  irritable  mischiej^,  v  a*  barbarism!  We  ,are  indebted  for  it  to  the 
if  I  Would  have  given  him  leave.  { Celts,  or  the  Goths,  or  to  the  Saxoiu^  or  perhaps 

'  My  fricndBagotvmtestomeinamostfriend-itot^ein  all.  In  the  two  best  bnguagee  that  ever 
ly  stxain,  and .  calls  loudly  upon  me  .for  original  j  ^^^  spoken,  the  Greek  and  the  L^ittn,  there  is  no 
poetry.  When  I  shall  have  done  with  Homer,  •  silntlar  incumbrance  of  expression  to  be  found, 
probably  he  will  not  call  in  vain.  Having  found  Secondly,  The'  perpetual  use  of  it  in  ourlanguage 
the  prune  feather  of  a  WwaA  on  the  banks  of  the  is'^  us  miserable  poets  attended  with  two  great 


mnug  and  sHver  Trent,  he  keeps  it  for  me. 
Adieu,  dear  cousin,  W. 


G. 


ihconvenienccs.    Our  verse  consisting  only  of  ten 

syllables,  it  not  unfrequently  happens  that  a  fifth 

.,   X  .V    w         r.  .    — ..«.  part  of  a  line  is  to  be  engrossed,  and  necessarily 

I  am  soiry  that  the  Gfeneral  has  such  mdifferent  ^  (^„,^  ^^^^^    ^^^^^  .^.^  ^  ^i^  abommabte 

health.    He  must  not  die.,  I  can  by  no  .means  .^^^^.  ami,  which  isworsem  my  account,  open 


spare  a  person  so  kind  to  me^. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 


vQwels  are  continually  the  consequence — The  eW 
ment;— 7%e  air,  &c.  Thirdly,  the  French,  who 
are  equfdly  with  the  English  chargeable  with  bar- 
barism m  this  particuhur,  dispose  of  theio  Le  and 
I  their  Ia  without  ceremopy,  and  always  take  core 
that  they  shall  be  absorbed,  both  in  verse  and  in 


0/ne^,i^c6.i27,  1786. 

Alas!  alas!. my  dear,  dear  friend,  may  God  prose,  in  the  vowel  that  immediately  foHows  them, 

himaelf  comfort  you!  I  will  not  be  so  absurd  as  to  Fourthly,  and  I  believe  lastly,  (and  for  }^our  sab) 

attempt  it.    By  the  do^  of  your  letter  it  should  I  wish  it  may  prove  so)  the  practi(*e  of  cuttinK 

aeem,  that  in  tins  hour  of  great  trial  he  withholds  short  a  'FHe  is  lyarranted  by  Milton,  who4>f  all 
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BogliBh  poeto  that  %ver  lived,  had  «eitttiily  tli» 
Jhi^Bt  ear.  Dr.  Warton  imfod  kaa  daied  to  aaj 
tkat  be  had  a  btA  one;  for  whieh  he  deaem^  aa 
fiur  aa  eritieal  demerit  can  doier^  it,  to  Joae  hia 
omL  I  tluniglit  I  liad  done,  but  titeta  la  stHl  « 
fifthly  bahibd,  and  it  la  thk,  that  the  cuatom  of 
abhreviatiDg  The  beldnga  lb  the  atjla  iniduch, 
lA  iny  adteitiaement  anniwd  to  the  specimen,  I 
profins  to  wiite.  The  oae  of  that  style  would  ham 
warranted  me  in  the  pradiDe  of  miich  greater  lir 
bertjo^thia  sort  than  I  ev«r  intended  to  take.  In 
perfect  conavitence  with  that  style  I  might  saj, 
r  th'  tempest,  V  th'^doo^way,  &c.)  which  hcrtvever 
I  ^ould  not  allow  myaelf  to  do,  because  I  Waa 
aware  that  it  would  be  objected  to,  and  with  user 
aon;  But  it  ^eema  to  me  for  the  causea  abofe  aaid, 
that  when  lahiorten  The^  before  a  vowel,  or  before' 
vA,*as  in  the  line  700  mention, 

"Than  th'  wiiole  broad  ppUespont  fai  all  lis  partly". 

my  license  is  not  equally  exceptionable,  because 
W  though  he  rank  as  a  oonsonaiit  in  the  word 
ichoUf  is  not  allowed  to  announce  biinself  to  the 
ear^  and  H  is  "an  aspirate*  But  as  I  said  at  the 
beginning,  so  say  .1  still,  I  am  most  willing  to  con- 
form myself  ta.your  Vjei^  sensible  observation,  that 
it  is  neeessaiy,-  if  we  would  please,  to  coi^isuH  the 
taste  of  our  own  day;  neither  would  I  have  pelted 
you,  my  dearea^  couidn,  with  any  par(  of  this  vol* 
ley  of  good  reasons,  had  I  not  designed  them  as  an 
answer  to  those  objetstions  which  you  say  you  have 
heard  fiiom  others.  But  1  only  mention  them. 
Though  satisfadxiry  to  myself,  I  Waive  them,  and 
Win  allow  to  77i0  his  whole  dimensions,  whenso- 
ever it  con  be  done. 

Thou  only  critic  of  my  vferse  that  is  to  be  found 
in  all  the  earth,  whom  I  love,  what  shall  .1  say  in 
answer  to  your  own  objection  to  that  passage, 

"Softly ha  placHl  his  hand 
On  iba  old  xnan'ahaodia^pmhMk  gently  away  7**        , 

,  I  can  say  neither  mere  nor  less  -  than  this,  that 
when  our  dear  friend,  the  Qeneral,  sent  me  his 
opinion  of  the  specimen,  quoting  those  v^ry  few 
vrords  *om  it,  he  added,  "  With  ihis'l)ait  t  ^ae 
particularly  pleaaed ;  there  is  nothing  in  poetry 
more  descriptive.''  Such  were  his  very  words. 
Taste,  my  d^ar,  is  varioita:'  there  is  nothing  so 


wffl  of  coone  pass  into  yoqr  hands  befeve  thoy 
ana  asM'to  Johnaott.  Tho  qoiio  that  I  pant  la 
nowinthahandaof  Jobaaqu'sftiend.  litttanded 
t9  have  told  jOQ  in  my  last,  butfoiigot  it,  that  Johnr 
eon  befaavee  v«iy  handsomely  in.  the  -alliur  of  my 
two  voloBUBSb  .Heaflt8>pnthalj5enlitynot  often 
found  in  penoaa  of'hie  oacnpativn,  and  to  mentiaa 
it,  When  oaoanon  calb  ina  to  it,  ia  a  jiMtioe  due  to 

htm, 

I  am  very  much  ^eaaed  with  Mr.  Staniey'alet- 
tar-^Hlevtral  conylHnnnta  weti^  paid  me,,  00  .the 
aubjtet  of  that  first  volunie,  by  my  own  fiiends ; 
but  I  do  not  i8eolksot4faat  I  ev^ knew  the  opinkn 
of  a  stranger  abdot  it  befwe,  whelhtt  fovouraMe 
or  otberwiae ;  I  only  heard  by  ar  aide  wind,  that 
it  waa  tery  mufsh  read  in  Scotland,  andmovethan 
hare. 

FarsweU,  my  deiareat  oouain,  itrhom  we  azpeet^ 
of  T^hom  we  talk  oaiitinudly,  and  whom  we  qt»»- 
tinuaUy  long  fot  .  W.  C. 

Your  anxious  wishes  for  my  success  delight  me, 
and  you  may  rest  assured,  my  dear,  that  I  have  aH 
the  ambition  od  the  subject  that  you  can  virish  aie 
to  feel.  I,  more  than  admire  my  author.  I  oftdn 
stand  astonished  at  Ma  beauties!  I  am  for  ever 
ampsed  with  the  translation  of  hiift,  and  I  have 
received  a  thousand  encouragements.  These  are 
all  ao  many  happy  omens,  that  I  hope  ahall  be 
verified  by  the  event. 


TO  THE  REV.  WJLLIAM  UjJWIN 

mr  DEAR  frieHd,  Merck  13,  |?86. 

I  BEBM'to  be  about  to  vrrite  tb  you,lrat  I  foreaee 
that  it  will  not  be  a  letter,  but  a  scrap  that  I 
shall  send  you.    I  could  tell  you  things  that,  know- 
ing how  mueh '  you'  interest  yoursielf  in  lAy  suc- 
cess, J  am  sure  would  please  you,  but  evety  mo- 
ment of  my  leisttiB  ia  necessarily  apeht  at  Troy. 
I  an&  revising  my  translation,  and  bestowing  on  it 
more  laboin^  than  at  first.    At  the  repeated  solki- 
tatidn  of  Gfceneral  Covrper,  wholiad  ^libtless  izra- 
firagable'.reason  bn  bis  side,  I  have  pot  my  book 
into  the  hands  of  the  most  eztraoniinaiy  oritk 
that  I  have  erret  heard  ojf.    He  is  a  Swiss ;  has 
%n  accurate  knowledge  of  English,  and  for  his 
knowledge  of  Homer  has,  I  verily  believe,  no  fol- 
various ;,  and  even  between  the  persons  of  the  best !  low.  •  Johnson^  recommended  him  to  me.    I  am 
taste  there  ttxfi  drversities  of.  opinion  on  the  saVne  to  send  him  the  quires  as  fost  as  I  finldi.them  ofl^ 
subject,  for  wiiich  it  is  not  possible  to  acc6unt.  So  and  the  first  ii  now  in  hia  hands.    I  have  the  com- 
.  much  for  these  matters.  I  fort  to  be  aUe  ib  tell  you,  that  he  ia  very  much 

You  advise  me  to  consult  the  General,  and  to  jpleaaed  with  what*  h«  haa  seen.'  Johnson  wrote 
«n^d«  in  Him.  I  follow  'your  advice,  and  nave  to  me  lately  on  purpose  to  tell  me  to.  Things 
done  both.  By  the  last  post  I  asked  his  permis- ;  having  taken  this  turn,  I  iisarthat  I  must  beg  a 
idon  to  send  him  the  books  of  my  Homer,  as  last  release  finom  mv  engagement  to  put  the  MS.  into 
.ns  I  should  finish  them  off.  1  shall  be  glad  of  his  your  hands.  I  am  bound' to'print  aseoon  as  three 
remarks,  arid  jnore  glad  than  of  any  thing,  to  do  hundred  shall  Jiave  aqbscrlbed,  anM  consequenflv 
ib^it  whjct  1  hope'may  be  agreeable  to  him.  They  have  not  an  hour  to'  apare. .     "      ■ 
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People  feueraUjT  love  to  g9  wJwze  thaj  axe  ad- 
BUTui,  ;et  lady  Hoeiketli  compUina  of* npt having 


TO  JOSEPH  Hi LL,  £80.  . 

wij^rtZ  5, 17B6. 
I  Dip,  as'  f ou  aappose,  tertov  all  possible  mo^ 
sideTatkin  on  Uie  sulject  of  an  apology  £gvr  iaj 
Haiaeiican  midpitating^  ^  I  turned  tho  matter 
abou^in  iny  naind  ai^  himdred  difieieot  ways,  and 
in  every  w^  in  w]uch  it  wc^ild  ptpfmA  itself 
found  it  an  impracticable  busioess.  It  is  impossi- 
ble ibr  me,  vritb  what  delicacy  soever  I  may  man- 
age it,  testate  the objeetions tbat lie ag^dnat Pope V 
translatioT^  without  inmunng  odium,  and  the  ux^ 
putatjou  of  .arrogaiieej  fersMeiog  this  danger,.! 
choose  to  say  nothing:     t .   •' .  W,.  Q. 

P.  S. — ^Ydu  may  well  wonder  at  my  courage, 
who  have  undertliken'  a  virork  of  such  enormous 
length.*  Y&u  would,  wonder  more  \f  you  kne^ 
that  I  translated  the  whole  Iliad  with  no  other 
help  than  a  Clavis.  But  I  have  since  e<]uipped 
myself  better  ,fer  this  hnmenss  Journey,  and  am 
revising  the  work  in  company  witji  a  good-  com< 
mentator. 


TO  LAPY  HESKETH. 

Otruty,  April  n,ViS6. 

MY  DIREST  COUSIN, 

Ip  you  wij  not  quote  Solomon,  my  deares£cou- 
wn,  I  win.  He  says,  and  as  b^utifully  as  truly — 
"  Hope  deferred  makeUi  the  heart  sick,  but  when 
the  desire  cometh,  it  b  a  tree  of  life !"  \  feel  how 
much  reason  he  had  on  his  side  when  he  made 
this  observation,  and  am  mysdf  sick  of  your  Ibrtr 
night's  delay.  '    • 

♦       ♦        ♦       ,•        ♦ 

The  vicai^e  was  bmlt  by  Lord  Dartmouth, 
and  was  not  finished  tiU  some  tune  after  we  ar- 
rived jtt  Olney,  consequently  it  is  new.  It  is  & 
smart  stone  building  well  sashed,  by  much  too 
good  for  the  living,  but  just  what  I  would  wish 
^  you.  It  has,  as  you  justly  coocltided  from,  my 
premises,  a  garden,  but  rather  calculated  for  use 
than  ornament.  It  is  square,  and  well  walled,  but 
has  neither  arbour,  nor  akeve,  nor  other  shade, 
except  the  shadow  of  the  hous^.  But  we  have 
two  gardens,  which  ttfe  yours.  Betweeft  yoUr 
mansion  and  ours  i^  interposed  nothing  bui  an 


viUafle  called  Embertoiv  send  command  the  whole 
lengUi  of  a  kng  bridge,  desoiibedijy  acertain  poet, 
together  with  a  view  of  the  md  at  ft  distance. 
Should yo«  wish  Car  books  at  01pey,.you must' 
luing  Qifsnx  wUh  you,  or  you  will  wish  in  vain,  for 
I.hove  none  but  Uie  works  of  a  certain  poet,  Cow- 
po^r^  of  whoiB  peritape  you  hfvre  hoard,  and  they 
aie  as  yet  but  two  vcdumes.  They  may  multiply 
hereafter,  but  at  present  they  are  no  more.-  . 

You  .are  the  tot  person  for  whom  I  have  heard 
Mrs.  Unwin  express  such  feelipgs  as  she  does  fbf 
you.  She  is  not  t>rofuse  in  profeaabns,  nor  fox- 
war^  to  ent^  into  trei^s.of  fiiendship  with  new 
iacsB,  but  when  her  fHendship  is  once  engaged,  it 
may  be^nfided  in  even  u^to  death.  She  Jpves 
you  already,  and  6owmuch  mom  will  shp  love  you 
before  -this  time  twelvemonthi  I  hs^ve  indeed  en^ 
deavouxedto  describe  you  to  her,  but  perfectly  as  I 
have  yo\i  by  heart,  I  am  sensible  tnat  my  picture 
ean  not  dq  you  justice.  I  never  saw  one  that  did. 
Be  yo\;L  .what  yqu  may,  you  are  much  beloved  and 
will  be  so  at'Olney,  and-Mrs.  U.  ezpects'you  with  - 
the  pleasure  that  one  feels  at  the  jetum  of  a  long 
abseat,  dear  relation ;  that  is  to  say,  with  a  pleasure 
sucl^  as  jfiijoe.  She  sepds  you  her  warmest  afleo- 
tions.  ^  '  .  .. 

On  Friday  I  received  a  letter  fitom  dear  Anony- 
mous, apprising  me  of  a 'parcel  that  the  coach 
Would  biing  .me  on  Saturday.  Who  js  there  ih 
the  world  that  hasj  or  thinks  he  has  reason  to  love 
me  to  the  degree  that  he  doe^l  Bilt  it  is  no  mat- 
ter. He  chooses  to  be  unkniown,  and  hir  choice 
is,'  and  ever  shall  be  so  sacred  to  me,  that  if-  his 
name  lay  on  the  taUe  before  me  reversed,  I  ^ould 
not  ttpm  the.  paper  about  that  I  might  read  it 
Much  OB  it  woidd  gratify  me  to  thank  him,  I  would 
turn  my  eyes  away  firom  the  forbidden  disipovery. 
J  I'long  to  assure  him  that  those  same  eyes,  con- 
oeming  which  he  express^  such  kind  apprehen^ 
sions,- Jest  they,  should  suffer  by  this  laborious  un- 
dertaking, axe  as  well  as- 1  could  expect  them  to 
be,  if  I  were  never  to  touch  either  book  or  pen. 
Sulaject  to  weakness,  and  occaaonal  slight  indiunr 
mations,  it  is  probable  that  they  will  always  be) 
but  I  can  not  remember  the  time  when  they  en^ 
joyed  any  thing  so  like  ah  exemption  ,fh>m  those 
infirmities  as  at  present  One  would  almost  sup- 
pose that  leading  Homer  wejre  the  best  ophthalmic 
in  thp  world.  I  should  be  happy  to  temoye  his 
solicitude  on  the  subjisct,  but  it  is  a  pleasure  thai 
he  will  not  let  me  enjoy.  Well  theii,  I  will  be 
content  without  it ;  and  so  content,  that,  though  1 
beUeve  you,  'my  dear,  to  be  in  full  po^eession  of 
all  this  mystery,  you  shall  never  know  me,  whilti 


orchard,  into  which  a  door  opening  out  of  our  you  live,  either  direcUy,  or  by  hints  of  any  sort, 
garden  aflbrds  us  the  easiest  cdmmvnication  imag-|  attempt  to  extort,  or  to  steal  the  secret  from  you. 
mable,  will  save  the  round-about  by  the  town,  and  I  should  think  myself  as  justly  pumshable  as  the 
make  both  houses  one!  Your  chambev-windowsj-Bethshemites,  ibr  lookinginto  the  ark,  which  thvv 
look  over  the  r^ver,  and  over  the  nv^adows,  to  a' were  not  allov^ed  to  touch. 
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Let.  215, 5SI€1 


: '  I  ha^  noi  tent  for  Kerr,  for  K«rr  can  do  no- 
thing ^t  send  me  to  Bath,  and  to  Baih  1  can  not 
fo  for  a  thbutand  reaAbnw,.  Tfab  rammer  trill^tel 
me  up  again  ;«I 'grow  fkt  every  day,  and  shall  be 
aa  big  as  Gog  or  Magog,  or  both  pat  together,  be- 
fore you  come. 

I  did  actoally  I|ve  three  yean  wiA  Mr.  Ohap- 
marf,  a*  solicitor,  that  is  to  s^cy,  I  slept  three  •yean 
ta  his  hoase,  bat  I  liTsd,  that  is  to  say,  I  spent  my 
jdays  in.Southampton  Row,  as  you  yeiy  welb  re- 
ember.  There  was  I,  and  tk^  fUture  Lord  Ch&n- 
illor,  constantl;^  employed  fixim  morning  to  night 
I  gigglx&g  a^  making  giggle,  instead  o£  studying 
^he  law.  O  Se^  cousin !  how  could  you  do  sol  I 
1  pleased  with  Lord  Thurlow's  inqiiiiies  about 
me.  If  he  takiis  it  'into  tW  inimitable  head  of 
his,  he  may  make  a  man  of  me  yet.  I  could  love 
h^m  lieartily  tt  he  would  but  deserve  it  at  my 
hands.  That  I  did  so.onoe  is  certain.  The  Duch- 
ess of  — :- — ,  who  in  the  world  ssl  h^  a  going? 


Bui  if  all  the'  duchesses'  in  the  worlfl  were  spin- 
ning, like  so  many  whirligigs,  for  my  benefit,  I 
would  not  stop  them.  It  is  a  noble  thirig  to  be  fif 
poet,  it  makes  iJH  the  world  ^o  lively.  I  toight 
have  preached  more  sermons  than  even  lUlotson, 
did,  and  better,  and  the  world  would  have  been 
stiU  fast  asleep,  but  a  volume  bf  verse  is  a  fiddle 
Ibat  puts  the  universe  in  mdtioii. 

Youw,  my  dear  friend  and  cousin,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY.  HESKETH, 

(Mney,  April  2i,  1196. 
Yonn  letten  are  so  much  ray  comfort*  that  I 
often  tremble  «lest  by  any  accident  I  should  be  dis- 
appointed; and  the  mora  because  you  have  been, 
more  than  on<;e,  so  engaged  in  company  on.  the 
writing  day,  that  1  have  had  a  narrow  escape.  Let 
me  give  you  a  piece  of  good  counsel^  my  cousin ; 
follow  my  laudablfrekample,  write  when  you  can, 
take  Time's  forelock  in  one  hand,  and  a  pen  in 
the  other,  And  so*  make  sure  of  your  opportunity. 
It' is  well  for  me  that  you  write  faster  than  any 
body,  and  m^re  in  ah  hour  than  other  people  in 
two,  else  t  know  not  what  wouM  become  of  me. 
When  1  read  your  letten  I  hear  you  talk,  and  I 
(ove  talking  lettera  dearly,  espedally  from  you. 
Well !  the  middle  of  June  will  not  Iw  always  a 
thousand*  yeiun  off,  and  when  it  coqiee  I  shall  heair 
you;  and  see  you  tod,  and  shall  Apt  care  a  farthing 
(hen  if  you  doinot  touch  .a  pen  in  a  month.  By 
ttie  way,  you  musl  either  send  me,  ox  bring  me 
bom6  more  paper,  for  before  the  moon  shlU>  have 
performed  a  f^w  more  revolutions  I  shall  nol  have 
a  scrap  lefl,  and  tedious  revolutions  they  are  just 
now,  that  is  certain. 

'  I  give  you  lesive  to  b»  as  peremptmy  as  you' 
rilease,  especially  at  a  distance ;  bift  when  you  say 


that  you  are  ftCowper  (and  the  better  it  b  for  tlie 
rCowpen  that  sucl^  yon  are,  and  I  giVe  them  joy 
of  you,  ^thall  my  lieart)  you  must  not  fotget  thtx 
I  -boast  myself  ■  Cowper  too,  and  have  my  hn- 
mottxS)  and  fknciee,  and  purposes,  and  determina- 
tions, as  well  as  oHhen  of  my  nanie,  and  hold  them 
as  fost  astheycan^  Youindeedtdl  me  how  often 
I  shall  see  you  when  you  come.  A  pretty  itoiy 
thdy.  I  am  a  ^  Cowpexv  my  dear,  and  daim 
the  pirivfleges  that  belong  to  my  noble  sex.  Bnt 
these  matten  shaU  be  settled,  as  my  cousin  Aga- 
memnon used  to  say,  at  a  more  ooQvenient  time. 
I  -shall  ifejoioe  to  see  the  letter  yon  pronrise  me, 
'for  though  I  met  vrith  H  morsel  ef  praise  last  week, 
I 'do  not  know  that  the  vreek,  current  is  likely  to 
produce  me  any,  and  having  lately  been  pretty 
much  pampered  vwith  that  diet,  I  expecC  to  find 
myself  rather  hungry  by  the  time  when  your  next 
letter  shall  arrive.  It  will  theitefore  be  very  op- 
poitnne.  The  morsel  above  alluded  to,  came  fiem 
— whom  do  you  think  7    From — -,  but  she 


desires  that  her  authonhip  may  be  a.secret  And 
in  my' answer  I  promised  not  to  divulge  it  except 
to  you.  It  is  a  pretty'copy  of  veraes,'  neatly  writ- 
,  ten, '  and  well  turned,  and  when  you  come  you 
shaU  see  them.  I  intend  to  keep  all  pretty  |hin^ 
to  myself  till  then,  that  they  may  serve  me  as  a 
bait  to  lure  you  hither  more  eflfect{ially.  The  last 
letter  that  I  had  from    '  I  received  so.  many 

yean  since,  that  it  seemr  as  if  it  had  reached  me 
a  good  T^hile  before  I  wae  bom. 

I  was  grieved  at  the  heart  that  the  General  could 
not  coiAe^  and  that  illness  was  in  part  the  cauM 
that  hindered  him.  I  have  sent  him,  by  hb  ex- 
press desire,  a  new  edition  of  the  fint  book,  and 
half  the  second.  He  would  not  sufler  me  to  send 
it  to  you,  my  dear,  lest  you  should  post  it  away 
to  Maty  at  once.  He  did  hot  give  that  reason, 
but,  being  shrew^,  I  found  it 

The  grass  begbs  to  grow,  and  the  leaves  to  bud, 
and  every  thing  is  preparing  to  be  beautiiVil  against 
you  come.  Adieu,  W.  C. 

You  inquire  of  our  walks,  I  perceive,  as  well  as 
of  our  rides.  They  are  b^utiful.  You  inquire 
also  concerning  a  cellar.  You  have  two  cellars 
Oh!  What  yean  have  passed  ttnce  we  took  the 
same  walks,  and  drank  out  of  the  same  hottk! 
but  a  few  more  weeks  and  then! 


TO  LADY  HESKETH.   . 

Olnty^  May  8, 1786. 
I  DH)  not  at  an  doubt  that  your  tenderness  for 
my  feelings  had  inclined  you  to  suppress  in  your 
letten  to  me  the  intelligence  concerning  Maty's 
critique,  that  yet  reached  me  from  another  quarter. 
When  I  wrote  to  you  I  had  not  learned  it  firam 
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the  GeneAl,  but  firapn  my  fijend-BuIl,  who  only 
knew  it  by  heassay.  The  next  post  brought  me 
the  news  ef  it  from  the  first-mentioned,  and  the 
critique  itself  enclosed.  Together  with  it  came 
also  a  nqvab  discharged  against  me  in  the  Public 
Adviertxser.  Tiie  General's  tetter  found  .mein  one 
of  my  moet  melancholy  moods,  and  my  spirits  did 
not  rise  on  the  receipt  of  it.  Tlie  letter  indeed  that 
be  ha^  cut.  from  the  newspaper  gave  me  Httle  pain, 
both  because  it  contained  nothing  formidable, 
though  written  with  malcTolence  enough)  and  be- 
cause a  nameless  author  can  have  no  ipore'wei^t 
with  his  readers  than  the  reason  which , he  has  on 
his  side  can  give  him.  Bi^t  Maty's  aiumadvetsions 
hurt  me  mdte.  In  part  they  appeared  to  me  un.- 
just,  and  in  part  ill-natured,  and  yet  the  man  hin>- 
aelf  being  an  oracle  in  every  body's  account,  I  ap- 
prehended that  he.  had  done  me  much  miflchifif 
Why  he  says  that  the  translation  i«  far  from  ex- 
act, is  best  known  to  him0elf.  Fqr  t  know  it  to 
be  as  exact  as  is  compatible  with -poetry;  and 
prose  'translations  of  Homer  are  not  wanted,  the, 
world  has  obe  alrea4:f  ■  But  I  will  not  fill  my  let-^ 
ter  to  yoQ  with  Eypercritieisms,  I  wiU  only  add  aQ 
extract'  from  a  letter  of  Cohnan's»  thift  I  received 
last  Friday,  and  will  then  dismiss  th^  subject.  It 
came  accompanied  by  a  copy  pf  the  spedmen, 
which  he  himself  had  amended,  and  with  so  much 
taste  and  duidour  that  it  chaimdd  me.  He  sayb 
as  follows  'f 

''One  copy  I  hav^  returned  with  some  renuirks, 
prompted  by  my  zeal  for  you^  suocesSj'not,  Heaven 
knovra,  by  arrogance  or  impertinence.  I  know  no 
other  way  |i^  once  so  plain-  and  so  diort,  of  deliver- 
iqg  my  Uioughts  on  ^e  specimen  of  your  tsanala- 
tion,  which,  on  the  whole  I  admire  eieeedingiy, 
thinking  it  breathes  the  spirit,  and  conveys  the 
manner  of  the  original;  though  Slaving  here  neitheir 
Homer,  nor  Pope's  Homer,  I  can  not  speak  pre^ 
dsely  of  partioular  Une^  or  expiessbns,  or  eon^xafa 
your  blank  verse  with  his  rhyme,  except  by  de- 
claring, that  I  think  blank  verse  infinitely  more 
congenial  to  the  magnificent  simplicity  of  Hpmer's 
hexameters,  than  the  confined  couplets,  and  the 
jingle  of  rhyme.' • 

Hie  amendments  are  chiefly  bestowed  on  the 
lines  encumbered  vrith  elisbns,  and  I  wiU  just  take 
thie  opportunity. to  tell-  you,  my  dear, .because  I 
know  you  to  be  as  much  interestedin  what  I  write 
as  myself,  that  some  of  the  most.offensive  o^th(^ 
etisions  wew  qpcasioned  by  mere  c^ticism.  I  v 
fiuriy  hunted  into  them,  by 'vexatious  objectione 
made  without  end  by  < — r,  and  his  friend,  and 
altered,  and  altered,  till  at  last  I  did  not  care  how 
I  aheied.  Many  thanks  ftv  — ^'s  ven»es,  which 
deserve  just  the  character,  you  give  of  them.  They 
are  neat  fuid  easy^but  I  would  mumbl(B  her  weS, 
if  I  could  get  at  her,  foi:  allowing  henelf  ta  sup- 
pow  for  a* moment. that  I  praised  the  Chancellor 


with  a  view  to  emplumeBt  I  wrote  those  stantas 
merely  tot  my.  own  amueement,  and  they  slept  in 
a  dark  dopet  years  after  I  compoaed  them;  not  ia 
the  least  designed  for  publication.  But  when 
J.ohnsoii  had  printed  off  the  longer  pieces,  of  which 
the  first  vdlume*  principally  consists,  he  wrote  me 
word,  that  he  wanted  yet  two  thonnand  lines  to 
sw^li  it  to  a  piopjer  absB.  On  that  oocasion'it  was 
that  I  collected  every  sonp  of  verse '.tiiat  I  could 
find,  and  that  anfong  the  rest.  Nonoof  the  smaller 
poems  had  been  introduced  or  had  been  published 
at  all  with,  my  jiame,  but  ibr  this  Necessity. 

Just  as  i  wrote  the  last  word  Iji^as  called  down 
to  Dr.  Kerr,  who  came  to  pay  me  a  voluntaiy 
Were-I  sick,  his cheerfril  and  friendly  man> 
ner  would  almost  restore  me.  Air  and  exerose 
are  his  theme;  them  he  recommende  es  the  best 
physic. for  me,  and  in  all  weathers.  Come  there- 
fore, my  dear,  ,and  take  a  little  of  this  gjdod  physui 
with  me,  for  you  wUl  find  it  beneficial  as  well  as 
I ;  come  and  aasist Mrs.  XJnwin inthere;«8tablish- 
i:gent  of  your  cousin's .  health,  Air  '.and  e.zercise, 
and  s&e'and  yoi^  together,  will  make  me  a  perfect 
Sampson.  Tou  will  have  a  gpod  house  over  your 
head,  oomfortable'apartmelits,  obliging  ne^boursi 
good  roads,  a  pleasant  country,  and  i|i  us  your 
constant  con^panions,  two  "who  will  love  you,  and 
do  already  love  you  d^y,  and  with  all  our  hearts. 
If  you  ape  in  a&y  danger  of  trouble,  it  is  ^m  my- 
self, if  my  fits  of  dejection  seize  me;  amd  as  ofteD>a8 
they  do,  you  .will  be  grieved  for  me;  but  perhaps 
by  your  assistance  I  shaU  be  able  to^  resist  them 
better.  If  there  is  a  creature  under  heaven,  from 
whose  oo-operations  with  Mrs.  Unwin  I  can  rea- . 
sonably  expeet  such  a  blessing,  ;that  creature  is 
yourself  I  was  not-without  such. attacks  v^hcn  I 
lived  in  London,  though  at  that  time  they  weVe 
less  oppTe88ive,^,but  in  your  con^aliy  I  was  never- 
unhappy  a  whole  day  in' all,  my  life.  '  .  '  ,    . 

Of  bow  much  in^rtance  is  an  aiithor  to  him- 
self! I  return  to  that  abominable  specimen  again, 
just  to  notice'  Maty's  impatient  censure  of  Che  re- 
petition that  you  mention.  I  mean  of  the  virord 
?umd.  In  the  original  there  id  not  a  repetition  of  it. 
But  to  xvpeat  a  word  in  that  manner,  aDd*on.such 
an  occasion,  is  by  no  means  what  he  calls  it,  a 
modem  invention;  In  Homer  1  could  show  him 
many  such^and  in  Virgil  they  abound.-  Colman, 
wfaoy  in  his  judgment  of  daasical'  matters,  is  in- 
fisrior  to  none^  says, '  I  know  not  why  Maty  cfjjjeeis 
to  tkU  expression*  I  oei(kl  easily  change  it.  But 
the  case  -standing  thus,  I  know  not  whether  my 
prQud  stomach  w^  copdeacend  so  low.  t  Irather 
feel  disinclined  to  it 

One  evening.lastweek,  Mrs.  Unwin  and  I  took 
our  walk  to  Weston,  and  as  we  were  seturning  - 
lAurough  the  grove  oj^xxate  to  the  house,  the 
Throckmortone  presented  themselves  at  the  dooi. 
They  are  owners  of  a  house  at  Weeton^  at^pineenl 
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empty.  It  k  a  ytirj  good  me,  infinitely  eu jiendr 
to  ottn.  When  we  drank  ^oeolatft  with  them, 
they  both  esqireawd  their  aident  derfw  that  we 
would  take  it,  wtehing  to  have  m  fyt  nfeaiernelgh- 
.KihiTB.  If-  you,  my  coniBni^  were  not  so  well  pf6- 
\ided  ibr  as  youare,  aAd  at  our  very  elhowj  I  T^ily 
believe  I  shovdd  have  mnstsred  up  all  my  rhetoric 
to  rocommend  it  to  ycfn.  Ton  nnght  have  It  fat 
ev^r  without  danger  of  ejectment,  whereas  your 
poesestion  of  the  Ticar  age  depends  on  the  liib  <if  the 
vicar,  who  is  cighty-dz.  The  environs  are  most 
beautiful,  and  the  village  itself  onr  of  tJle  prettiest 
I  er^  saw.  Add  to  this,  yon  would  step-  imme- 
diately into  Mri  Throckmorton's  pleasure  ground, 
where  you  would  not  soil  your  slipper  even  in  win- 
ter. A  most  unfortunate  niisfoke  was  made  by 
that  gentleman's  bailiff  in  his  absence.  Justbeibre 
he  left  Weston  last  year  'for  tiie  winter^  he  gave 
him  or^erff  to  cut  shdrt  the  tops  of  the  flowering 
shrubs,  that  lined  a  serpentine  walk  in  a  delightflil 
grove,  celebrated  in  my  poetship  in  a  little*  piece 
that  you  remember  was  caUed  the  Shrubbery.  The 
dunce,  'misapprehending  the  order,  cut  down  and 
fagoted  up  the  whole  grove,  leaving  neither  tiee, 
bush,  nor  twig;  nothing  but  stumps  abovif,  as  high 
as  my  ancle.  Mr.  T.'  told  us  that  she  never  saw 
her  husband  so  angiy  In  her  life.  I  Judged  indeed 
by  his  physiognomy,  which  has  ^at  sweetness  in 
it,  that  he  is  very  tittle  addicted  tc^  thi^  infernal 
passion.  But  had  he  cudgeled  the  man  for  his 
cruet  bltmder,  and  the  havoc  made  in.  consequence 
ofit,  I  could  haHre  excused  him. 

I  folt  myself  really  coxlcemed  for  the  Chancel- 
lor's illness,  and  from  what  I  learned  of  it,  both 
from  the  paperi^  and  frota  CU^neral  Cowper,  con- 
cluded that  he  must  die.  I  am  accordingly  de- 
lighted in  the  same  proportion  with  the  news  of 
his  recovery.  May  he  five,  and  live  to  be  tttiH  the 
support  of  government!  If  it  shall  be  his  good 
pleasure  toTender  me  personally  any  mateifal  ser- 
vice, I  have  no  objection  to  it.  But  Heaven  knows, 
that  it  is  impofsible  for  any  ttving  wight  to  bestow 
!e^  thought  on  that  subject  than  myself.;— May 
God  be  ever  with  you,  my  beloted  cousifi! 

'  W.C. 


.  TO  LADY  HE8KETH. 

MT  DEAREST  coOTiK,        Oiftey,  May  15',  H86. 

From  this'very  morning  I  b^in  to  datethe  last 
month  o^oiir  long  separation,  and  confidently  and 
most  comfortably  hope  that  before  the  fifteenth' 
of  June  shall  present  itself,  we  shell  have  seet^ 
eachothe^.  Is  it  not  sol  A^d  will  it  not  bfe  one 
bt  the  mott  eztraordbraiy  eras  of  my  <fztraordinary 
Hfel  A  year  ago,  we  .nei^er  corresponded,  noir 
expected  to  meet  in  this  workh  But  this  world  ia 
a  "ic^ft  of  mafveUoms  eventii,  many  of  them  more 


maorvenous  dian  fidion  itself  would  dare  to  hazard  ; 
and  (blessed  be  God!)  they  are  not  alt  of  the  dia- 
tfe—hig  kind.  Now  and  tfien  in  tiie  course  of  an 
eiistenee,  whose  hue  is  for  the  most  part  sable,  a 
day  turns  up  that  makes  amen^  for  maiiy  sighs, 
and  mahy  subjects  of  complaint.  Such  a  day 
shall  1  account  the  day  of  your  arrival  at  Oiney. 

YHierefore  iib  it  (canst  thou  teQ  me?)  that  to- 
gether with  idl  those  ddightfU  sepsatbns,  to  which 
&ie  dght  o^  a  long  absent  dear  friend  gives  birth, 
there  is  )i  mixture  of  ^mething  pajnfhl ;  flutt^rings, 
and  tumults,  and  I  know  hot  what  accompani- 
ments of  our  pleamufe,  that  are  in  fact  perfectly 
foreign  from  the  occasion  1  Such  I  foel  when  I 
thifik  of  ou|i  meeting  \  and  such  I  suppose  foel  you ; 
and^he  nearer  the  crisis  approaches,  the  more  I  am 
sensible  of  them.  I  know  beforehand  that  they 
wiH  increase  with  every  turn  of  Uie  wheels^  that 
shall  convey  me  to  Newport,  when  I  shall  ^aet  out 
to  meet  you,  and  that  when  vre  actually  meet,  the 
pleasure,  and  this  unaccountable  pain,  togethjer, 
will  be  aib  much  as*  I  shall  be  able  to  support.  I 
am  utterly  at  a*  loss  for  the  caus^,  and  can  only 
resolve  it  into  that'  appointment,  by  which  it  has 
been  foreordained  that  all  human  delights  shall  be 
quidified  aind  mingled  wil^  'their  contraries.  For 
fliereis  nothmg  formidable  in  you.  •  To  me  at 
least  tiiere  is  hotliing  such,  no,  not  even  in  your 
menaces,  unliess  when  you  threaten  me  to  write  no 
more.  Nay,  I  verily  believe,  ^  I  not  know  you 
to  be  what  you  are,  and  had  less  aflection  for  you 
than  I  have,-!  should  have  ffewer  of  tiieae  emo- 
tbns,  of  which  I  yreidd  have  nolle,  if  t  could  help 
it.  But  a  fig  fo^  them  all!  Let  us  resolve  to  com- 
bat vrith,  and  to  conquer  them.  They  are  dreams. 
They  are  Ulttsions  of  the  judgment '  Some  enemy 
that  hates  the  happmess  of  human  kind,  ahd  is 
eveor  industrious  to  dash  it,  *works  them  in  uS;  and 
their  being  so  perfectly  unreasonable  as  they  are  is 
a  proof  Of  it  I^othing  that  is  such  can  be  the 
work  of  a  good  agent  This  I  kiiow  too  by  ex- 
perience, thatj  like  an  other  ilhiaions,  they  exist 
only  by  force  of  imagination,  are  indebted  for  their 
prevalence  to  the  absence  of  tiieir  object,  and  in'  a 
few  moments  after  its  appearance  cease.  Solthen 
this  a  settled  point,  and  tiie  case  stands  thus.  You 
win  tremble  as  you  draw  neiir  to  Newport,  and  so 
shall  I.  But  we  win  both  recollect  that  there  is 
no  reason  w4iy  we  should,  and  thii  recollection 
vrill  at  least  have  some  little  efikt  in  our  favour. 
We  win  likewise  both  take  the  comfort  of  what  we 
know  to  be  true^  that  the  tumult  wiU  eoon  cease, 
and  the  pleasure  lodg  -stSffvive  the  pain,  even  as 
long  aa  I  trust  we  ourselves  shaU  survi^-e  it 

What  yott  say  of  Maty  gives  me  aU  the  conso' 
lation  that  you  intended.  We  both  think  it  highly 
probable  that  you  suggest  the  true  cause  of  his 
displeasure,  wb€n  yoo  suppose  him  mortified  at 
not  having  hada  part  of  the  tmnshtion' laid  before 
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him,  efe  IhiB  wpedmetk  warn  jpoblMiea.  The  Qe<s 
neral  #«!  iwry  miMh  hwt,  uid  calk  hili'  cenpine 
hanh  and-unnaflpttftbh.  Be  likevke  moI  me  a 
.  oonsolatdry.  totter  on  the  ooca^B,  in  which  he 
took  theJtindMt  pains  to  hM  the  voaad  that  he 
supposed  I  laigbt  haie  saflbed.  I  am  not  oar 
tnrally  inaensiMe,  and  the  .^^bilities  thi|t  I  had< 
by  natura  hate  been  woadettoHltf  anhaaoed  bj  a 
laog  aetias  of  afaocks,  giwn  to  a  frame  pf  .^serves 
that  was  never  very  athlc^.  I  feel  aoeordingly, 
whether  pehxM  or  pleasant)  m  the  eatreme;  am 
easily  elevated,  and  eiUdly  oast  down.  The  frotm 
of  a  critic  freeaea  my  poetical  powers,  and  die- 
courages  me  to  a  degree  that  m&hes  measHafned 
of  my  own  weafaieas.  Yet  1  piesently  leoover  m^ 
oonfidenoe  again.  Thehalf.of  whatyoaaohiodJy. 
say  in  your  last;  we«ld<  at  any  time  lestoTB  my 
spirits,  and,  being  aaid  by  yea,  is  infallible:  I  am 
not  ashamed  to  eonless,-that  having.  odmaiencBd 
ari  anthof ,  I  am  most  abuidantly  dssirous  to  suc- 
ceed as,  Buoh.  /  ha9e^{t»hai  perkapa  yow  lUtU 
auBpeet  me  qf)  in.fny  naiurean  infinite  ekare  itf 
ambition^  But  with  it  I  have  A  the  same  time, 
as  you  well  know,  an  equal-  shaie '6f  diffidence. 
T6  this  ooi](^bination  of  dpposite'  qualities  it  haS' 
been  owing  that,  till'  hitel)r,  I  stole  thirough  liib* 
witl^nt  nndeirtaking  any  thhig,  ^et  always  wish- 
ing to  distinguish -myi^^  At  last  I  ventmed, 
ventured  too  in  the  only  pRth  that  at  ;k>  late  a 
period  Witf  yet -Open  tejne)  and  am  detanlkiiiied, 
if  God  have  jMt  determined  oA^rwise,  to  woik  my 
way  throa(^  theobsouiifty  that  has  been  so  long 
my-  portion,  into  notice.  E«ery  thihg  th^refiM^ 
that  seems  te.  threaten  this  ray  favourite  purpose 
with  dimppointment,  affects  me  nearly.  J  suppose 
that. all  ambitioas  minds  are  in  the  same  ptedica*' 
ment.  He  V?h6  ceehs  (&8tineti<m  must  be  sens&le 
of  disapprobatifte,  exactly  in  the  same  proportian 
as  he  desires' ap|liatise.  And  now,  my  precious 
eousin,  I  have  unfclded  my  heart  to  you  in'  this 
particular,  vrithout  a  speck  of  dissimulalioB.  Some 
peoptec  and  good  yw^  too,  woidd  blame  me.  But 
yon  wiU  not;  and  they  I  think  weuli^  blame  with- 
out just  ca«8)l.  We  certainly  do  not  honour  God 
when  we  bury,  or  when  we  neglect  to  inwove,  as 
&r  as  vre  may,  whatever  talent  he  may  h^ve  be- 
stowed on  US;  whether  k  be  little  </t  much.  In 
natorat  thinga,'aa  w^l  aa  in  spiritual,  it  is  anever- 
Cidling  truth,  that  to  him  who  hath  (that  is  te  him 
who  ood^iies  what  he  hath  d3igently«  and  so- as 
to  tnerease  it)  more  rfiall  be  given.  Set  me  down 
therefoTB^  my  dear,  for  an  industrious  rhymer,  so 
long  as  I  shall  li«ve  the  ability.  For  in  this  only 
way  is  it  posriHe  6r  m^,  sofiuT  as  lean  see,  either 
to  honour  €k)d,  or  to  serve  man,  or  even  to  serve 
mysdf. 

I  rejobe  to  hear  that  Mr.  Throdtmorton  wishes 
to  be  On  a  ma^  intimate  footing.    I  am  sh^  and 
t  that  be  Is  not  very  much  otherwise;  and 


the  consequence  has  been  that  we  have  mutually 
widied  an  acquaintance  vritiiout  being^ble  to  ao- 
compliBh  it^  Bleasings  on  70tt  for  the  faint  that 
yon  dropped  on  the  sdbject  of-  the  house  at  Wes- 
ton! For  the  burthen  of  ny  song  ill--'  Since  .we 
have  met  once  again^  let  us  never  be  separated,  as 
we  have  been,  mora.'  •  W-  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. . 

MX  DBAB  FRIBND,  Ohteif,  May  20, 1786. 

About  three  weeks  idnce  Imet  your  sister  Ghee- 
ter  at  Mr.  Throckmorton's,  and  from  her  learned 
that  you  are  at.B]ithfieki,.and  in  health.  Upon 
the  encouragement  of  this  infonnation  it  is  (hat  I 
vrrfte  now)  X  should  not  otherwise, hiure  kn6wn 
vrith  certainty  .where  to  find  you,  or  have  been 
equally  free  from  the  fear  of  unseasonahle  intru* 
May  €k)d  be  with  you,  my  friend,'  anil  give 
yon  a  just  measuie  of  pnbmissioti  to  his  vrill!  the 
most  efibetual'  of ^  aU  remedies  for  the  evils  of  this- 
changing  scene.  I  doubt'  not  that  he  lias  granted 
yon  this  hlessing  already,  and  may  he  still  con- 
tinue it!  '        '  . 

Now  I  will  ta&  a  little  about  myself.  For  ex- 
<»pt  m3rBelf  ,  living  in  thir  Terrarum,  angvlo,  what 
can  I  have  to  talk  about  !•  ^  lA  a  scene  of  perfect 
tranquillity,  and  the  profoundesttdJence,  I  am  kick* 
jng  up  the  dust  of  henac  narrative,  and  besieging 
Troy  again.  I  told  you  that  I  had  i^lmost  finished 
the  traii|Aatien  of  the  Iliad,  and  Iverily  thought 
sa  But  1  was  never  more  mistaken.  By  the 
thne-when  I  had  reached  the  end  of  thepoem>  the 
first  book  of  my  vernen  was  a  twdveraonth  old. 
When  I  came  to  consider  it  after  having  laid  it 
by  so  k>ng,  it  did  not  satisfy  mb.  I  set  myself  to 
mend  itj  and  I  did  so.  But  still  it  appeared  to  me. 
rimproveable,  and  that  nothing  would  so  efi*eetually 
secure  that  pouit  as  to  give  the  virhole  book'  a  new 
.translation^  With  the  exception  of  very  few  lines 
I  have  so  done,  and  was  never  in  my  life  so  con- 
rinced  of  the  aooAdness  of  Horace's  advice  to  puV 
liflh  nothing  in  haste ;  so  much  advantage  have, ' 
I  derived  from  doing  that  twice  which  I  thought  I 
had  accompli(3hed  qotably  at  once.  He  indeed 
rec(»nmenda  nine  years'  imprisonment'  of  your 
verseis  before  you  s^nd  them  abroad;  but  the  nint>' 
part  of  that  time  is  I  believe  as  much  aa  therjs  1# 
need  of  to  open  a  man's  eyes  upon  his  own  defects 
and  to  secure  him  from  the  danger  .o(  prematuiv 
self-approbaUon.  Neither  ought  it  to  be  forgotten 
that  nine  years  make  ho  wide  an  interval  between 
the  cup  and  the  >lip,  that  a  thousand  ^things  may 
fall  but  between.  New  engagementa  may  occur« 
which  may  make  the  finiahing  of  that  which  a 
poet  has  begun,  impossible.  In  nine  years  he 
may  rise  into  a  situation,  or  he  may  sink  mto  one 
highly  incompmtiMe  with  \aB  piDpose.    tiis  con- 
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rtifotion  may  break  in  nine  yean,  and  ncluien 
may  diiqiialify  liim  for  impioTing  what  he  enter- 
prised  in  the  days  of  health.  His  inclimttion  xhay 
change,  and  he  may  find  some  other  employment 
more  agteeaUe,  or  anetl^r  poet  may  enter  upon 
the  same  work,  and  get  the  start  of  him.  ,  TI 
fore,  my  friend  Horace,  though  I  acknowledge 
your  principle  to  be  good,  I  mu0t  confess  that  I 
think  the  practice'you  would  ground  upon  it  car- 
ried to  an  extreme.  The  rigour  that  I  exorcised 
upon  t^- first  book,  I  intend  to  exei^cise  upon  all 
that  follow,  and  have  now  actually  advanced  into 
the-  middle  of  the  seventh)  no  wbire  admitting 
more' than  one  line  in  fifty  of  the  first  translation. 
'  You  must^  not  imagine  that  1  had  been  cazeless 
and  hasty  in  the  first  instance.  In  truth.  I  had 
not;  l)ut  u^  rendering  so  excellent  a  poet  ftq^Homer 
into  our  language,  there  are  so  many  pointe  to  be 
attended  to  both  in  respect  to  language  and  num- 
bers, that  a  fixpt  attempt  must  be  fortunals  indeed 
if  it  doei  not  call  aloud  for  a  second.  You  saw 
the  s))ectmen,  and  you  saw  (I  am  sure)  one  gteftt 
fault  in  it;  I  mean  the  Karshness  of  some  of  the 
elisions. ..  I  did  ikot  altogether;  take  the  blame  of 
these  to  Qiyself,  for  into  some  of  them  I  was  actur 
ally  driven  and  hunted  by  a  series  of  reiterated 
objections  made  by  a  critical  friend,  whose  scruples 
and  delicacies  teazed  me  out  of  all-  my  patience. 
But  no  such  monsters  will, be  fomndin  tl^e  volume. 
Yout  brother  Chester  has  furnished  me  with 
Barnes's  Homer,  firom  whose  notes  I  collect  here 
and  there  spme 'useful  hiformation,  and  whose  &ur 
and  legible  type  preserves  me  finim  the  danger  of 
being  as.bliiid  as  was  my  author.  I  saw  a  sister 
of  yours  at  Mr.  Throckmorton's,  but  I  am  not  good 
at  making  n^yself  heard  across  a  large  room,  and 
therefore  ndthing  passed  between  us.  I  felt  how-' 
ever  that  she  was  my  friend'is  qister,  and  I  much 
esteemed  her  for.  your  jake. 

Ever  yours,  W.  C. 

P.  S.  The  swan  is  called  argutua  (I  suppose) 
a  non  argiiendfi^  and  caTiotua  a  non  canendo. 
But  whether  he  be  dumb  or  vocal,  more  poeticd- 
than  the  eagle  or  lesi^,  i^  is  no  matter.  A  feather 
of  ^ther,  in  token  of  your  approbation  and  esteem, 
will  never,  you. may  rest  assured,  be  an  oifience 

tOIfJ9. 


;   TO  LADY  HESKET^. 

Otoiey,  Jfay  25,  1786. 
1  RAVE  at  lengthy  my  cousin,  found  my  way  into 
my  summer  abode.  I  believe  that  I  described  \X  to 
you  some  time  since,  and  will  iherefore  now  leave 
It  undescribed.  I  will  only  say  that  1  am  writing 
in  a  bandbox,  situated,  at  l6ast  in  my  account,  de- 
lighttuUy,  because  it  has  a  window  in  one  side 


opens  into  that  orchazd,  thnNigh.  which,  as  1 
fitting  hears,  I  shall  see  you  often  pass,  and 
therefore  I  already  prefer  to  aU  the  orchards 
workL.  You  do  w^U  to  prepare  me  for  all  - 
delays,  because  in  this-.life  all  softs  of  dis- 
appointments ale  possible,  and  I  shall  do  well,  if 
any  such  delay  of  your  joomej  should  hajqpen,  to 
praetisethat lesson  of  patience  which  you  iodul- 
cate.  But  it  is- a  lesson  which,  even  yvith  you  ibr 
ray  teaeher,  1  shall  be  slow  to  learn.  Being-sun 
however  ihat  you  will  not  procrastinate  without 
cause,  I  vrin  make  myself  as  easy  as  I  can  about 
it,  and  hope  for.  the  best  T4>  convinee  you  hew 
much  lam  under  d^pline^  ^^^  ff^  advice,  I 
win  lay  aside  a  favourite  meiurar^  influenced  in 
domg  so  by  nothing  bfit  the  good  sense  of  youro(»- 
trary  opnion.  I  had  jset  my  heart  on  meetingjou 
at  Newport.  In;  my  haste  to  see  you  once  again, 
•I  was  vrilUng  to  overbok  many  awkwardnesses  I 
could  not  but  foresee  would  attend  it  .  I  put  them 
aside  so  long  as  I  only  foresaw  them  myself,  but 
sincb  I  find  that  you  foresee  th^m  too,  I  can  no 
tonger  deal  so  slightly-  wi^h  them.  It  is  theielbra 
determined  that  we  meet  at  Olney.  Much  Tshall 
feel,  but  I  will  not  die  if  I  can  help  it,  and  I  beg 
that'  you  wiU  take  all  poesible  care  to  outUve  U 
likewise,  for  I  know  vriiat  it  is.  to  be  balked  jnthe 
moment  of  acquisition,  and  should  be 'loath  to 
know  it  again.  , 

haai  Monday  in  the  evening  we  walked  to 
Weston, -aocofdiiig  to  our  usual  custom.  It  hap- 
p«ied,  ovring  to  a  mistake  of  time,  that  we  set 
out  half  an  horn;  sooner  thai>  usual.  This  mis- 
take we  disoovQped  irhile  we  were  in  the  wilder> 
So,  finding  that  we  had  time  before  us,  a^ 
they  say,  Mrs.  XXnwin  proposed  that  we  should  g^ 
into  the  village,  and  take  a  view'of  the  house  thai 
I  had  just  men^ned  to  you.  We  did  so^  and 
found  it  such  a  one  as  in  n^ost  respects  would  suit 
you  well.  But  Moses  Brown,  our  vicar,  who^  as 
I  told  you,  is  in  his  eightywoiz^  year,  iiinot  bound 
to  die  foe  that  reason.  ,  He  said  himself  when  he 
was  here  last  summer,  that  he  should  five  ten 
years  longer,  and  for  aught  that  af^^eaxs  so  he 
may.  In  which  case,  for  the  sake  of  its  nsai 
neighbourhood  to  us,  the  vicarage-has  ehaxms  for  . 
me,  that  no  other  place  can  rival.  But  this  and 
a  thousand  things  more,  shall  be  talked  over  when 
you  come. 

We  hitve  been  industriously  cultivating  our  ac- 
quaintance vrith  our  Weston  neighbours  since  1 
wrotelast,  and  they  on  their  part  have  been  equally 
diligent  in  the'  same  cause.  I  have  a  notioA  that 
we  shall  all  .suit  wdL  I  see  much  in  them  both 
that  I  admire.  You  know  perhaps  that  they  are 
catholics. 

It  is  a  delightful  bundle  of  praiae,  my  oousui, 
that  you  have  .sent  me/  All  jasmine  and  laven- 
der.   Whoever  the  lady  is,  she  has  evidently  aD 
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tdmh^le  pen,  and  a  enlttvtttod  mind.  If  a'per- 
Mnieadfl,  it  is  no  matter  in  what  langna^,  and  if 
Mie  mind  be  informed,  it  is  no  niatter  whether 


that  mind  helonge  to  a  man-  or  a  woman.    The*  htJf  go.  well,  if  I  did  noi  believe  yon  would  be  my 


taste  and  the  judgment  will  receive  tiie  benefit 
aliiftinboth.  Long  beforethe  Task  was  published 
I  madQ.  an  experiment  one  dsji  being  in  t  fireliek- 
some  mood,  upon  my  friend.  We  were  walking 
in-t^e  garden,  and  eonvecsing  on  alsabjeet  amilv 
totbeeelihes— 

The  few  fhqjt  pny  tt  alV  pray  qA  feQiis^ 
AndaeeUog  gnc«.f  Improve  th^  piwenc  goo^ 
Woujdivgea  wiser  ault  Uym  askiiig  more. 

1  reputed  tliem,  and^Bsid  to  Inm  with  an  sir  of 
Mmehaimnee;  *}  Dp  you  feooHect  those  Imssl  I 
have  seen  them,  spmewhere,  where  are  they  V*  He 
pot  on  a  oonsideiing  (ace,  and  lifter,  some  deliber- 
ation xeplied— "  O,  I  will  tell  you  where  they  must 
be-'^u  the  Night  Thoughto.'* .  I  was  glad  my 
trial  tamed  ont  so  Well,  and  did  not  ui^deceive 
hiuL  I  msntion  thisooettrrenQeonlyinoonfirma- 
tiMi  ot  the  letter-wrtter's  opinion,  b^t  at  the  same 
time  I  do  assure  you,  on  the  fakh  of  an  honest 
mam  that-1  never  in  my  life  designed  an  imitation 
of  Yotmg,  or  of  any  other  writer;  for  mimiciy  is 
my  abhorrence,  at  least  in  poetry. 

Aasure  yomself,  my  dearest  odusin,  tM  bo&  for 
your  sake,  anoe  yoQ  make  a  point  6f  it,  and  for 
my  own,  I  will  be  as  philosoiMcally  careftil  a» 
poasiUh)  thiat  these  fins  nerves  of  mirfe  shall  not 
be  beyoiid  measure  a^^tated  when  you  ^mye. ,  In 
tmtii^  there  is  much  greater  probability  that  they 
wiH  be  benefited)  snd  greatly  too.*  Joy  of  heart, 


afl  nervous  medicines;  and  t  should  not  wtxnder 
if  snch  a  tarn  given  to  my  .spirits  should  have 
even  a  lasting  ellect,  of  tiie  most  -advantageous 
kind,  upon  them.  You  must  not  imagine  neither, 
thai  I  am^on  the  wlft^  ii^  any  great  degree  snlject 
to  nervous  afieotions ;  eccasionflly  I  am,'and  have 
been  thesS  many  years,  much  liable  tp  defection. 
But  at  intervals,  uid  sometimes  for  an  interval  of 
wedDS,,iio  creators  vfoold  suspect  it  For  I  iiave 
not  that  wUoh  oodunonly  is  a  symptom  of  such's 
case  belonging  lo  me:  I  mean  extraordinary ekp. 
vatibn  in  the  absence  of  Mr,  BloedeviL  '  VHuBn 
I  am  in  the  best  hetlth,  my  tide  of  animal  Spiightli- 
ness  flows  witl|  great  equality,  sb  that  I  am  never, 
at  any  time,  exalted  in  proportion  as  I  am  some- 
times depressed.  My  depression  has  a  cause,  and 
if  that  cause  were  to  cease,  I  should  be  as  cheer- 
ful thenceforth,  and  perhaps  for  ever,  as  any  man 
need  be.  But,  as  I  have  often  said,  Mrs.  Unwin 
shall  be  my  ezpooto^. 

Adieu,  my  bekived  cousin.    God  grant  thai  our 

fnendehip  whidi,  while  we  eould  see  each  other^ 

never  sufined  a  moment's  intermplion,  and  which 

sofeng  a  sepantion  has  not  in  the  least  abated, 

90         f.  2^2 


may  gkiwin  ui  to  dur  ^st  hour,  and  be  renewed 
in  abetter  vrorid)  there  to  hi  perpetuated  for  ever, 
l^or^ou  must  know,  that  I  should  not  love  you 


fiiend  to  etejrnity.  There  is  not  room  enough  for 
fiiendship  to'unifold  itself  in  ftill  bloom,  in  such- a 
nook' of  lifo  a^^lhis.  Theirefore  I  am,  and  must) 
and  will  be,  ^  Yours  for  ever,  W.  C. 


,   TO  LADY  HBSKETH.    ' 

.     •       ^  (»ney,il/ay  29,  1784. 

Thou  dc^at,  comfortable  cousin,  whose  letters, 
among  all  that  I  receive,  have  this' property  pecu- 
liariy  their  own,  that  I   expect  th$m  without 
Memft{Iing,  and  never  find  any  thing  t&at  does  not 
give  me  'pleasure ;  fof  which  '^erefore  I  'would 
take  nothing  ih  exchange  that  the'  world  co\j\d 
give  me,  save  and  except  that  for  which  I  must 
pxdhange  them  soon  (and  happy  shaH  I  be  to  do 
so),  your^own  company.    That,  indeed,  is  delayed, 
a  little  too  long ;  to  my  impatience  at  least  it  seems 
so,  who  find  the  spring,  backvrard  as  itis^  too  for- 
ward because  many  of  its  beauties  wHI  have  fad^ 
before  you  will  have  an  opportunity  to  see  them. 
We  took  our  customary  walk  yesterclay  in  |fae  . 
wildeniess  ait  Weston,  and  saw,  with  regre^  the  i 
laburnums,  syringas,  and  j^elder-ros^,  some  of  | 
them  blown,  and  others  Joftt'npon  th^pomt  of; 
blowing,  and  could  not  help  observing— all  these' 
will  be  gone  before  Lsdy  Heskel^  comes.    Still  i 
however  there  will  be  roses,  and  jasmine,>and  honey-  \ 
suckle,  and  shady,  walks,  and  cool  alcdves,  and ' 


fimn 'Whatever  occasion  it  may  arise,  is  the  best  of  you  will  partake  them  witb^us.    But  I  want  you 


to  have  a  share  ef  every  thing  that  u  delightful 
heie,  and  can  not  bear  that  the  advanc'e  of  the 
sea^n  should  steal  away  a  single  pleasure  before 
yoir  can  come  to  enjoy  it.       - 

Every  day  I  thihk  of  you,  and  almost  all  the 
day' long;  I  will  ^nttjre  to  say,  that  even  yen 
were  never  so  expected  ^  your  lifo,  I  called  last 
week  at  the  Gtuaker's  to  see  the  fumitqrs  of  your 
bed,  the  fome  of  whieii  had  reached- Qoe.  It  is,  l 
assure  you,  superb,  of  printed  cotton,  and  the  sub- 
ject claasica!.  Every  morning  you  will  open  your 
eyes'  oA  Fhcfon  kneeling  tp  Apollo,  and  implor- 
ing his  father  to  grant  him  the  jDonduct  of  his 
chariot  for  a  day. '  May  your  sleep  be  as4»und  as 
your  bed  will  be  suihptuous,  and  yomr  nights  at 
least  win  be  well  provided  for.        ■ 

I  shall  send  up  the  sixth  and  seventh  books  of 
the  Hind  shortly,  and  sWl  addrsss  them  to  you. 
You  will  forwud  them  to  the  General.  I  long 'to 
show  you  nSy  workshop,  and  to  see  you  sitting  on 
the  oppornte  side  of  my  table.  We  shall  h^  ah 
close  packed  as  two  v^ax  figures  in  &n  old  fash-  * 
ion^  picture  frame.  I  am  writing  in  it  now.  It 
is  the  plaoe  in  which  t  AtbrioLte^  my*  verse  in* 
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rammte  time.  1  rms  an  hour  sooner  t^ui  unial, 
thin  ZDomiiiif,  .that  I  qught  finish  my  ahe^  before 
bi«akM,  for  l  vnuA  write  this  day  to  the  General. 

The  graaa  undet  my  windowa  k  al^  befl|MLDgled 

,  with  4ewdrop8,  and  thQ  buda  are  auiging  in.  the 

apple  treee,  among  th^  Uoaaoma.    Never  poet  bad 

^  more  commodioiu  oratoiy  ia.whibh  io  inw>ke 

his  mUB9. 

I  have  made  your  heart  ache  too  often,  my 
poor  dear  couctin,  with  talldng  about  my  fita  (^  de- 
jecUon.  Something  baa  happened  that  haa  led 
me  to  ^e  aubject,  or  I  would  have  pfentioned 
them  more  sparingly.  Do  not  suppoee,  or  auapect 
that  I  treat  you  with  reserve;  there  is  nothing  in 
which  I  am  ebncemed  that  you  ahall  not  be  mad« 
acquainted  with.  But  the  tale  is  too  long  for  a 
letter,  i  will  only  add  for  your  present  satisfacr 
tion,  that  the  cause  is  not  exterior,  that -it  is'  not 
within  the  reach  of  human  aid,  and  that  yet  I 
have  a  hope  myself  and  Mrs.  Unwin  a  strong 
peiauaaion  cf  its  remoTal.  I  am  indeed  even  now,, 
and  have  been  for  a  considerable  tim^  seoaibje  of 
a  cliange  fair  the  better,  and  expect,  vrith  good 
reason,  a  tomfostable  lift  from  you.  Guess  then, 
my  beloved  tx>tein,  with  what  vpihes  I  look  for- 
ward to  the  time  bf  your,  arrival,  from  whose  cont- 
ing  I  pronuse  myself  not  only  pleasure,  but  peace' 
of  mind,  at  least  an  additional  share  of  it.  At 
pf^sent  it  is  a^  uncertain  and  transient  guest 
with  me,  but  ^  joy  with  whkh  I  ahall  i^e  and 
converse  With  ypu  at  Olney,  may  perhaps  make 
it  an  abiding  one.  '  W.  C. 


you.  jitf^ 


TO  LADY  HESEE JH. 

(HtUy^  dune  4  and  5, 17S6. 
Ah!  my  oouslA,  you liegin  already  to  ^ar  and 
quake.  What  a  hero  am  I,  coippsjced  with 
I  ha^  Ab  &9ak  of  .ym.  On  the  contrary  am  as 
bold  as  a.  lion.  I  wiph  that  your  carriage  were 
oven  now  at  the^dodr.  You  ahould  soon  Aee  with 
how  much  courage  I  would  face  you.  'But  what 
caus6  have  you  for  fear^  Am  I  not  yo^ir  cousin, 
with  whom  you  .ha^s  wandered  in  the  fields  of 
Freeipantle,  and  at  Bevis^  Mount  1  who  used  to 
.  read  to  you,  laugh  vrith  you,  till  oar  fides  have 
ached,  at  any  thing,  or  nothingi  And  am  I  in 
these  respects  at  all  alteredl  You.will  not  find 
me  so ;  but  just  as  ready  tc  laugb,  and  to  wander, 
as  you  ever  knew  me.  .  A  cloud  perhaps  may< 
come  over  me  bow  and  then,  for  p,  few  hours,  but 
from  clouds  I  waa,  never  exempted.  And  an  not 
yuu  the  identical  cousin' with  whom'. I  haTO  per- 
formed all- these  featol  The  veiy  Hsniet  whom 
I  saw,  for  the  Bnttime,  at  De  Grey^s,  in  Norfolk- 
street]  (It  was  on  a  Sunday,  when  you  oame 
With  my  imde  and  aunt  to  drink  tea  therOj  iand  ( 
04d*dinedihere,  and  Was^ust  going  back  to  West- 


minster.) If  these  things  ai^  so,  and  I  «m  nn 
that  you  can  not  gainsay  a  syllable  pf  Uuvn  all. 
then  this  oonsequenoe  foUowis;  that  I  do  not  pro- 
mise myself  mace  pleasure  from  yeoar  eompany 
than  I  shall  be  Ape 'to  find.'  Then  yo&.aie  my 
cousin,  in  whom!  always  delighted,  and  in  whom 
I  dQubt  not  that  I  shall  d^ht  enwiv  to  my  latest 
hour.'  But  Ais  wicked  coach-maker  has  sunk 
my  spirits.  What  a  miserable  thing  it  is  to  de- 
pend, in  any  degree,  for  the  acoomplishnynt  of  a 
wish,  and  that  wish/so  fervent,  on  the  punctuality 
of  a  creature  who  I  tfuppose  was  never  punctual 
in  his  life!'  Do  teU  hhq,  my  ^tear^  in"^  order  to 
4uiaken  him,,  that  if  he  performs  his  promise,  he 
shall  make,  my  coach,  when  I  want  one,  and  that 
^  he  perfonns  it  not,  I  will  most  assuredly  eo^ 
ploy  some  other  jnan. 

The  Throckmortans  sent  a  note  to  invite  ns  to 
dinner— we  went,  and  a  ▼eiy  agreeable  day  we 
had.  They  made  no  fbss  wilii  ns,  which  I  was 
heartily  glad  to  see,  for  where  I  give  trouble  I  am 
sure  that  I  can  not  be  wolconte.  Themeelvea, 
and  their  chaplain,  and  we,  were  all  the  party. 
After  diD|ier-we  had  much  ^heiBrfiil  and  pleasant^ 
talk,  the  particulars  of  which  might  not  perhaps 
be  so  entertaining  u|x)n  paper,  therefore  all  but  - 
one  I  will  omit,  and  that  I  Will  mentbn  only  be> 
cause  it  will  of.  itself  be  sufficient  tfi  pve  you  an 
insight  into  their  opinkm  pn  a  very  important  sqhr 
ject— their  own  vefigion..  I  happened  to  say  that 
m  all  profeadtona  and  trades  manldnd  afleotedan 
ait  of  mystery..  Phyadans,  I  obaerved,  in  par- 
ticular, were  objects  of  that  remark)  .who  persist 
in  prescribing  ia  Latin,  many  timee  no  doubt  -to 
the  hazard  of.  a  p&tient's  life,  thiou|^  tbe  igne- 
jjuncel'of  an  apothecaiy.  Mr.  Throckmorton  as- 
sented to  what  I  said,  and  turning  to  his  <diaplain, 
to  my  infinito  surprise  observed  to  him,  "  TluU  i» 
a»  obmird  a»  ou/tj>r6,yijtg  in  l^itii.*'  I  ooold 
have  hugged  him  for  his  liberality,  and  freedom 
from  bigotry,  but  t)iought  it  raith^  mate  decent  to 
let  the  matter  pass  withoot  any  visible  notioe.  I 
therefore  heard  it  with  pleasBit,  and  kept  my 
pleasure  to  myselC  The  twpladi^a  in  the  mean 
time  were  t&te-art6to  in  the  dra^ng-voom. .  Thei* 
conversation  turned  principally  (as  I  afterwaras 
learned  from  Mrs.  Unwin)  «n  a  most'deliglitfril 
topic,  viz^  mysel£  In  the  fint  place,  Mrs.  Throek- 
mortoif  adndred  my  book,  from  which  die  quoted 
by  heart  mcyre  than  I  could  F^peat,  though  I  so 
lately  wrote  it  .     ' 

In  short,  my  dear,  I  can  not  proceed  to  lelate 
what  ahe  said  of  the  book,  and  the  book's  author, 
for  that  abomuritble  modesty  that  I  can  not  even 
yet' get  rid  of.  Let  it  suffioe  tosay  that  you,  who 
are  disposed  tolove  ereiy  body  who  speaks  kindly 
of  your  cousin,  w^l  certainly  love  Mrs.  Tl^uck• 
morton,  when  y^  ahall  be  told  what  she  saidof 
him,  and  that  yju  wiil  be  told  is  eqiiaOy  certain, 
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because  it  dep6ndv  on  Mjcb.  TJnwin,  who  Will  tdl 
you  nGuiy  a  good  long  tAoity  for  me,  ihat  I  am 
not  aUe  to  tell  fcir  m  jself.  I  am  howvror  not  at 
an  in  anear  to  out  neaghboun  bi  the  matter  of 
admiration  and  eateem,  but  the  more  I  know 
them;  the  more' I  like  wbtn^  and  lmve*neaily  an 


affection  for  them  both.    I  .am^^^^^  ^^  ^  ''"^^  il^un^  adminUe  lodging!  both  for  her'  and 


faflk  baB  96  laige  a  ahare  of  the  appiobationof 
your  sensible  &hi£K>Iksfnend, 

i  received  yesterday  from  the 'GenenA' another 
etter  of  T.  B.  An  unknown  a'dxifiary  having 
•tailed  up  in  my  behalf,  I  believe  I  ahall  Wave  thfe 
buoneaa  of  anawering  to  him,  having  no  kiauie 
myself  for  controversy.  He  lies  vei^^  6pen  to  a 
Tery  effectual  reply.  '' 

My  dearest  cousin  adieut   I  hope  to  VFiite  to 
you  but  once  more  before  «re  nnet'  But  c!h\  this 
coachmaker,  ando^!  this  holyday  weekl, 
Yours,  ,mth  impatieiit  desire 'to  see  you, 
•  '     W..C 

TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESa 

UY  DEAR  FRIEND,  O/fiey,  Juw  9/ 1784. 

The  little  time  that  I  can  devote  to  any  other 
puipoae  than  that  of  poetiy  is,  as  you  may  sup- 
pose, stolen.  Homer  iautgent  Much*  is  done, 
but  much  remains  undone,  and  no  schoolboy  is 
more  attentive  to  ^e  perfbrmfoioe  ofhis  daily  task 
than  I  am.  You  will  therefore  excuse  me  if  at 
present  I  am  both  unfieq\iQni  and  short 

The  paper  tells  me  th^  the  Chancellor  lias 
elapeed,  and  I  am  truly  sorry  to  hear  it.  The 
first  attack  ivas  dangerous,  but  a  seeond  must  be 
more  formidable  jtill.  It  is  not  probable  .-tha^  I 
ahould  ever  hear  fi»m  him  aMn  if  be  imrylve; 
yet  of  ihe  much  tliat  I  should  have  felt  for  liiin, 
had  our  connexion. never  been  interrupted,  I  stiU 
fed  much.  Every  body  wiH  feel  the  loss  of  a  man 
whose,  abilities  have  ipade  him  of  such  general 
importance, 

I  Gorrespqpd  again  with  Colman,  and  upon  the 
most  friendly  footing,  and  find  in  his  ^istance, 
and  in  some  othere,  that  an  intimate  intercourse, 
which  had  been  only  casually  suspended^  not  for- 
feited on  either  side  by  outn^  is  dupable  not 
only  of  revival,  but  of  improvement. 

I  had  a  letter  aome  time  smce  from  your  sister 
Cranny,  tha^  gave  me  great  pletfkure.  ISuch  no- 
tioes  from  old  friends  are  always  pleasant,  and  of 
6UC&. pleasures  I  had  received  many  lately.  They 
refresh  the  remembrance  of  early  days,  and  make 
me  young  again.  The  noble  mstitution  of  the 
Nonsense  CAub  will  be  foigotteii,  when  we  are 
gone  who  composed  it;  but  1  often  think  df  yo^ 
most  herdc  line,  written  at  one  of  our  meetings, 
and  especial^  thmk  of  it  when  I  am^translating 
Homer— 

'  **  lb  whom  repUfid  the  DevQ  ysid-kng-Uflsd." 


There  never  was  anything  more  thdy  Ghetua 
than  that  ti^le  epthet,  and  were  It  poasiUe  to 
introduce  it  Into  either  Ilud  or  Odyssey,  I  should 
certainly  steal  it.  I  am' now  flttthed  with  expeo. 
tation  of  Lady  Heiketh,  who  speodi  tlw  sttipmer 
with  itti    y^e  hope  to  see  her  next  week.    'W'e 


suite,  and  a  Ctuaker  in  this  town,  still  moread- 
mirahls  fhan  they,  who,  te  if  he  toved  her  a« 
mueh  as  I  do,  frunishte.  them  Ibr  her,  with  real 
elegance.  •  W.  C. 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  PSO. 

Olney,  June  19, 1786,  * 
Mt  dear  coushi^s  artiyal  has,  as  it  could  not 
foil  to  do, 'made  Ua  happier  tUan  Mre  ever  were  at 
Obiey.  Her  grsat  kindnev  in  giving  us  her  com* 
pany  i^  a  cordial  that  I  shall  fo^  the  etfect'of,  not 
only  while  sheis  hfere  but  whilel  live. 

Olneywin  nbc  be  much  longer  the  place  of  our' 
liabitation.  Ai  a  village,  two  mifes  distant  we 
have  hired  H'house  of  Mr.  Throckmorton,  a  mdch 
better  than  we  occupy  at  present,  and  fei  "not 
more  expensive.  It  is  situated  very  i^ear  to  our 
most  agreeable  famdfind,  and  )ub  .agreeable  plea- 
sure grounds.  In  him,  and  m  bis  wife,  we  rimH 
find  such  companions  as  will  always  make  the 
ttme  pass  pleasantly  while  they  are  in  the  eoun*^ 
try,  and  his  grounds  will^  affoid  tis  good  air,  and 
good' walking  room  in  (he  vdntor;  twoadvantageii 
which  vre  have  not  enjoyed  at  Oh^,  where  I 
have  no  neighbour  with  whom  t  can  cooreree, 
and  where,  seven  mdnths  in  the  year,  I  have  been 
imprisoned  by  dirty  and  impassable  vniys, '  till' 
both  mv  health  and  Mrs.  Unwinds  have  suffered 
matertally. 

^Qmer  is  ever  impoftunato,  and  will  not  aofifiv 
me  to  spend  half  the  tune  with  my  distant  friends 
thai  I  would  gladly  give  them.  W.  0. 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UllWIN. 

MT  DEAR  wiLLtA^,'  Ottityi  July  3, 1784. 

After  a  bng  aSlende  I  b^[in  again.  A  daj 
given  to  my  friends,  is  a  day  taken  f^om  Hcmer. 
>ut  to  such  an  interruptum,  now  and  then  ooc  jr- 
ring,  I  have  no  olj^ction.  Lady  Hesketh  is,  aj 
you  observe),  arrived,  and  hM  been  with  us  near  a 
fortnight  She  pleases  every  body,  and  la  pleased 
in  her  turn  with.etery  thing  she  finds  at  OIney;  is 
always  cheerfrd  and  ftweet-temperod,  and  knows  • 
no  pleastire  equal  to  tnat  of  oommunicaling  plea- 
sure to  us  and  to  all  around  her.  TUs  dispoai- 
tbn  in  her. is  the  more  ^omforteUe,  bccausB  it  ||i 
dot  the  humour  of  the  day,  a  sudden  flarii  of  bet. 
^[evoknce  and  good  qpirita,  occasioned  meiely  b?* 
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a  change  of  scene,  W  it  is  her  natural  turn,  and 
has  gDvemed  sH  her  conduct  eyer  since  I  knew 
her  £iBt.  We  are  consequently  happy  in  her  socie- 
ty, and  shall  be  happier  still  to  have  you  to  partake 
with  us  in  our  joy.  I  am  fond  of  the .  sound  of 
^eUs,  hut  w&B  never  more  pleased  with  those  of 
Oli^ey  thai)  when  they  rang  her  jnto  her  neW  har 
bitatian.  It  is  a  compliibent  that  our  performers 
upon  those  instruments  have  nevef  pidH  to^aay 
oUier  pecsonags  (Lord  Dartmouth  excepted)  since 
we  knew  the  town.  ^  brshort,  shti  is,  as  she  eve* 
was,  my  pride  and  my  joy,  and  I  am  delighted 
with  eveiy  thing  that  means  to  dp  her  honour. 
JEler  first  appearance  was*  too  much  for  me ;  my 
spirits,  insteJeDd  of  bfeing  gently  raiae(),*aA  I  had^in- 
adTertentiy  supposed  they  would  be,  broke  dowii 
with  me  under  the  pressure  of  too  much  joy,  and 
left  xne  fiat,  or  raAher  melancholy,  throughout  the. 
day,  to  a  degree  that  was  mortij^ing  to  myself, 
and  alanning  to  her.  6u^  I  have  made  amends 
•for  thb  failure  since,  and  in  pointxif  cheerfulness 
have  far  exceeded  hor  expectations,  for  she  knew 
that  sable  had  been  qsysuit  tor  many  years. 

And  now  I  shaU  communicate  news  that  will 
give  you  pleascire.  When  ypn,  first  contemplkted 
the.firont  of  our  abode,  you  were,  shocked;  In 
your  eyes  it  hlul  the  appearance  of  a  prison,  and 
you  sighed  at  the  thought  that  your  mother  liyed 
in  it  Your  view  of  it  was  not  only  just,  but 
prophetic.  It  had  ,not  only  the. aspect  of  a  pKeibe. 
huilt  for  the  purposes  of  incasDefation,  but  has  ac- 
'  tually  served  that  purpose  through  a  long,  bug 
period,  -and  we  have  been  the  prisonem,  Bjot 
gaol-delive^  is  at  hand.  The  bolts  and  ban  v« 
to  be  loosed,  and  we  shall  escape!  A  vuy  differ- 
ent mansion,  both  in  point  q[  appearance  and  ac- 
.  oommodation,'expectsns,  and  the  expense  of  liv- 
ing in  it  not  greater  than  we  are  subjected  to  in 
this.  It  is  situated  at  Weston,  one  of  the  pz«i- 
tiest  villages,  in  England,  and  belongs  to  Mr. 
ThrockmoHon.  We  all  three  dine  with  him  to- 
-day  by  invitation,  and  shall  survey  it  in  the  after- 
noon, point  but  the  neeessaiy  repairs,  and  finally 
adjust  the  treaty.  I  have  my  cousin's  promise 
tiiat  she  will  never  let  anothet  year  pass  without 
a  visit  to  us ;  and  the  house  is  large  enough  to 
take  OS,  and  her  suite,  and  her  also,  with  as  many 
•bf  hers  aid  she  shall  choose  to  bring.  The  change 
will  I  hope  prove  advantageous  both  to  your  mo- 
ther and  me  in  all  respects.  Here  we  have  no 
ndghbourhobd)  there  we  slifldl  have  most  agreea- 
ble neighboun  in  the  Throckinortons.  ^  Here  we 
have  a  bad  idr  in  winter,  impregnated  with  the 
fishy  smelling  fumes  of  the  manh  miatoia;  there 


most  inipaasable  ditt  to  get  at  them*  Both  ^ 
mother's  eonstitution  and  mine  have  sufifeied  i 
tonally  By  such,  dose  and  kmg  confinement,  cad 
it 'is  high  time,' unless  we  intend  to  retreat  intr 
the  grave,  that  we  shc^ukl  seek  out  a  mere  whde- 
some  residence.  80  far  is  well,  the  rest  is  left  to 
HeaveiL  -;     "  . 

I  have  hardly  left  myself  room  for  an  answer  to 
your  queries  cenceniing  my  iriend  John,,  and  his 
stndief.  I  rii(^uld  recommend  the  civil  war  of 
Cesar,  because  he  wrote  it,'  who  ranks  I  believe 
as  the  best  writer,  as  well  as  soldier,  of  his  day 
Thkn  are  books  (I  know  not  what  they  are,  but 
you  do,  and  can  easily  find  them)  that  will  inform 
him  clearly  of  both  the  dvil  and  militaiy  manage- 
ment of  t$^  Reinaite,  the.  several  officers,  J  meab, 
in  both  departments;  and  what  was  the  peculiar 
province  of  each.  The  study  of  some  such  book 
would  I  should  think  prove  a  good  introduction 
to  that  qf  lAvfj  unless  you  have  a  Livy  with 
notes  to  that  eSoch^  A  want  of  intelligence  in 
those  poiifta  ha2  heretofore  made  the  Roman  his- 
foiy  very  duk  and  ^filcult  to  me;  therefine  1  ^ 
thus  advise.  Yours  ever,  W.  C. 


,T0  THE.REV.  WALTER  BAaOT. 

,     '  Oiney,Ju/y  4,4786. 

I  ftETOiCE,'^  my  dear  friend,  thar  you  have  at 
last  received  my  pri^posals,  and .  most  cordially 
thaidc  you  for  all^our  labpurs,^  in  my  service/  I 
have  friends  in  die  ;worid  who,,  knovring  that  I 
am  apt  tohe  careless  when  left  to  myself,  are  de> 
termined  to  watoh  ovier  ihe  with  a  jealous  eye 
upon  this  occasion.  The  consequence  wdl  be, 
that  the  work  wiU  be  better  executed,  but'  more 
tardy  in  the  jprodhction.  To  them  I'oweH,  that 
m^  translation,  as  &stas  it  proceeds,  pesses  under 
a  revisal  'of  'a  most  aocuratie  discerper  of  all  ble- 
mishes. I  know  not  whether  I  told  you  before,  or 
now  tell  you  ibr  the  first  time,  that  I  am  in  the 
hands  of  a  very  extraordinaiy  person.  He  is  in* 
timate  with  iny  bookseller,  aiid  voluntarily  ofiered 
his  service.  I  was  at  first  doubtful  whether  to 
accept  it  or  not ;  but  finding  that '  my  friends 
abovesaid  were  not  to  be  satisfied  on  any  other- 
terms,  though  myself  a  perfbct  stnbiger  to  the 
man  and  lus  qualifications,  except  as  he  was  re- 
commended by  Johnson,  I  at  length  consented, 
and  since  found  great  reason  to  rejoice  that  I  did. 
I  ealled  him  an  Extraordinary  perion,  and  such  he 
For  he  is'  not  only  versed  in  Homer,  and  accu- 
rate in  hisjcnowledge  of  the  Q^reek  to  a  degree  that 


we  shall  breathe  in,,  an  atmosphere  untainted. ,  Entitles  him  to  th^  appellation,  but,  thoogh  a  fb- 
Here  we  are.  confined  from  September  to  March,  |  reigner,  is  a  perfect  master  of  a^r  language,  and 
and  sometimes  longer;  there  we  shall  be  upon  th&  has  exquisite  taste  in  English  poetry.  -  By  lus 
veiry  ver^  of  pleasuie-grouiids  in  which  we  can-  assistance  I  have  improved  many  passages,  sup- 
alwaya  ramble,  and  shall  not  wade  through  al-  plied  many  oversights,  and  ooaected  many  mis 
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t»keS|  kiKh  as  wUl  of  cmme  enape  ihe  most  ^- 
gent  and  attentivo  kboarar  in  mch  a  ivark.  I 
ooglit  to  add,  because  it  aflordk  the  beet  assa- 
nnoe  ti  his  zeal  and  ftdelby,  that  he  does  not 
toil  fivthife,  nor  will  accept  of  any  prtminm,  but 
has  enteied  on  Ihis'  baoaeei  -metely  for  hia 
amuKinent.  In  die  laat  initenoe  my  aheets'wil] 
paaathioagh  the  hands'of  our  old  echooUellow  Oil- 
man, who,  has  engaged  to  eonect  the  prase)  and 
make  any  Mttle  jdterations  that  he  may  see  expe- 
dient With  all  this  precaution,  tittle  ail  I  in- 
tended it  once,  I  am  ninr  well  a^tisfied.  Ezpe- 
Benoe  has  convinced  me  thAt  other  eye^  than  my 
own  are  neceaaary,  in  order  that  ao  longand  ar- 
doons  a  task  raay^be  finiihM  as  it  ought,  and  may 
nsiUie*  disciedit  me,  nor  mortify  and  disappoint 
my  friends.  Yoo,  who  I  know  inteaest  younelf 
much  and  deeply  in  my  success,  will  |  dare  aay 
besatiified'withittQO.  Pepe  had  many  aikds,  and 
he  whofiiUows  Pope  qiight  not  to  walk  alone. 

Though  I  snnouBce  myselTby  my^veky  under- 
takings to-te^  one  of  Honia's>  most  enraptured  ad- 
nureiP)  I  am  not  a  blind  one;^  Perhaps  the  speech 
of  AcfaiUes  given  in  my  specimen  is,'|ia  yen  hint, 
nther  toomnch  in  themoialiiing'Strain,  tp  suit  So 
ytang  a  man,  and  of  so  much  ftre.  But  whether 
it  be-  or  not,  in  the  oourae  of  the  dose  ap{>l]callon 
that  I  am  fbroed  to  gite  lo  my  author,  1  discover 
inadTertencies  not  a  few;  some  perhaps  thafhave 
escaped  even  the  oommentatom  themselves ;  or  per- 
haps in  the  enthuaiasm  of  thdr  idolatiy,  they.ro- 
sslvedthat  thsyahould  pass  for  beauties.  Homer 
however,  say  what  they  wlU,  Was  nuud,  and  in  aU 
the  works  of  man;  especially  in  a  work  of  such 
length  ipmd  variety,  many  things  wiU  of  necessity 
oocor,  that  might  have>been  better.  Pope  and  Ad- 
diK>n  had  a  Dennis;  and'  Denms,  if  I  mistake  not, 
held  up  as  he- has  been,  to  scorn  and  detestation, 
\nm  a  aenaible  feUow,  and  passed  ^ma  pensiires 
upon  both  thosewriten'that,  had  they  been  lesa 
just,  wotdd  have,  huit  them  less.  Homer  had  hb 
Zmhos;  and  peifaaps  if  we  knew  aU  that  ZoUus 
said,  we  ahould  be  iwoed  tp-  acknowledge  that 
sometimes  at  least  he  bed  reason  on  hb  aide.  Btt 
it  is  dangeiotts  to  iSnd  any  fault  at  all  with  what 
the  world  is  detennined  to  esteem  faultless. 

I  lejeioe,  my  dear  friend,  that  you  enjoy  some 
composure,  and  cheerMness'^of  spirits:  may  God 
pieaerve  andhicfease  toyou  ao  great  a  Ueaaingt 
I  am  afieetkmately  and  truly  yoots,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WtLLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  Diun  PHiBND,  Augutt  34, 1786. 

I  CATCk  a  minute  by  tiie  4ail^and  hold  it  fiurt, 
while  I  write  to  you.  The  moment  it  is  fled  I  must 
gp  to  breakiast.  I  am  atill  pccupied  in  re&iing 
and  poiudbing,  ited  ahall  this  morning  givs  the 


fimshing  head  to  the  seventh  book.  Fuselidoes 
me  the  honour  to  say  tiuft  the  most  difficult,  and 
most  intereatingparta  cif  the  poem,  are  adminibly 
rendered. .  But  beeaiise  he  did  not  express  him* 
aelf  equally  pleased.vrith  the  mow  pede^rian  parts ' 
of  it  J  my  labour  therefore  lias  been  principally  given 
to  the  dignificatbn  of  thein;  not  but  that  J  hare 
retouched  conaderably, 'and  made  better  still  the 
best.  *  In  shoit  I  hope  to  make  it  all  of  a  piece, 
and  ifaall  exert  myself  to  the  utmost  to  secure  tlmt 
desirable  point  A  storyteller,  so  Very  ciicumstalifc- 
tial  as  Homer,  must  of  necessity  preient  us  often 
with  much  matter  ih  itself  capable  of  no  other  em- 
beltishment  than  purity  ef  diction,  and  harmony 
of  vcrBififation,can  give  to  it.  •  JEBelabcTyhoeopfu 
est.  iV>r  our'  language,  unless  -  it  be  very  wewenfy 
chastised,  has-not  the  tenenesk,  nor  our  measure 
the  music  of  the  Greek.  But  I  shall '  not  &il 
through  want  of  industry. 

We-are  likely  to  be  very  happy  ih  our  connexion 
vrith  the  Throckmortons.  His  reserve  and  mine 
wear  off;  an4  he  talks  \rith  great  pletfaure  of  the 
comfort  that  he  proposes  ttf  lumself  from  our  win- 
ter-evening conversations.  His  purpose  seems  to 
be,  that  we  should  spend  them  alteniately  with 
each  other. '  LadyQeakieth  transcribea  for  me  at 
piesent  When  she  is  gone,  Mrs.  Throckmorttm 
takes  up  that  badness,  and  wDl  be  my  lady  of  tho 
ink-bottle  for  th^  rest  of  the  winter.  She  solicited 
hersdf  that  office. 
..  Believe  me^ 

My  desrWllIiam»  truly  youn,  W!  C. 

MrsThrackmort(mwito'(I  doulit  m£)  precuie 
Petre;s  pame,  i£  he  can,  withottt  any  Mnt  from 
me.  He  oould  not  interest  himself  more  in  my 
success,  than  he  seems  to  do.  Could  he  get  the 
pope  to  suhaeribe,  I  ahcnild'havd  him;  and  ahouU 
be  gkjl  of  him  and  the  whole  co«olave. 


TO  THE  REV.  .WILLIAM  tJNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  FBIERD, 

You  are  my  maho^rany  box,  wiA  a  afip  in  the 
Ud  of  it,  to  which  I  commit  my  productions  of  the 
lyric  kiiod,  in  perfect 'oonBdenoe  that  they  are  safe, 
and  vrill  go  no  feither.  yUl  who  are  attadied  to 
the  jingling  art  have  this  peculiarity,  that  th^ 
would  find  no  pleasure  in  the  exeidse,  had  they 
not  one  friend  eJt  least  to  whom  they  might  pub- 
lish what  they  hk^  oemposed.  If  you  approve 
my  Latin,  and  your  wife. and  siller  my  English, 
this,  together  vridi  the  approbation  of  your  mo» 
ther,  ii  iame  eno«)gh  fot  me. 

He  who  can  not  look  forward  with  comfert, 
muA  find  what  eomibrt  he  can  in  looking  back- 


j  ward.    Upon  this  principls,  I  the  ether  day  sent 
-my  imtirr**^**"  upon  a  trip  thirty  yeais  Behind 
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*wiL  aba  wa«¥«vy«Mi«|it,  and  Tfpi7tn4ft(tf  foot, 
pgiBflently  peiibrnied  fa«r  joarDey^  vod  ait  Vui  mi 
.  Bie  dovn  in  tbe  azth  fond  «t  Weitmiiiiterl  I 
iknckd  myself  oaoe  mov^  n  achool-boy,  %  period 
of  lite  in  which,  if  I  hftd  ney^  taii^  tnw  ^npi- 
BMs;  I'wu  «ft4eiuit  equally  nnacquaintod  vitli  its 
oqpitiuy.  No  jnanufac^mer  of  wtJdag  draaaM 
.  ever  aoocoeded  better  in  bis  enaploy^EMBt  than  I 
da  I  can  weaie  Meh  a  piece  of  tapeetiy  in  a  few 
minute^  as  not  only  baa  jJi>tlie  chMBM  i^  leality, 
but  ia  embeUiebed  ako  >mth  ;a  ▼aristy  of  bcjtotiee 
which,  thoi^h  they  never  exjsled^tto  moio  capti- 
vating than  any  that  ever  did— aecoidkig^  I  waa 
t^  ichoolboy.  in  high  iavour  with  ^  nuufter,  i»- 
oeived  a  ailter  gtoat  lor  my  e«Diciae,  and  had  the 
pleatftire  of  eeeing  it  sent  firom  fixm  to  form,  &xt 
the  admiration  of  aU  who  were  aUe  to  undentaikd 
it.  Do  .yon  wish  io  see  this  highly  applauded  per- 
formance 1  It  foUov?B  on  the  other  ode.. . 
(Ufmof.) 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  D£AR  WILLIAM,       .'■''* 

.You  are  somelinies  indebted  to  bad  weather/, 
but  more  frequently  to  a  deject^  stto  of  mind, 
Ibr  my  frtznctnaUty  as  a  cdtiespoodent.  .  T'hie  was 
th6  case^whoi  I  bcnnposed  that  tragi^xmuc  ditty 
for  .which  you  thank  me;  my  spiHts  were,  ezeeed- 
in^  low,  and  having  no  fool  or  jester  at  hiitad,  I  re- 
solved to  be  my  own.  The  end  was  answered;  I 
laughed  myself,  and  I  made  you  laugh.  Some- 
timesi  |>oqr  outmythoii^tsinaniottinihlstrtin, 
but  those  sable  eflbeions  your  mother  will  not  qof-. 


shall  share  with  me.  the  burthen  of  my  melaneholy 
but  ,hen9lf.  In  general  you  ntay  suppose  that  I 
am  remarkaUy  sad  when  I  seem  rematbsbly  meny. 
The  e0brt  we  make  to  get  rid  of  a  load  isusually 
vkd^t  in  proportion  to  the  weight  of  it  I  hare 
seen  at  Sadler's  Wella  a  tight  little  fellow  dancing 
with  a  fat  m|in  upon  his  shoulders;  to  those  who 
looked  at  him,  he  seemed  insensii^of  the^incom- 
bcanoe,  but  if  a  physician  had  felt  his  pulse,  when 
the  feat  was  over,  I  suppose^  he  would  have  found 
the  efiect  of  it  there.  Beihaps  you  veroember  the 
iindeitakerB'  dance  in  the  rehearsal,  which  they 
p^ibfrn  m  crape  hat-bands  and  black  ckiaks,  to 
the  tune  of  "  Hob  or  Nob,"  one  of  tfae.sprigfatlkst 
sais  in  the  world:  Sn^  is  my  jSddllng,  and  such 
ij  my  dancing;  bat  they  serve  a  purpose  which  at 
«tme  ceftain  times  could  not  be  so  efibctually  pro- 
Vioted  by  any  thing  else. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  c<vnply  with  yovir  ro- 
qiiest,  though  I  am  not  good  at  vmtbng  upon  a 
given  subject  Your  mother  however  comforts  ms 
by  her  approbation,  and  1  stefer  myseif  in  all  that 
1  pio^io9  by  her  judgment    If  she  does  not  un- 


dersfeand  me  at  t)kB  tot  reading,  I  aaa.  sans  the 
lines^aie  obsowe^  and  alwsya  aHev  ^hem;  if  sIib 
laughS)  I  know  it  is  not  withev*  reason;  and  if 
she  fsyi,  ''ihafs  well,  it  will  do^"  i  have  n»  far 
lest  any  ttod^elss  should  find  feuhwillit^  Bbb 
is  my  fold  chamberlain  who  fieeoses  all  I  write.* 
If  yoiTlike  it,  vseit;  if  not,  yon  know  the  ve- 
medy.  ^It  is  seriaMM^  yet  epigranmialb— tfke  a 
biihd^aiabalL  W.a 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  IWWlN. 

MT  DBAS  nUND, 

I  AM  sensibly  mottified  at  finding  myself  ob- 
liged to  disappoint  you;  but  though  I  have  had 
many  thoughts  uppn  the  subject  you  propose  to 
my  consideration,  Lhavehnd  noqe  that^mve  been 
fevourable  to  the  nndi^ytAkiiy.  I  applaud  yenr 
purpose,  l^jxrthe  sake  ef  the  principlB  from  which 
it  springs;  but  liook  upon  the .evfl8,yoa  mean  to 
animadveit  Mipan,  as  .too  ohstfaiate  and  Invetentr 
ever  to  be  ezpeUed  by  the  means  yoa.msotioiL 
The  very  persons  to  whom  yon  woeid  addnas 
your  lemcmstranea,  aie 'themselves  euffieiently 
awart  of  their  enormity:  yei(rs  ago,  to  my  know- 
ledp^,  they  vrers  fiequently  the^ topics  of  convcnn- 
tion  at  polite  tables;  they  have  been  fieqnently 
menHoned  in  both  hduses  of  pe^fiament;  and  I 
suppose  there,  is  hardly  a  merabec  of  either^  vrfao 
would 'not  immediately  assent  to  the  necessity  of 
reA>raA&lum,  Were  it  proposed  to  him  m  a  ieieon»- 
Ue  way.  Bnt  them  it  stops;  and  there  it  will  ftr 
ever  stop  till  the  majority  am  animated  vpith  a  esel 
in  vyrhkh  they  are  at  present  deploiaUy  defective. 


fer  me  to  send  you,  being  resol^rad  that  ndbody  A  religious  man  is  nnfeign^diy  shocked,  when  he 


reflects  i^NXi  the  prevalence  of  suidicrifflee;  amp- 
fal  man  must  needs  be  so  in  a  d^gme,  and  will 
hSbei  to  be  much  moie  so  than  he  is.  But  how 
many  do  yon  suppose  there  are  among  our  vree- 
tl^  repieeeotatives»  that  ocme  under  tilber  of  these 
deseripticmsl  If  all  weae  such,  yet  to  new  model 
the  police  of  the  country;  whidi  mnst  be  done  in 
Older  to  make  even  nnavoidaUe-. perjury  leas  fie- 
quent,  were  a  iask  they  would  haoUy  undertake 
on  acooiflit  of  the  great  difllcttlty  that  would  attend 
it'  Qovemmenf  js  too  muc^  interested  in  the 
consumption  of  malt  liqjotor,  to  rednce  the  number 
of  ^vendem.  Such  plausible  pleas  may.  be  o&red 
in  defence^- travdlbig  on  Sund^S)  especially  by 
the  tmding  part  of  the  worid,  as  U^e  whole  bench 
of  bishops  would  find  it  ffiflkmlt  to  overrule.  And 
vrith  reelect  to  the  violation  of  oaths,  till  a  certain 
name  is*  more  generally  respected  than  it  Is  at 
present,  however  such  persons  as  yourself  may  be 
grieved  at  it,  the  legislature  are  never,  likely  to  lay 


r  *  The  renesto Mtai G — ^oivber  blnh-diy,  (ri^^neft 


nigiTizecl  hy 


Google 


t.B'r.00,831,232. 


LfTTTfiRS. 


Ml 


il  to  hMit.  I  do  jiot  ■MMD,  lior  ^Tvmld  by  any 
■le^fl  aHempC  to  .^iaoounge  jom.  in  90  laiidaUe 
an  enterpiue;  but  roch  is  the  lig^bt  in  wbieh  it*. 
mp^AuB.to  voBf  tbajt  I  do  no^  feel  tiie  least  spark  of 
eoQiage  qualifying  6r  pronpting  me  to  embark  in 
it  my«el£  An  exhortation  therefore  written  by 
me^  by  hopeless,  desponding  me,  would  be  flat,  in- 
sipid, and  uninteresting,  and  disgrace  the  cause 
instead  of  serving  it.  If  after  what  I  haye  jMud, 
however  you  still  retain  the  same  sentiments,  MacU 
€9io  viriutfi  tu&f  there  is  nobody  better  qualified 
than  yoturselfy  and  may  youi  soooess  pnivg  tiiat  I 
despwied  of  it  without  a  leaBMi. 

Adieu,  my  dear  fidend,  W-  C  , 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. ; 

MT  DEAR  FRIBKD, 

I  WRitB  under  the  imprespbn  of  a  difficulty  not 
Cftsfly  surmounted,  the  want  of  something  to  say. 
LetAer-flpinning  is  generally  inore  entertaining  io 
the  irrriteir  than  the  reader;  for  your  sake  therefore 
I  would  avoid  it>  but  a  dearth  of  materials  is  very 
apt  to  betray  one  into  a  trifling  strain,  iii  spite  of 
1^  our  endeavoun  to  be  serious. 

I  left  off  OQ  Saturday,  this' present  being  Mon- 
day morning,  and  I  renew  the  attempt,  in  hopes 
that  I  may  possibly  catch  some  subject  by  th^end, 
and  be  mqre  successful. 

80  have  I  seen  tberniaids  hindn 
Tumble  and  teaae  a  tangJedikeln.   j 
Thej  bhe  the  Up,  ihej  acratch  the  head, 
And  cry—'  the  deuce  ta  In  tbe  thviad !' 
They  (onuie  it,  andjerk  it  XDaid, 
nil  (lie  Tight  end  at  iart  li  found, 
llienwindiaiyliwlnd,  and  wind  away,  , 
And  what  was  work  i>  changed  to  plaj. 

When  I  wrote  the  two  first  lines,  I  thought  I 
had^engaged  in  a  halardous  enterprise;  foir,  thought 
I,  should  my  poeticalTein  be  as  dsy  as  my  prosaic, 
I  shall  spoil  the  sheet,  and  send  nothing  at  all; 
fiir  I  could  on  no  account  endure  £he' thought  of 
bqcinning  again.  But  I  thinly  I  have  suceeeded 
to  admiration,  and  am  willing  to  flatter  myself  that 
I  hacn  seen  even  a  worse  impromptu  in  the  nei^ 
papen. 

Though  wo  five  iii  a  nook,  and  the  world  is 
quite  unconscious  that  tliere  are  any  such  beings 
in  it'sa'  ourselves,  yet  we  are  not  unconcerned 
about  what  passes  in  it.  The  presentawful  crids, 
big-  with  the  fate  of  England,  engages  much  of 
our  attention.  The  actioil  is  probably  over  by 
this  time,  and  though  we  know  it  not;'  the  grand 
question  is  dofindod,  whether  the  War  shall-  roar  in 
our  onoe  peaceful  fields,  or  whether  we  ahaiU  still 
only  hear  of  it  at  a  distance.  I  -can  4ompue  the 
nation  to  ho  aimilitude  ipore  apt  than  that  of  an 
ancient  castle  that  Had  been  for  days  assaulted  by 


the  battenng  laqk  It  waa  long  \>eSan.  the  stroke 
of  that  engine  made  any  sensihlie  imprcwson,  but 
the  continual  repetilion  at  length  oontmnnicated  a 
slight  iremor  to  t^  wall,  the  next,  afid  tfaie  next, 
and  the  next  blow  increased  it.  Another  shock 
puts  the  whole  mass  in  motion,  fimn  the  top  to  the 
ibundation:  it  bends  fi>rward,  and  is  ovoiy  moment 
tii^ven  farther  from  the  perpendkuUur,  till  at  last 
the  decisiv^ei  blow  is  giyen,  and  down  it  cdmes. 
Every  million  that  has  been  raised  witbfai  the  last 
century  has  had  an  efiect'upon  thto  eonstituiion 
like  that  of  a  blow  firom  the  aforesaid  nm  upon 
the  afi>resaid  wall.  The  impulse  beeomee  mora 
and  more  important,  and^e  impression  it  makes 
is  contfaiuaUy  augmented;  unlean  therefore  some- 
thing extraordfaiary  intervenes  to  pnevent  it~<^you 
will  find  the  consequence  at  the  end  of  my  simiku 
•    •  Yoais,W.C. 


^TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM^tJNWnSr. 

As  I  promised  you  verse,  if  yon  would  send  me 
a  firank,  I  am  not  willing  to  ^um  the  cover  vrith- 
out  some,  though  I  think  t-  have  already  wearied 
you  by  the  prolixity  of  my  prose.* 

I  Inust  refer  you  to  those  unaeeonntable  gad- 
dings  and  caprices  of  the  human  mind,  for  the 
cause  of.this  productiim;*  lor  in  general  I  l^elieve 
there  is  no  man  who  has  lesato  do  with  the  ladies' 
cheeks  than  I  have.  •  I  suppose  it  vrould  be  best 
to  antedate  it,  and  to  imagine  that  it  was  written 
twenty  years  ago,  for  my  mind  watf  never  more  in 
^  trifling  butterfly  trim  than  when  1  composed  it, 
even -in  thd  eariiest^aits  of  my  Hie.  .  And  what  is 
worse  than  all  this;  I  hAve  translated  it  into  Latin. 
Bbt  that  80m»  other  time.        .    fours,  W.  C. 


i  — ^*^^ 

TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  imwIN. 

MY  DEAR  WtLLIAM, 

How  apt  we  are  tA.deeeiVe  oursdveA  whefie  self 
iam  questkm:  you  say  I  am  in  your  jdebt,  and  I 
accounted  you  in  mine:  a  mistake  to  which  you 
must  attribute  my  arretoi,  if  indeed  I  owe  you  ferny, 
for  I  am  not  backward  to  write  where  the  upper- 
most thought  is  welcome.  . ' 

I  am  obliged  to  you  for  all  the  books  yoa  have 
occasionally  fiinushed  me  vnth:  I  did  not  indeed 
read'  many  of  Johnson's  Classics — thoss  of  esta- 
blished reputation  are  90  frssh  in  my  memory, 
though  many  years  have  intervened  unce  I  mad" 
them  my  companions,  that  it  was  like  reading  what 
1  read  ^restetday  over  again:  and  as  to  the  minor 
Classics,  I  did  not  think  them  worth  reading  at 
all— I  tasted  most  of  them,  and  did  not  fike  them 


Hen  followed  his  poen^  fhe  liljr  and  the  Rem 
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'— ii  is  a  great  thing 4o'be  indeed  a  poet,  and  does 
not  happeaie.more  than  ones  man  in  a  centiny. 
Chuidiiil,  the  great  Churchill,  deserved  the  name 
of  pobt— I  have  read  him  twice,  and  soone  of  his 
pieces  three  times  over,  and  the  last  time  with 

.  more  pleasure  than  the  first:  Xhe.pitifui  scribbter 
of  his  b&  seems  to  have  undertaken  thAt  task,  for 
which  he  was  entirely  unqualified,  merely  because 
itafiforded  him  an  opportunity  to  traduce  Mm.  He 
has  inserted  in  it  but  one  anecdote  of  consequence, 
fbi  which  he  refers  you  to'  a  novel,  and  introduces 
the-  stoiy  with  doubts  about  the  tiuth  of  it  But 
his  barrenness  as  a  biographer  I  could  forgive  if 
the.simpleton  had  not  though^  himself  a  judge  of 
his  wntingss  and,  under  the  erroneous  influence^ 
of  that  thought,  informed  his  reader  that  Gbthi^n, 
Independence,  and  th^nPimes,  were  catch-pennies. 
Gotham,  unless  I  am  a  greater  blockhead  ^an.he, 
wliich  I  am  far  from  believing,  is  a  noble  and 
beautiful^  poem,  and  <  poem- with  which  I  make 
no  doubt  the  author  took  as  much  ^pains  as  vrith 
any  he  ever  wrote  Making  allowance  (and  Dry- 
den'  in  his  Absalom  and  Achitopbel  stands  in 
need  of  the  same  indulgence)  for  an  unwarranta- 
ble uafi  of  Scripture,  it  appears  to  mtt  to  be  a  maa-^ 
terly  performance.  Independence  b  a  moet;ani- 
mated  piece,  full  of  strength  and  spirit,  and  mark; 
od  viith  that  bold  masculine  character  which  I 
think  is  the  great-  pecnUarity  of  this  vmter.  Aqd 
the  Times  (except  tb^t  the  subject  is-disgustingto 
the  last  degree)  stands  equally  high  in  nly  opin- 
ion. He  is  indeed  a  careless  writer  for  the  most 
part;  but  wliere  shall  we  find  in  any  of  thOs^jMi- 
thors  who.  finish  their  works  with  the^ exactness 
of  a  Flemish  pencil,  those  boldand  daring  strokes 
of  fancy,  those ,  numbers  so  liazardpusly  ventured 
ujx>n,^and  so  happily  finished,  the  mai.ter  so  com- 
pressed, and  yet  so  clear,  and  the  colouring  so 
sparingly  laid  on,  and  yet  with  such  a  beautiful 
effect  1  In  shorty  it  is  not  his  least  praisp  that  he 
is  never  guilty  of  those  faults  as  a  writer  which 
he  lays  to  the  charge  of  others.  A  proof  that 'he 
did  not  judge  by  a -borrowed  standard,  or  from 
rules  laid  dovm  by  ciitios,  but  that  he  was  quali- 
fied to  do  it  by  his  own  native  potwers,  and  his 
great  superiority  of  genius.  Fpr  he  that  wrote  so 
much^  and  so  fa^jt,  would  through  madvertenoe  und 
hurry  unavoidably  have  departed  from  rules  which 
he  might  have  found  in. books,  bqt  his  own  truly 
))oetio<tl  talent  was  a  guide  vv^ch  coukl  not  sufier 
liiin  to  eit.  A.race-horse  lagraceful  in  his  swiftest 
pace,  ancf  never  makes  an  awkward  motion,  though 
he  is  pushed  to  his  utmost^ speed.  A  cartrhorse 
mi^ht  perhaps  be  taught  to  play  tricks  in  the  rid- 
ing school,'  and  might  prance  and  curvet  like^-his 
betters,  but  at  some  unlucky  time  would  be  sure 
to  betray  the  baseness  of  hii  original.  It  is  an 
aflfair  of  very  little  consequence  perhaps  to  the 
wc^-beuig  of  mankind,  but  I  can  not  help  regret- 


tmgthathedi^so^Dpn.  .  Those  words  of  ViifA 
upon  the  immatnre  death  of  Maroeitaa,  vtij^ 
serve  fpr  his  epitaph. 

dt  ^hito  tantom  fhta^  neqae  idna 

Yours,  W.a 


TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  UNWIN. 

MT  DEAR  WILLIAM,  ', 

I  FiKD  the Rcigister  in  all  respects anenteitalning 
medley,  but  especially -in  this,  that  it  has  brooght 
to  my  -view  some  lomg  forgotten  pieces  of  my  own 
production.  I  mean  by  the  inj  two  or  thtee. 
Those  I  have  marked  widi  my  own  hutials,  and  you 
may  be  sure  I  foum}  them  peculiariy  agreeable,  «s 
they  had  not  only  the  grace  of  being  mine,  but 
that  of  novelty  likewise  to  recommend  them.  It 
is  at  least  twenty  yeaia  ttnce  I  saw  them.  Yoa  I 
think  was  never  a  dabbler  in  riiyme.  I  have  been 
one  ever  since  1  was  fourteen  years  of  age,  wheal 
began  with  translating  an  el^gy  of  Tibullua.  lha.t« 
no  more  right  to  t^e  name  of  a  poet,  than  a  maker 
of  (nouse-traps  has  to  that  of  an  engii^eer,  but  my 
little  exploits  in  this  way  have  at  times  amused  me 
so  much,  that  I  have  often  wished  myself  a  good 
one.  Such  a  tident  invene  as  mine  is  like  a 
child's  rattle,  -veiy  entertaining  to  the.triflsK  that 
uses  it,  and  very  disagreeable  to  all  bende.  But 
it  has  served  to  rid  me  of  some  melancholy  mo- 
ments, for  I  only  take  it  up  as  a  gentleman  per- 
former does  his  fiddle.  I  have  tl^  peculiajHy  be- 
longing to  me  as  a  rhymist,  that  though  I  am 
charmed  to  a  great  degree  with  my  own  woik, 
while  it  is  on  the  anvil,  I  can-  seldom  bear  to  look 
at  it  when  it  is  once  finished.  The  ifaore  I  con- 
template it,  the  more  it  loses  of  its  value,  till!  am 
at  last  disgusted  with  it.  Ilhen  throw  it  by,  take 
it  up  again  perhaps  ten  years  after,  and  am  as 
much  delighted  with  it  as  at  the  first  ^ 

Few  people  have  th^  ait  of  being  agreeable  when 
they  talk  of  themselves  -,  if  you  are  not  weary  there- 
fore you  pay  me  a  high  compliment  ' 

I  dare  say  Miss  S was  much  diverted 

with  the  conjecture  of  her  friends.  The  true  k^ 
to  the  pleasure  she  found  at  Olney  waa  plun 
enough  to  be  seen,  but  they  chofw  to  ov^rkxik  it 
She  brought  with  her  a  diqnaition  to  be  pleased, 
which  whoever  does  is  sure  Co  find  a  visit  agreea* 
ble,  because  they  xnake  it  so.    , 

YounsW.  €.• 


'  *  tills  dateless  leuer,  which  is  probably  endded  (o  a  soy 
earlj  place  In-thts  ooDectioi^  was  resenred  to  dcss  the  eet- 
rflspomlenoe  with  Mr.  tJawlo,  from  the  bopB,  that  bedbn'tfae 
press  adiraooed  so  far,  the  e^tor  n^ht  raoover  thoae  uuluawiu 
verses  of  Cowper,  (o  which  the  leuei^'alliidsi^  hut  all  r 
fornhis  purpose  have  faUod.    Bajfley, 
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'TO  T&E  JIEV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 

MY  cfKAK  PRiEND,        Olney^  August  Si,  1766. 

I  BEGAN  to  fear  ft>f  7<mr  health,  and  evety  day 
aaid  to  myself-^I  miuC  writa'  \o  Bagot  aoon,  if  U 
be  only  to  askrhim  how  be  doea-ramieaflcaB  that  I 
afaooM  certainly  have  poiviied  long  nnce  had  I 
been  leak  absorbed  in  Homer  thto  I  am.  But  silch 
axe  my  engagements  in  that  quarter,  thtt  they 
make  me,  I  think,  good  for  littfe  elsd. 

Many  thanks,,  my  fWend^  for  the  namea  that 
yoa  have  aent  me.  THe  Bagots  will  make  a  moat 
con8|nciiotts  iSgure  among  my  sobacribeis^  and  1 
ahaU  not  I  hope  sooii  foiget  my  obligations  to 
them. 

The  nnacQuaintednesa  of  modem  oars  With  the 
divine  fiarmony  of  Mifton's  numben,  and  the 
principles  npon  which  he  constructed  th^m,  is  tiie 
caute  of  the  qtiartel  tiiat  they  have  with  elisiona 
in  Mahk  verK.  Bijt  where  is  the  remedy  1'  In 
vain  ahonld  you  or  1,  and'  a  few  iiundreds  more 
perhaps  who  have  studied' his  versification,  tell 
them  of  the  superior  majesty  of  it,  and  that  'for 
that  majesty  it  is  greatly  indebted  to  those  efisiona. 
In  their  eaia,  they  are .  discord  and  dissonance ; 
they  lengthen  the  line  beyond  its  due  limits,  and 
are  therefore  not  to  be  endured.  There  is  a  whim- 
sical inconsistence  in  the  judgment  of  modem 
readers  in  thii  particular.  Ask  them  all  round^ 
whom  do  you  account  the  best  writer  of  blank 
verse  1  and  they  will  repl^  to  a  man,  Hilton,  to 
be  ame;  Milton  against  the  field!  Yet  if  a  writer 
ef  the  present  day  should  construct  his  numbera 
Exactly  upon  Milton's  plan,  not  one  in  flfty*of 
these  proceed  admiren  of  Milton  would  endure- 
him.  The  case  standing  thus,  what  is  to  be  done  1 
An  author  must  either  be  contented'to  give  disgust 
to  th^  generality,  or  he  must  humour  them  by  sin-' 
'ni4|g  against  his  own  judgment  This  latter  course, 
so  fajr  as  elisions  are  oonoemed,  I  hav6  adopted  as 
essential  to  my  success.  In  every  other  respect  1 
give  as  much  variety  in  my  measure  as  I  c&n,  I 
believe  I  niay  say  as  in  ten  syllables  it  is  possible 
to  give,  shifting  perpetually  the  pauap  and  cadence; 
and  'accounting  myself  happy  tiiat  modem  refine- 
ment has  not  y^  enacted  laws  against  this  also. 
If  it  had,  I  protest  to  you  I  would  have  dropped 
my  design  of  tra^islating  Homer  entirely;  _and 
with  what  an  indignant  statelineas  of  reluctance  I 
make  them  the  coneesaion  ^at  I  have  mentioned, 
Mrs.  tJnwin  can 'witness,  Who  hears  all  my  com- 
plaints upon  the  subject. 

After  having  lived  twenty  years  at  Oincy,  we 
are  on  the  point  of  leaving  it,  but  shall  iiot  migrate 
far.  We  have  taken  a  home  in  the  vilhige  of 
Weston.  Lady  Hesketh  is  our  good  angel,  by' 
whose  aid  we  are  enabled  to  pass  into  a  better  air, 
and  a  more  walkable  Qountrjr.    The  imprison* 
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mfint  that  we  have  suffered  hoe  for  so  many  win- 
ters, has.  hurt  Us  both..  That  we  may  woS&x  it  no 
longer,  she  stoops  at  Ohiey,  fafis  us  firom  our 
swamp,  uid  sets  us  down  on  the  elevated  grounds 
of  Westen  Underwood.  There,  my  dear  finend, 
I  'shiBdl  be  happy' to  see  yon,  and  to  CfaMik  yoa  in 
person  for  all  your  kindness. 

I  do  not  wonder  at  the  judgment  that  yOu  fonn 
of  ■  a^  foreigner;  but  yea  may  assure  youj- 

self  that,  foreigner  as  he  is,  he>  has  an  eTquisite 
taflte  in  Elnglish  '^rse.  .The  man  is  |il  fire,  and 
an  enthusiast  in  the  highest  dcigree  on  the  subject 
of  Homer,  >aid  has  given  pie  moie.  than  once  4 
jog,  when  I  hava  been  inclined  ttf  ni^  with  my 
author.  No  cold-water  is  to  be  feared  firam  hira 
that  might  abate  my  own  fire^  ralhnr  perinqps  too 
much  combustible: 

Adieu !  mon  ami,  youre  foithfully,  W.  C.  ■ 


to  JtoSEPH  HIU-,  Esa 

O^sy,  Oe^.  6, 1786. 
■Von  have  not  heard  I  suppose  that  the  ninth 
book  of  my  trazudaition'is  at  tiie  bottom  of  the 
Thames.  But  it  is  even  sd..  A  storm  overtook 
it  in  its  way  to  Kingston,  and  k  sunk,  together 
with -the  whole  cargo  of  the  boat  in  which  it  was 
apatenger.  Not  figuratively  foreshowing,  Lhope, 
by  its  submersion,  the  fote  of  all  the  rest.  My 
Idnd  and  generous  eousin,  who  leaves  nothing  un- 
done that  ahe  thinks  can  osnduoe  to  my  qmaSatL, 
encouragement,  or  convenience,  is  my  traoscriber 
also.  She  wiete  the  co[^,  and  «Ae  will  hvre  to 
Write  it  again  ■  Ben  theqpfore  is  the  damage. 
I  have,  a 'thousand  reasons  to  lament  thai  the  time 
approaches  when- we  inust  h)se  her.  >Sho  has 
inade  a  winterly  summer  a  mqst  delightful  onej 
but  the  winter  itself  we  must  spend  Without  her. 

W.  C.« 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 
Weston  Underwood,  Nov.  1%  1786. 

MY  DBAR  FRIEND, 

There'  are  some  things  that  do  not  aJctually 
shorten  the  life  of  man,  yet  seem  to  do  so,'  and 
firequent  removals  firom  place  to  place  are  of  that 
number.  For  my  own  part  .at  least  I  am  apt  to 
think,  if  I  had  beep  more  stationary,  I  should 
seem  to  myself  to  have  lived  longer.  M>  ^nany 
changes  of  habitation  have  divided  my  time  intr- 
many  short  periods,  and  when  I  k)ok  back  upon 
them  they  appear  only  as  the  atages  in  a  day's 


In  this  interval,  vis.  on  the  iSih  of  the  foIloivirtg-montD, 
Om  day  on  which  he  completed  his  fxhy  nAh  yeor  (O.  i^  *  Mi 
Cowper  removed  to  WeetoQ  Underwood 
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joomey,  4b«fint  t)f  wliich  i«  at  no  ^ny  glMt  di»>.  will  he^iv^xj^j-ipamDg  mondbagieeable,  that 
tanoe  pom  the  Uat  •  -  7<mi  bmj  mgoj  ll»  eonifiirtv  o(  Hie  kidfB.    Yon 

IlivedkNigeratOfaieythlmaqQrwhflm.,  l%en  well  know  that  th0' bert  hooae  has  a  dsMilato  ap- 
indeed  I  Ihed  till  taoMfsmg  waUi  and  a  lattei^  peannra  liniftindahfwl  Thb  hooae  aoooiding^yi 
ing  hotiae  waned  Hie  to  depart.    I  hate  aeeeid-  anee  k  haabeen  oceiqaed  ty  na  and  our  ingiiMe>, 


ingly  taken  the  hr&t,  and  two  days  onoe  ai|h«d, 
or  rather  took  up  n^^  a.bade  at  WcHon.  ¥•« 
perhaps  have  never  made  the  ezpeiitaMDt,  but  I  can 
aaNoe  yqa  tbajt  th0\oanluiion  which  atteoda 
tvanamigTation  of  thia  kind  ia  iofinitff,  and  haa  a 
CBrrifafte  eflect  in  Ikranghig  the  inteileeti.  I  ^hare 
been  obliged  td  nnorinoe  my  Homer  on  the  ooe*- 
aian,  and  though  not  for  many  daya,  I  yet  M  aa 
if  ato^'  «nd  meditation,  ao  long  my  oonfened 
habits,  were  od  a  aodden  become  impracticable, 
and  that  Lahall  certainly  And  thiem  ao  whm  I  at^ 
tempt  them  again.  Butin  a  aoekie  ao  much  qnietr 
er  and  pleAaanter  than  that  which  I  haw  juaC 
escaped  from,  in  a  house  so  much  more  commo- 
dknis,  and  wilh  funutoie  about  me  so  much  more 
to  my^taste,  I  shall  hqie  to  reooveiiny  titeraiy  ten- 
dency again,  when  onCe  the  bustle  of  the  occasion 
shall  have  snbiided. 

^ow  ghMl  I  should  be  to  receive  you  under  a 
f^f,  where  you  woakl  find  mesomudiinore  pom- 
fattMy  aocoBinodated  <than  at  Olney  I  I  know 
vour  warmth-of  heart  towards  me^  and  am  aura 
hat  yon  would  Rjeipe  in  my  joy.  At  preeentln-  . 
deed  I  have  not  had  time  ibr  much  self-gratulatkm, 
but  have  esvtrf  reason  to  hope,  nevertheteas,  that 
in  due  tin»  1  ahall  derive  eoaaderaUe  advantage 
both  inheahh  and  apiiitf,  fiom  thejJterntion  mudw 
in  my  wAansoftotti. 

• '  Ihlive'now  the  the  twelfth  book  o(  ibe  Iliad  m 
hand,liaving  aafttfed  the  deven  fint  booka  fimUly, 
as  I  tUbik,  OP  neaily  so.  The  winter  is  the  time 
when  I  make  the  greateat  liddanc^ 

Adieu  my  dear  Walter.    Let  me  hear  from  you, 
and  Behave  me  ever  yeuia,  W.  C. 


is  aa  oMich  laqwdpr  to  what  it  waa  when  yon  1 
It,  aayte  can  Imagine.  Tht  piritfu  »  fl^r^n  c^ 
ganL  .When  I  say  that  the  paikivia  elegant,! 
do  not  BKan  to  ininuate  tbA  the  atody  ia  not  aa . 
It  ii  iieat,  warm,  and  silent,  and  a  much. better 
study  tluin  I  deserve,  if  Ido  not  produce  iv  it  an 
inosmpaxabletnuulation  of  Homer.  I  think  every 
day  of  those  lines  of .  Miltali,  and  congratulate  my- 
aelf  on  having  obtained  before  I  am  quite  super- 
annuatedy  what  he  aeema  not  to  have  hoped  for 
sooner. 

^        "  And  may  at  length  my  wetrfi^ 
Find  •m  the  pesoelU'hBnnkageP' 

For  if  it  is'not  an  ^xmitage,  at  least.it  is  %  math 
better  thing,  and  yon  nniM  al^vayi  understtfid,  my 
dear,  that  wbepi  poets  talk  of  cottages,  hemdtii{ge^ 
and  such  like  thhigs,  they  mean  a  house  with  six 
sashes  in  iiont,  -two  comfortable  parkuub,  «  smart 
staircase,  and  three  bed  chamben  of  oonvQpiettt 
dimensibna;  in  short,  exacUy  auch  a  hooae  as 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

We9ton  Lodged  Nov.  96, 1786. 
It  is  my  birthday,  my  beloved  cousin,  and  I  de^ 


The  TbrockmorUms  continue  the  most  obliging 
neighbours  in  the  world.    Qne'moming  last  week, 
they  both  went  with  me  ^  the  cliffs— fi  scene,  my 
demr,  in  which  you  wao&d  delight  beyond  measure, 
but  which  you  can,  not  virit-ezeept  in  the  spring 
nr  autumn.    The  heat  of  summer  and' the  ding- 
dirt  of  winter  would  destroy  you.  .  What  is 
the  diflj  is  no  chff,  nor  at  all  l&e  one,  but  a 
lUtifiil  terrace,  sloping  .gently  dovm  to  the  Ouse^ 
from  the  brow  of  which,-  tiiough  not  k>fty« 
[On  have  a  fiew  of  such  a  valley  as  makes  that 
hich  you  see  frtim  the  hills  near  Olney,  and 
[hich  I  have  had  the  honoiir  to  celebrate,  an  afiaix 
no  conffidfftiitlon. 
i'  Wintry  as  the  weather  is,  do  not  suspect  that  il 
fonfines  me.  I'  ramble  daily,  and  eveiy  day  change 
|ny  ranlble.    Vrheiever  I  go,  I  find  short  grass 
lender  my  feet,  an^  when  I  have  trat elled  perhapi 


Umnine  to  employ  a  part  of  it,  that  it  may  not  bej  |Qve  miiss,  come  Jiome  with  ahoea  not  at  all  toa 
destitute  of  festivity,  in  writing.to  you.  The  darM  dirty  for  a  drawing  room.  I  was  .pacing  yeste^ 
thick  fog,  that  has  obscure^  it,  w6uld  have  been  J\  ^y  ulider  the  elms,  that  surrounds  the  field  ii 
bunheh  to  me  at  Olney,  bjat  here  I  have  hardlj|iwhich  stands  the  great  ^ve,  when  Ufting  my 
attended  to  it,  the  neatness  and'  snugness  of  oui  eyes  I  saw  two  Uefik.  genteel  figures  bolt  through 
al)ode  compensate  all  the  drearincbs  of  the  season, '  a  hedge  Into  the  path  where  I  was  walking.  You 
and  whether  the  ways  are  wet  or  dxy ,  pur  house '  guess  already  who  they  were,  and  that  they  could 
at  least  is  always  warm  and  commodious.  O !  for  be  nobody  but  our  neighbours.  They,  had  seeiy 
you,  my  cousin,  to  partake  these  comforts  with 'me  from  a  hill  at  a  distance,  and  had  traviereed  a 
na !  I  will  not  begin  already  to  tease  you  upon  large  turnip-field  to  get  at  nie.  You  see  therefore 
that  subject,  but'MT^.  Unwin  remembers  to  have  my  dear,  that  X  am  in  some  re<)ue8t.  Alasl  in 
heard  from  your  own  Ifps,  that  'you  hate  London  too  much  request  with  some  people.  The  verses 
in  the  springs  Perhaps  tberefore  by  that  'tune, '  of  Cadwallader  have  found  me  at  Ia4- 
Tou  may  lie  glad  to  escape  from  a  scene  which  I     I  am  charmed  with  y6ur  account  of  our  Ii(t|s 
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coufliiK*  aft  S^iMUigtoii.    If  the  worVl  4pm  not 
'•jfoU  himher^i^)  h^  will  be  a  valuable  man. 
Good  ni^ht,  and  fioay  God  blew  thee,  W.  C. 


. .  TO  VAJDY  HESfifiTH. 

Th9  Lodge,  Dee,  i,  ITOi 
I  8JBNT  yoiv  vy  deal,  a  melascholy  lettj^r,  and 
I  doootknow  t)uii  I  shall  now  Mud,  y^  one  veiy 
unlike  it.-  Not  that,  ^y  thins  oocuii  m  cone^ 
^uence  of  our  late  loea  moze  a^ctive.than  wte  to 
be  expected^  but  the  mind  dpei  not  peiiectly  le- 
cover  its  tone  after  a  shock  like  that  whkh  hai  been 
felt  BO  lately.  This  I  observe,  that  though  my  ez- 
pe^ence  has  lolig  since  tapght  me,  that  this  world 
is  a  wodd  of  shadows,  uid  that  it  is  the  more 
prudent,  as  well  as  the  raore^  Christian  course 
topossees  the  oomfortB  that  we  find  in  it,  as  if  We 
possessed  th^m  not,  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  reduce^ 
thb  doctrine. into  practice.  We  fiyrj^  that  that 
God  who' gave  them,  may,  when  he  pleases,  take 
them  away ;  and  that  perhaps  it  may  please  him 
to  take  them  at  a  time  when  we  least  expect,  or 
are  least  disposed  to  part  fioibthem.  Thus  it  has 
happened  in  the  present  case.  There  never  was 
a momentm  Unwinds  lif^,  when  tiiere seemed  to 
be  more  urgent  vfant  of  him  than  the  moment  in 
which  he  died.  He  had  attained  to  aa'age  when,  if 
they  are.  at  any  time,  useful,  men  become  uaeAil  to 
their  families,  their  iriends,  and  the  woild.  His  par- 
ish began  to  feeP,  and  to  be  sensible  of  the  advantages, 
of  hb  minisby.  The  ^cteigy  around  him  were 
many  of  them  awed  by  his  exaniple.  His  chil- 
dren were'  thriving  nndier  his  own  tuition  and  man- 
agement, and  his  eldest  boy  is  likely  to  feelliis  loss 
severely,  being  by  his  years  in  some  respeet  quiali- 
^ed  to  miiderstand  the  value  of  such  a  parent;  by 
his  UteTary*  proficiency  too  clever  for  a  schoolboy, 
and  tbo  young  at  the  same  time  for  the  university. 
ipie  removal  of  a  man  in  the  prime  ef  life  of  such 
a  character,  and  with  snch  connexions,  seems  to 
make  a  ydUd  in  society  that  can  never  be  filled. 
God  seemed  to  have  made  him  just  what  he  was, 
that  he  might  be  a  .bleesing  to  o^rs,  and  when 
the  influence  of  (us  character  an^  abilities  began 
to  be  felt,  removed  him.  These  are  mysteries,  my 
dear,  that  we  can  not  contemplate  without  aston- 
bhment,  but  which  will  nevertheless  be  explained 
hereafter,  and  must  in  fl^e  mean  time  be  revered 
in  nlence.  It  is  welh^for  his  mother,  that  she  has 
•pent  her  life  in  the  practice  of  an  habitual  ac- 
quicteence  in  the  dispensations  of  Providence,  else 
I  know  that  this  stroke  would  have  been  heavie^, 
after  all  that  shd  has  suffered  upon  another  ac- 
count, than  she  could  have  borne..  She  derives, 
as  she' well  niay,  great  consolation  from  the  thought 
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that  he  Uved  the  lile,  and  died  the  death  of  a  Christ 
Uan,  The  consequenoe  is,  if  possible,  more  una- 
voidable thaii  the  most  mathftinatiral  oonclusioi^, 
that  therefore  he  b  happy.  3o  fiunewell  my  fiaend 
Unwinl  The  first  mati  for  whom  I  conceiYed  a 
fiiendship  ^fter  my  removal  from  St.  Alban's,  and 
forwhomlcannotbut  still  continue  to  feel  a  fi[iend- 
ship,  though  I  diall  see  thed  mth  these  eyps  no 
more,     .  .      W.C. 


.TO  ROBERT  SMITH,  ESCL 

WhaiiM  Underuifo^  near  Otney, 
MTDKAB  But,  .     -.  Dee.  9, 1786. 

We  have  indeed  sufifeied  a  greU  kn'  by  ll» 
death  ctf  put  firisnd  Unwin  ,*  aidr'the;slkBck  that 
attended  ift  was  the  man-  wvaie,  as  titt'  within  a 
few  Wwra  of  ifm  ileoeate  there,  eiyimnd  to  be  no 
veiy  ahffniing  symptom^  All  the  aocovot  that 
we'reoeiyed^wn  Mt.  HeUiy  ThenlpB,  who  act- 
ed like  a  (rue  friend  oor  the  occafliim,-aiid  with,  a 
tendernese  toward  ail  eonoers^  that  doen  ^liift 
great  honour^  eaoonraged  our  herpes  <lf  hb  veeove- 
ry ;  and  Mra  Unwin  herself  found  him  on  her  ai- 
zival  at  Winohesker  so  cheetful,  and  in  appearance 
80  likely  to  Uve^  that  her  letter  also  seemed  to  pro- 
mise us  all  that  we  oeold  Wish  on  the  subject  But 
an  unexpected  turn  in  his  dbtemper,  whicb  sud- 
denly seised  hb  boweb,  dashed  all  our  hopes,  an4 
depiived  ue  almo4  immediately  of.  a  man  whom  we 
must  ever  /egret.  Hb  mind  having  been  fiNMn.hb 
in&npy  deeply^tinctared  with  religioas  sentiaaents, 
he' was  always  ii^pressed  with  a  sensi  of  the*iiii- 
portaAce  of  the  great  change  ^f  all;  and  on  ^ 
mer  occasions,  when  at  ahy  time  he  found  himself 
indisposed,  was  consequently  subject  to  distressing 
alarms  and  apprehendons.  But  in  thb  last  in- 
stance,- hb  mind  waa-firom  the  fint  composed  and 
easy;  hb  fears  were  taken  away,  aiid  succeeded 
by  such  a  resignation  as  warrants  ur  in  saying, 
"that  God madeall  hb  bed  in  hb  taicknesto,"  1 
beliiBVf}  It  b  always  thus^  wherd  tlie  heart,  though 
upxight  toward  God,  as  Unwin's  assuredly  was,  b 
yet  troubled  with  the  feaf  of  death.  When  death 
indeed  cOnaes,  he  b  either. webtfme,  or  at  least  has 
leethb  sting.     . 

I  have  knownmany  such  instances,  andhb  mo* 
ther,  fioom  .the  moment  that  die  learned  w^h  what 
tranquillity^  was  favoured  in  hb  illness,  for  that 
ve]Cy  reason  expected  that  it  would  be  hb  last,  ^ei 
not  with  so  much  certainty,  but  that  the  favoura- 
ble aqcounts  of  him  at  length,  in  a  great  measure 
superseded  that  persuasion. 
^  She  begs  me  to'  assure  Jrou,  my  dear  sir,  How 
sensible  she  b,  as  well  as  myself,  of  the  kindoess ' 
nt  your  inquiries. .  She  suffers  thb  stroke,  not  w!th' 
moro  patience  than  submission  than  J  expected,  for 
i  never  knew  her  hurried  by  any  affliction  into  thV 
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loM/of  either,  but  in  appeannoe,  at  leaat^.and  Kt 
preaent,  with  le«  injury  to  her  health  than  I  ap- 
porebended.  She  dbaeryed'to  ae,  after  reading 
yonr  kind-  tetter,  that  though  it  waa  a  proof  of  the 
greatnem  of  her  Umb,  it  yet  afibrded  her  pleasure, 
though  a  melancholy^  one,  to  ieb  how  much  her 
son  had  been  loVed  and  valued  by  such  a  penon 

.as  yourself. 

Mn.  Unwin  wrote  to  her  dflMghter-m-law,.to 
innte  her  and  the  fiunily  liither,  hoping  that  a 
change  of  scene,  and  a  otuation  so  pleasant  as 

-  this,  may  be  of  serriee^to  htt,  but  t^  have  not  yet 
reodved  her  answer.  I  have  good  hope  however 
that^  gfeat  as4ier  alHiction  most  be,  she  will  yet 
be  able  tor  support  it,  for  ahe  well  knows  whithor 
to  tbsort  ibr  oonjMiation.   \ 

.The  virtues  and  amiable  qualities  of  oos  Mends 
are  thethings'ibrwliich  we  most  wish  to  keep  them, 
bat  they  aj^.on  the  other  hand  the  vety  things, 
that  in.pdLrtieular  otight  to  recopcile  us  to  their  de- 
parture. We  find  ourselves  sometimes  connected 
with,  and  engaged  in  aflection  too,  to  a  person  of 
whose  readiness  and  fitness  for  anothcgrfifewecan 
not  have  the  liigkest  opinion.  The  death  of  stu^ 
men  has  a  bittehieas  in  it,  both  to  themselves  and 
sutvivoni,  which,  thank  God !  is  not  to  be  found  in 
the  death  6f  Unwin. 

,  I  know,  my  ilear  sir,  how  much  yon  valtied  him, 
and  I  know  also  how  much  He  Valued  you.  With 
respect  to  bibi,  all  is  well ;  •and  of  youj'  if  I  should 
survive  you,  ^hleh  perhajps  is  not  ve^prdbable,  I 
shall  say  the  same. 

'  In  the  mean  time,  believe  me  with  the  warmest 
wishes  Tor  your  health  and  hi^ipiiiesB,  ahd  with 
Mrs.  Unwin's  afifectiqnateTespects, ' 
•     Yoiirs,  my  dear  sir, 

.      Mostfidthftilly,  W.  C. 


:     TO  J^AdV  HEfiKETH. 

Weeton,  Dee.  9,  1786. 
I  AM  perfectly  sure  that  yoii  are  mistaken,  though 
I  do  not  wonder  at  it,  considering  the  singular  na- 
ture of  the  event,  in  the  judgment  that  yoil  form 
of  pool  Unwin's  death,  as  it  affects  the  interest  of 
his  intended  pupil.  When  a  tutor  was  wanted  for 
'  him,  you  sought  out  the  wisest  and  best  man  foi^ 
tne  office  within  the  circle  of  your  connexions.  It 
pleabed  God  to  take  him  home  to  himself.  Men 
eminently  wise  and  good  are  very  apt  to  die,  be- 
cause they  are  fit  to  do  so.  Yoik  found  in  Unwin 
a,  nuui  worthyio  Succeed  him ;  and  He,  in  ^hose 
hands  are -the  issuies  of  life  and  death,  seeing'  no 
ilotibt  that  Unwin  was  ripe  for  a  removal  into  a 
oettef  state,  removed  him  also.  The  matter  view- 
ed in  this  light  eeffns  not  so  wonderful  as  to  refuse 
all  explanation,  except  such  as  in  a  melancholy 
/noment  you  hirve  given  to  it.    And  I  am  so  con- 


vinced thai  the  fiCtk  boy's  destiny  had  noinflneDoe 
at  all  in  bastming  the  death  of  his  tuttns  elect, 
that  wero  it  not  impofldUo  oh  more  aooounts  than 
one  that  I  should  "be  al^e  to  serve  him  in  that  ca- 
pacity, I  WGuUT  witbout  the  least  fear  of  dying  a. 
moment  the  sooner,  dSSdt  myself  to  that  office ;  I 
would  even  do  it,  were  I  cdnacious  of  the  same  fit- 
ness for  another  and  abetter  state,  ^bgt  I  believe 
themtohav^  been  both  endowed  with.  In  thai 
case,  I  perhaps  might  die  too,  but  if  I  should,  it 
would  not  be  on  account  of  that  connexion.  Nei- 
ther, my  dear,  had  your  interference  in  the  business 
any  thing  to  do  witk  the  catastrophe.  Your  whole 
conduct  in  it  muA  have  been  acceptable  inthe  sight 
of  God,  as  It  was  directed  by  principles  of  the  pur- 
est benevolence. 

I  have  not  -touched  Homer  to-day.  Yesterday 
was  one'  of  my  tefrible-seaaohs,  and  when  I  arose 
thn  morning  I  found  that  I  had  not  sufficiently  re- 
covered myself  to  eneafe  in  such  an  occupation. 
Having  letters  to  write,  I  the  more  willingly  gave 
myself  a  dispensation. — Gpod  night 

>■  Youw  OTCf,  W.  C. 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESGU 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  Wsston,  Dk.  9,  1796. 

We  had  just  begun  to  employ  the  pleasantness 
of  our  new  situation,  to  find  at  least  as  much  ccnn- 
fort  in  it  as  the  season  oi  the  year  would  permit, 
when  al&ctbn  found  us  out  in  our  retreat,  and 
the  news  reached  iis  of  the  death  of  Mr.  Unwin. 
He  had  taken  a  western  tour  with  Mr.  Henry 
Thomtdh,  and  hi  his  return,  at  Winchester,  was 
smed  with  a  pntrid  fever,  which  sent^him  to  his 
grave.  He  Is  gone  to  it,  however,  though  young, 
as  fit  for  it  as  age  itself  could  have  made  him.  Re> 
gretted  indeed,  and  always  to  be  regretted  by  those 
^ho  knew  him,  for  he  had  eve^  thing'that  makes 
a  man  valuable  both  in  his  principles  and  in  his 
manner^,  but  leaving  stiU  this  consolation  to  his 
surviving  friends,  that  he  was  desirable  in  this 
i^orld  chiefly  because  ho  was  so  well  prepared  for 
abe^r. 

I  find  myself  here  situated  exactly  to  my.  Jmnd. 
Weston  Is  one  of  the  prettiest  villages  in  England^ 
and  the  walks  about  it  at  aU  seasons  of  the  year 
deligfatful. .  X  know  that  you  will  rejoice  with  me 
in  the  change  that  we'have  made,  and  for  which  1 
am  altogether  indebted  to  Lady  Hesketh.  It  is  a 
change  as  greal  as  (to  compare  metro]v>litan  things 
with  rural)  from  St.  Giles's  to  Grosvenor-equare. 
Our  house  is'iil  all  respects  commodious,  and  in 
some  degrpfr  degant;  and  I  can  not  give  you  a 
better  idea  of  that  which  we  have  left,  than  by  til- 
ing you  the  p^peaent  candidates  for  it  are  a  publi- 
can and  a  shoemaker. 

W.C 
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TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

'    '  '    *  WeMtim^  Dtfi,  31,  II86. 

TouB  wdoome  letter,  my  bebved  ooujrin,  which 
ODffht  by  the. date. to  hay«  axtived  on  .Sunday^ 
bemg  by  eome  untbward  accddent  delayed,  came 
not  tin  yesterday.  It  camej  howev^,  and  haa  re- 
ttered  me  from,  a  thousand  disdesieig  appieheiir 
dons  on  yoor  aooQunt 

The  dew  of  your  inteiligenoe  has  refreshed  <ny 
poetical  laurels.  A.  little  praise  now  and  then  is 
▼ery  good  |br  your  hard-working  poet,  who  is  apt 
to  grow  languid,  and^  perhaps  careless  without  iU 
Praiab  I  find  affects  qa  afl  money  does,^  The 
BSDro  a  man  gets  of  it,  with  the  more  vigilance  he 
watches  over,  and  presenres  it  .  Such  at  least  is 
its  eflfect  on  me,  and  you  may  ^ss^  yourself  that 
I  win  never  lose  a  mite  of  it  for  want  of  caoe. 

I  have^already  invited  the  good  Padre  in  gene- 
nl  termsi  and  he  shall  positively  dine  here  next 
week,  whether  he  will  or- not  h  dp  not  at  all 
suspect  that  his  kindness  to  Protestants  has  hjfj 
thing  insidious  in  it,  any  mere  than  I  suspect  that 
he  transcribes  Homer  fiur  ipe  widi  a  view  for  riiy 
ooRvendon.  He  woqld  find  me  a  tough  piece  t>f 
busiiyss  I  can  tell  himj  for  when  I  had  no  reli- 
gion at  all,  I  had  yet  a  terrible  diead  of  thp  Pope. 
How  much- more  now! 

I  should  have  sent  you.a  longer  letter,  but  iwi 
obliged  to  devote  my  last  fvemng  to  the  melan- 
choly employment  of  ccMnposjint^  a  Latin  inscrip- 
tion fiv  th^  tomb-stone  of  poor  William,  two  (xk 
pies  of  which  I  wrote  out  and  epck)8ed,  one  to 
Henry  Thornton,  aqd  one  to  Mr.  Newton.  Ho- 
noier  stands  by  me  biting  his  thumbs,  and  sweais 
that  if  1  do  not  leaye  off  $ieptly,  he  will  choak 
me  with  bristly  Greek,  that  shiJl  stick  in  my 
throat  forever.  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 

MT  DBAR  FRWND,  Weatoti,  Jan.  3, 1787. 

You  wish  to  hear  fimm  me  at  any  calm  inter- 
val of  epic  frenzy.  An  interval  presents  itself, 
bat  whether  calm  or  not,  ia  perhaps  doubtful  Is 
it  possible  for  a  man  to  be  calm,  who  for  three 
weeks  past  has  bee]\  perpetually  occupied  in 
slan^ter;  letting  ptit  one  man*s  bowels,  smiting 
another  tlirough  the  gullet,  transfixing  the  liver 
of  another,  and  lodging  an  arrow  in  the  buttock 
of  a  fourtib'?  Read  the  thirteenth  book  of  the  Iliad, 
and  you  will  find  such  amusing  incidents  as  these 
the  subject  of  it,  the  sole  subject.  In  order  to  in- 
terest myself  in  it,  and  to  catch  the  spirit  of  it, 
I  had-  need  discard  all  humanity.  It  is  woful 
woric ;  and  were  the  best  ppet  in  the  world  to  give 
OS  at  this  day  such  a  list  of  killed  and  wounded, 


h^*  troiild  net  escape  «nxr«nal  censnre,  to  the 
ipraise  of  a  nviM  enlightened  age  be  k  spokeq.  I 
hav«  wad^  thfqiigh  much  Uood,  and  fltrongh 
much  mofe  I  must  wade  befor^  I  shall  have  fixush-^ 
ed.-.  1 4eteimine.in  the.  mean  time  to  aooouiit  it 
aH  vfiy  sublime,  and  far  two  reasons.— First,  be- 
cause, aH-the  leaned  think  so,  and  seeondly,  be- 
cause I  am  to  translate  it  But  were  I  an  indif- 
ferent by-stander,  perhaps^  I  should  ventnret  ta 
wish,  thai  Hoper  ha^  applied  his  wonderful 
powers  to  a  less  diiytsting  subject  He  has  ia 
the  Odyssey,.aiid  I  long  to^^  at  it 

I  have  not  the  good  fortune,  to.  meet  with  iJi^ 
of  these  fine  thhigs,  thai  yen  say  sirs  priiited  in 
my  praise.  .  But  I  lei^m  from,  certain  advertise-, 
ments  in  the  Morning  Herald,  thailmake  a  con- 
spicuous figure  in  the  entertainments  of  Free- 
Mason's  HaU.    I  learn  also  th|it  my  volumes  axe 
out  of  print,  and.that.  a  third  editiop  is  soon  to  be 
published.    But  if  I,'atn<not  gratified  with  the 
sight  of  odes  composed  to  n^  honour,  and  gloiy^I 
have  at  least  been  tickledwith  BQcaetUmeeurf  uf  a  ,' 
very  flattering  nature  by  the  post .  A  lady  un-  { 
knovm  addresses  the  bert  'oi  naen— an  unknown  I 
gentleman  has  read  my  inimitable  poems,  and  in-  \ 
vites  me  to  his  seat  in  Hampshire— another  inoeg*   \ 
nito  gives  me  hopes  of  a  memorial  in  his  garden-,    \ 
and  a  Welsh  attorney  sends  me  his  verses  to  re-    1 
viae,  and  obligingly  aski^  | 

*f  flay,  aball  my  IMde  baric  attenaant  «iQ, 
.    ■     *Faiiiie  the  triii]aph,a])dpsiiakBth0  gale  r 

If  you  find  me  a  little  vain  hereafter,  myfriend, 
you  mubt  excuse  itj  in  consideration  of  these  pow- 
erful insentives,  especially  the  latter;  for  surdy 
the  poet  who  can  chazm  ah  attorney,  especially  a 
Welsh  one,  must  be  at  least  an  Oipheus,  if  i^ 
something  greater.    . 

Mrs.  Unwin  is  ^  much  'ddighted  as  myself 
v^ith  our  present  situation.    But  it  is  a  sort  of  . 
ApriT  weather  hfethat.we  lead  in  this  worid.    A  , 
little  sunshine  is  generally  the  prelude  to  astorml 
Hardly  had  vr»  begun  to  enjoy  the  change,  when 
the  d^h  oi  her  son  cast  »  gkxMn  upon  every  ^ 
thing.    He  was  a  mosC  exemplary  man;  of  your 
order;  learned,  polite,  and  amiable.^  The  fiither 
-of  lovely  children,  and  the  husband  of  a  wife  (veiy 
much  like  dear  Mrs.  Bagot)  who^adored  him. 

Adieu,  my  firiend!   Your  affectionate  W.  C. . 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

7%s  Xisc^,  Jon.  8, 1787. 
I  BATE  had  a  little  neruius  fever  lately,  niy 
dear,  that  had  somewhat  abridged  myaleep;  and 
jthough  I  find  myseir  better  t^^y  than  I  have 
been  since  it  seised  liie,  yet  I  feel  my  head  lightish, 
and  npt  in  the  best  order  for  writing.    Yaa  wiU 
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find  me  ihtMtbvt  pefliaps  liot  only  Im»  derC  in  -efeBepleia.    The  ooDaequeiice  hu  lieen,  thtt  ex- 
9/ky  manner  than  I  utoally  am  when  my  ajpiiits  petit. the  traadadon  of  ibrat  thirty  lines  at  the 


aite  good,  but  rather  ehofter.  I  ivill  btmerer  pro- 
ceed 40  aeribbie  tiO  I  find  tha&  it  iatSguea  m«;  anfi 
then  win  do  as  I  Itno^  ytni  Woold  bfd  me  do  trere 
yoa  here,  shut  np  my  desk,  and  take  a  walk. 

The  good  Gkneral  tellr  me  that  in  the  e%ht 
first  books  which  I  have  sent  hfan,  he  still  finds 
alberatiGfns  and  amendmepts  neoeisafy,  of  wluch 
I  myself  hm  equally  persuaded;  and  he  aiAs  my 
leave  to  lay  them  before  an  Intimate  fiiftnd  of  h|i, 


highly  deserving  sodr  a  trust.  *  To  tius'l  haf«  no 
otjectk>n;  deriring  <taly  to  make  the  tzahatotipn  as 
perfect  as'  I  can  make  it  If  God  grant  m?  life 
and  hefJth,  I  would  spare  nb  labour  to  secure  that 
point;  The' general^  letter  is  extremely  kbd, 
fmrd  both  for  manner  and  matter  like  all  the  rest 
of  his  dealings  with  hiscousin  the  poet 

*I  had  a  letter  alao  yesterday  from  Mr.  Sdlih^ 
member  for  Npttinghani.  Though  we  never  saw 
each  oth^,  he  writes  to  mb  in  the  teost  friDndly 
terms,  and  interests  himself  much  in  my.  Homer, 
and  in  the  success  of  my  subacriptipn.  Speaking 
on  thin  latter  subjeetj  he 'says  that  my  pofems  are 
read  by  hundreds,  who  kn6w  nothing  of 'my  pro- 
posals, and  makes  410  doubt  that  they  would  sub- 
scribe^ if  they  did.  I  have  hiyielf  always  th6ught 
them  imperfectly,  or  rtithet  inefliciently  an- 
noimc^.  ,  . 

I  6onld  pity  the  poor  woman,  who  has'been 


Jbotfclusion  of  the  thirteenth  book,  I  iiave  been 
foioed  to  abandon  Homer  entirely.  This  was  a 
sendble  moitificatibn  to  me,  as  yon  may  suppose, 
and  felt  'the  more  because,  my  spirits  of  course 
failing  with  my  strength,  I  stemed  to  h^ve  peco- 
liar  need  oi  my  old  amusement  It  seemed  hard 
therefore  to  he  fofoed  to  renga  it  just  when  I 
wanted  it  most  ButHoimer^s  battles  can  not  be 
fought  by  a  man  who  does  noi  sleep'  well,  and 


of  whom  he  ghriris  a  charaicter  that  bespeaks  him  who  has  not  some  little  degree  of  animation  m  the 


weak  enough  to  daim  my  song.    Such  pillferinga^  my  dear,  (and  to  you  I  will  ventnte  to  bobst  of  it] 


are  sure  to  be  detected.  I  wrote  it,  I  know  not 
how  long,  but  I  suppose  four  years  ago.  The 
rose  in  question  was  a  rose  given  to  Lady'  Atisten 
by  Mrs.  Unwln,  and  the  incident  that  suggested 

'  the  subject  occurred  in  die  room  in  which  y<m 
slept  at  the  vicarage,  which  Lady  AuMen  mkde 
her  dining  room.    Some  time  sipoej  Mr.  Bull 

.  going  to  London,  I  gave  him  a  copy  of  it,  wluch 
he  undertook  to  conv^^  to  Nichols,  the  printer  of 
the  G^nflemanis  Magazine.  He  showed  it  to 
Mni.  C — — ^  who  ^gged  to  copy  it,  and  pro- 
mised to  send  it  to  the  printer's  by  her  servant 
Three  or  four  months  afterwards,  and  when  I 
had  concluded  it  was  lost,  \  saw  it  in  the  Gentlo- 

.  man's  Magazine^  with  my  signature,  W.  C. 
Poor  snnpleton!  She  will  Bnd  notr  perhaps  that 
the  rose  had  a  thorn,  and  that  she  has  pricked  her 
fillers  with  it    Adieal  my  beA>ved  couan. 

W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

The  Vodge^  Jan:  Vi,  \19t.    ' 

1-HAvfe.been  io  much  indisposed  with  the  fever 

that  I  told  you  had  seized  me,  my' nights  during 

he  whole  Week  may  be  said  to  have  been  ahnost 


day  time.  Last  hight,  howler,  quite  contrary  to 
my  expectatbns,  the  fever  left  me  entirely,  and  I 
slept  quieMy,  soundly,  and  Ibi^.  If  it  please  God 
that  it  return  not,l  shall  soon  find  myself  in  a 
condition  to  proceed.  I  walk -constancy,  that  is 
to  say,  Mrs.  Unwin  and  I  tcigether;  for  at  these 
times  I  keep  her  continually  employed,  and  never 
suffer  her  to  be  Absent  fiitom  me  many  minutes. 
She  gives  me  all  her  thne,  and  all  her  attention, 
and  forgeta  that  thefe*  is  another  object  in  the 
world.  *    ■     ■ 

Mrs.  Carter  thii^  on  the  subject  of  dreams  as 
every  body  else  does,  that  is  to  say,  aecordii^  t« 
h^  own  exjperience.  She  has  had  no  extraordina- 
ry ones,  and  therefore  accounts  them  only  the  or- 
dixuiry*  operations  of  the  fency.  Mine  are  of  a 
texture  that  will  not  sufo  me  to  ascribe  them  to 
sp  inadequate  a  cause,  or  to  any  cause,  but  the 
opferatlon  of  an  exterior  agency.    I  have  a  mind, 


as  free  firom.superstition  as  any  man  living,  neither 
do  I  give  heed  to  dreams  in  genend  as  predictive, 
though  particukr  dreams  I  brieve  to  be  so.  Some 
very  sensible  persons,  and  I  suppose  .Mis.  Carter 
among  thenr,  will'acknqwladge  that  in  old  times 
God  spoke  by  dreams;  but  aflSrm  with  much  bdd* 
ness  tnat  he  has.sinde  ceased  todoso.  if  you  ask 
them  Whyl  They  answer,  because  lie  has  now 
revealed  his  wifl  in'the  Scripture,  and  there  is  no 
longer  any  need  that  he  should  instruct  or  admonish 
us  by  dreams.  I  grant  ^t  with  respiBC^  to  doc- 
trines and  precepts  he  h^  loft  in  in  want  of  no- 
thing; but  has  he  thereby  precluded  MmiBelf  in 
any  of  the  operations  of  his  Providence  7  .Surolf 
not.  '  It  is  i^ectly  a  different  consideration ;  and 
the  same  need  that  there  dv6r  Wi«  of  his  inter- 
ference, in  this  way,  there  is  ^,  and  ever  must 
be,  while  man  continues  blind  and  fiJlible,  and  a 
creature  bedet  with  dangers  which  he  can  neither 
foresee  jior  obviate.  His  operalipns  however  of 
thiir  kmd  are,  I  allow,  very  rare;  and  as  to  the 
generality  of  dreams,  they  are  made  of  such  stuff, 
and  are  in  themselves  so  insignificant,  that  though 
I  believe  them  all  to  be  the  manufacture  of  others, 
not  our  own,  I  account  it  not  a  fiuthing-matter 
who  manufactures  them.  So  much  for  dreams ' 
My  fever  is  not  yet  gone,  hot  sometimes  seems 
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to  leave  jne.'  ItiBiHtogetlier  of  ihejuervousiuiid, 
and  aittended,  now  aod  than,  with  much  dejection. 
A  joung  gentleman  ciQkd  heie  yesterday,  who 
caoieaiz  mileaoat.ofhuwaytofleeina,  Hew»8. 
on  a  journey  to  Lobdoa  firam  Qlaqgow,  having 
jt(Bt  left  the  university  Ihei^.  He  cede  I  nqppoee 
partly  to  satiflfy  his  own  curiosity,  but  chie^y,  as 
it  seemed,  to  bring  m6  the  thanks  of  some  of  the 
Scotch  prafeuon  for  my  two  volumes.  His  name 
is  Rose,  ^Jl  Englishman.  Your  sprits  being  good, . 
you  will  derive  moye  pleasure  from  this  incident 
than  I  can  at  present,  tiierofqire  I  send  it 

Adieu,  veiy  affeotionAte^,  W.  C* 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESa. 

DE^R  BiK,  Wutotiy  July  24, 1*787.. 

This  is  the  first  a^ie  I  have  written  these  six 
months,  and  nothing  bat  the  ^nstraint  of  .obliga- 
tion could  induce  me  to  write  nbw.  I  can  not  be 
s^  wanting  to  myself  as  not  V>  endeavour  at  leart 
to  thank  you  Mh  fat  the  visits  .with  wHich  you 
have  &vottred  me,  and  -the  poems  that  yov  sent 
me;  in  my  present  state  .of  mind. I  tast^  nothing, 
neveitheless  I  read,  partly  (von)  habit,  and  partly 
because  ft  is  the  only  thing  that  I  anr^^qpable  o£ 

I  have  therefiMB  read  Bums's.  poems,  and  have 
read  them  twice;  and.thongli  they  be  written  in 


a  language  that  is  nst^  to  tee^  and  many  of  them 

en  subjects  much  inferior  to  Uie  author's  ability,  ^  is,  that  I  read  nothing  that  requires  much  cloee^ 


to  write  to  you.  The  httJe  taste  ihat  Ihave  hffd 
of  your  company,  and  your  kindness  in  finding  me 
out^  make  me  wish.  Uiat  we  were  nearer  neigh- 
bours, and  that  th^  weif  not  so  great  a  disparity 
in  our  years.  That  is  to  say,  npt  that.ypu  were 
xildef ,  ^ut  that  I  were  younger.  Could  we  haye 
met  in  earlier  life,  I  flatter  mywlf  that  we  might 
have  been  more  intimate  than  now  we  are  V^fW 
to  be.  But  you  sbajl  np^  find  me  fdovv  to  cultivate 
such  a  meajnuDe  of  your  regard,  as  ypur  friends  of 
your  own  a^^^an  spare  me.  .When  your  route 
shall  lie  through  this  country,  I  shall  hope  that 
the  same  kindness  which  has  prompted  y^u  twice 
to  call  on  me,,  win  prompt  you  f^ffin,  and  I  shall 
be  happy  if,  on  a  iiiture  ooca^on,  I  s^y,  be  able 
to  give  you  a  more  ch^rAil  reception  than  can  be 
expected  .from  an  invalid.  My  health  and  spirits 
are  considerably  improved,  and  I  once  mo^pe  asso- 
ciate with  my  neighboars.  My  head  however  has 
been  the  worst  ^wrt  of  me,  an4  still  continues  so; 
is  subject  to  giddiness  and  p^ii,  maladies  veiy  un- 
favourable, to  poetical  employment;'  but  a  prepara- 
tion, of  the  bark„  which  t  tak^  regularly,  has  so 
far  be^  of  .service  to  me  jn  those  respects,  as  to 
encourage  in  n)e  a  hope  that  by  perseverance  hi 
the  use  of  it,  I  may  possiViy  find  myself  qualified 
to  reeumevthe  ^r^mslation  .of  Homer 

When  I  can  not  walk,  I  read,  and  read  perhaps 
moi^  than,  is  good  fine  me.  But  I  can  not  be  idle. 
The  only  mercy  thlit  I  sh^^nyself  in.this  respect 


thinL,them  on  the  whol0  a  very  eztnuudinaiyproj 
daction.  HeialbetieTetheonlypoptthesekhig' 
doms  hav«  produced  in  the  k>wer  rank  of  life,  sinoe 
Shakspeare,^!  should  .rather  say  since  Prior)  who 
need  not  be  indebted  Ibr  any  pwt  of  his  praise  to 
a  charitable  consideiatioo  ni  his  origin,  and  the, 
disadvantages  under  which  .he  has  laboured.  It 
will  be  pity  if  1|b  should  not  hersafter  divest  him- 
self of  bsrbarism,  and  content  himself  with  writing 
pure  English,  ifi  which  l^e  appean  pearftctly  qiftdi- 
fied  to  excd.  Hla  who  can  command  admiration, 
dishonoms  himself  if  ha  aims  no  lugber  than  to 
raise  a, laugh. 

I  am,  dear  sir,  with-my  begt  wishes  for  your  piw- 
perity,  and  wit)i  Mrs.  Uhwin's  jespe<As,    ■  . 

Your  obliged  and  afibctionate  humltle  servant,, 

W.  C. 


TO  8 AMTTEL  ROSE,  ESa 

DEAR  sm,  Wetto^,  Aug.  S7, 1787. 

I  lUTE  not  yet  taken  up  the  pen  again,  except 


*T1ieiniMaiirtentlonedtn  thii  IMter  In^mipted  the  wit- 
iH^tmfataiisn  of  ttNiMTihirii^  eight  ipootfaa    . 


nees  of  application.  I  lately  finished  the  perusal 
of  a  book,  which  infimner  years  I  have  more  than 
once  attacked^  but  never,  till  nowoobq^iered :  some 
other  book  always  interfered,  before  I  o^ida  finish 
it..  The  ,wo]^  I  mean  is  Bardie's  Aigenis:  and, 
if  ever  yon  allow  yourself  to  vs^  Sot  mere  amuse- 
ment, I  can  recommend  ,it  to.  you  (provided  yon 
have  not  ahready  pefUsed  it)  afl  the  most  amusing 
romance  that  ever  was  written.  It  is  the^only 
one  mdeed  of  an  old  date  that  I  ^er  had  the  pa* 
tienoe  to  go  through  with.  It  ie  interesting  in  a 
high  degree;  richer  in  hiddent  tha&  can  be  ima- 
gined, full  of  surprises,  which  the  reader  never 
forestalls,  and  yet  fiee'firom  aU  entan^ement  and 
confusion.  I'he  style  too  appears  to  me  to  be  such 
as  would  not  dishonour  Tacitus  himself. 

Foot  Bums  loses  much  of  his  deserved  praifisf 
in  this  country,,  through  our  ignorance  of  his  Ian-* 
guage.  I  deqpNur  of  meeting  with  any  EngUsht 
man  who  will  take  the  pains  that  I  have  taken  t^ 
underteand  him.  His  candle  is  bright,  but  shut 
up  in  a  duk  lantern.  I  lent  him  to  a  very  sensif 
ble  neighbour  of  mine:  but  his  uncouth  dialerj 
spoiled  all;  add  before  he  had  half  read  hinl 
thibughj.he  was  quite  ramr/eegled,  I 

W.C 
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TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

'^      The  LodgCy  Aug.  30, 1787. 

MT  DEABE8T  pOlTSTN, 

Thouoh  it  cost  m6  Bametfaing  to  ^te,  itwotdd 
eo0t  me  more  to  be-  rilent.  My  iiftercourate  imlth 
ray  neighbours  being  renewed,  I  can  no  longer 
seem  to  forget  how  many  leajions  there  are,  why 
you  especially  should  not  Iw  neglected;  no  neigh- 
bour indeed,  but  thft  kindness  of  my  fiiends,  and 
ere  long,  I  hope,  an  inmate. 

My  health  and  spirits  seem  to  be  mending  daily. 
To  what  end  IIriow  not,  neither  will  <coijecture, 
but  endieavoiv,  as  far  as  I  t»n,  to  be  oontenf  diat 
they  do  so.  I  use  exercise,  and  take  the  air  in 
the  perk  abd  wilderness.  I  read  much,  but  as  yet 
write  not.  .Our  friends  at  the  HaH  make  them- 
selves,  more  and  more  amiable  in  our  account, 
by  treating  us  rather  as  old  friends,  than  as  Mends 
newly  acquired.  There  are  few  4l«ys  in  which 
we  dd  not  meet,  and  I  am  now  almost  u»  much' 
at*  home  in  their  house  as  in  our  own.  Mr. 
Throckmorton,  having  long  since  put  me  in'poe- 
sessibn  of  all  his  ground,  has  now  given  me  posses- 
sion  of  his  Hbrary ;  an  acquisition  of  great  value 
to  me,  who  nevet  have  beei^aUe  to  live  without 
bo(^s,  dnce  I  fint  knew  my  letters,  foid  who  hasve 
no  books  of  my  own.  By  his  means  I  have  been 
so  well  supplied  that  I  have  not  yet  e^en  looked 
at  the  JLounger,  for  w)dek  however  I  do  not  for- 
get ^hat  I  am  obliged  to  you.  Hi*  turn  comes 
next,  and  I  shall  probably  begin  him  to-morrow. 

Mr.  George  Thiodunovton  is  at  the  HtJL  I 
thought  I  had  known  these  brothers  long  enough 
to  have  found  out  all  ^eir  talents  and  accomplish- 
ments. But  I  ^as  mistaken.  The  day  before- 
yesterday,  after  hairing  walked  with  us,  they  tar- 
ried us  up  to  the  library  (a  more  aocurftte  writer 
^vould  have  said  conducted  us)  and  then  they 
showed  me  the  odntents  of  an  Imofense  poit-folio, 
the  work  of  their  own  hands.  ^  It  Was  ftimished 
with  drawings  of  ihe  architectural  kind,  executed 
in  amoet  masterly  i&anner,  and  among  others,  con- 
tained outside  and  inside  Tiews  of  the  Pantheon, 
1  mean  the  Roman  one.  Theyirere  ali,  I  believe, 
made  at  Rome.  Some" tnen  may  be-  estimated  at 
a  ftrst  interview,  but  the  Throckniort<m8  most  b^ 
seen  often,  and  known  lAig,  before  one  can  un- 
derstand ail  their  value. 

They  often  inquive  a^r  you,  and  ask  me 
whether  you  yvnV  Weston  this  autumn.  *!  ad- 
swerves,  and  I  charge  you,  my  dealest  cousin,  to 
authenticate  my  information.  Write  to  me,  and 
'rell  us  when  we  may  expect  to  see  you.  We 
.vere  disappointed  that  we  had  no  letter  ^i^om  you 
this  mormng.  You  will  find,  me  coated  and  but- 
toned According  to'  your  recommendation. 


I  write  but  little,  heeanae  writing  is  beoaroe  Dsw 
to  me;  but  I  shall  come  on  by  dqpees.  Mm» 
Uilwin  b^  to  be  afleetionalely  seraanbered  %m 
jaa.  She  is  in  tolenUe  heaKh,  vriiich  Js4]ie  diief 
oomfoit  hero  tliatl4ave  to  boast  o£ 

Yours,  my  dearest  ocMudn,  as  ever,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKBTfl. 

MT  BEAItEST  COZ, 

TV  Lodge,  Sepi.  4,  1787: 
Come  when  thou  canst  come,  secure  of  being 
always  w'eksome !  All  that  is  here  is  thine,  to- 
gether with  the  hearts^  those  whodwell  hers.  .  I 
am  only  sony,  thatyourjoomey  hidierisneceesa 
lily  postponed,  beyond  the  time  when  1  did  hope 
to  have  seen  you ;  riorry  too  thM  my  uncle's  in- 
firmities are  Ae  occasion  of  it'  But  years .witf 
have  their  courstf,  and  their  efiSsct:  tii^  are  hap- 
piest, so  far  as  tlus  life  is  concerned,  who  like  him  . 
escape  those  effects  the  bngest,  and  who  do  not 
gro^  old  before  their  time.  Tnnlble  and  angukh 
do  that  for  some,  whjch  only  k>nge^nty  does  for 
others.  A  few  months  since  I  was  dlder  than 
your  father  is  now,  and  though'  I  havclateiy  n- 
coYe^,  as  Faktaff '-feays,  sofiie  smolc^  of  my 
y&uih,  I  have  but  little  oonfidfenoe,  in  truthnooe, 
in  so'flattering  adiange,  bulvzpect,  when  Ileaat 
eipeel  tl,  ta  wither  again.  The  past  is  a  pledge 
for  (he  future. 

Mr.-  G.  is  hete,  Mn.  ThnK^morton's  nnde. 
He  is  lately  arrived  firom  Ital^,  where  he  has  re- 
sided several  years,  and  is  so  much  the  gentleman, 
thatit  is  impoHible  to  be  more  so.  Sensible,  po- 
lite, obligmg;  slender  in  his.  figure,  and  in  man- 
ners most  engaging— ^everf  way  wovthy  to  be  re- 
lated to  the  ThnxsknMvrtons. 

I  have  read  Savaiy's  traveh  into  Egypt ;  Me- 
moirs, dv  Baron  de  Tott;  Fenn*ft  original  letten ; 
the  fetters  of  Frederick  of  Bohemia^  and  am  now 
reading  Memoin  d'*  Henri  de  Lorraine,  Due  de 
GKiise.  I  have,  abo*  road  Barday*  Axgenis,  • 
Latin  Romance,  and  Ae  best  Romance  that  ever 
was^writtan.  All  iheift,  together  with  Madan's 
letters  to  Pnestle^,  and  several  paIl^lhlets,  witUn 
these  two  montha.    So  I  am  a  gnat  reader. 

W.C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETd. 

'The  Lodge,  Sept.  l^,rm, 

MT  DEAilBaT*COimiK, 

On  Monday  last  I  was  isvited  to  meet  your 

friend  Miss  J •  at  the  Hall,  and  there  we  found 

her.    Her  good  nature,  her-humoroaB  Dinner, 
and  her  good  sense,  aie  channing;  insomuch  thai 
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e^en  I,  who  was  hever  miteh  ndSc^/td  to  speech- 
makings  and  who  at  present  find  myself  particQ- 
laily  indispoeed  to'  it,  could  not  help  saying  tX  part^ 
ing,  I' am  glad  that  I  have  seen  you,  and  sorry 
that  I  hStVeseien  so  little  of  you.  We  weie  some- 
times many  in  company;  on  Thursday  we  were 
fifteen,  bat  we  had  not  altogether  so  much  vivacity 
anddevemesras  Miss  J-^^ — ^  whose  talent  ait 
mirth-makiiig  has  this  rare-pipperty  to  recommend 
it,  that  nbbody  sufiers  by  it  ^ 

I  am  makmg  a  gravel  walk  ht  winter  iiae,  mi- 
der  a  warm  hedge  in  the  orchaid.  It  shall  be  fur- 
nished with  a  Idw  seatr  for  your  aeeomnxfdatkin, 
I  and  if  you  do  but  like  it  I  shaU  be  satisfied.  In 
wet  weather,  or  rather  afWr  wet  weather,  when 
the  street  is  dirty,  it  will  vsuit  you  well,  for  laying 
on  an  easy  declivity -through  it»  whole  length,  it 
must  of  course  be  imftiediafely  dry. 

You  are  Veiy  much  wished  fi>r  by  our  fiisnds 
at  (he  HaD— how  much  by  me  I  w31  not  teDysu 
till  the  teoond  week  in  October     > 

Yours,  W.  C. 


J 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

ICT  DEAR  coz,     * '  Tike  t^fdgt,  Sept.  99,  1787. 

I  THAXK  you  for  your  political  intelligience ;  re- 
tired as  we  are,  and  seejmngly  excluded  from  the' 
worid,  we  are  not  indifferent  to  what  passes  in  it ; 
on  the  contrary,  the  arrival  of  a  newspaper^  at  the 
present  jtm6ture,  never  fails  to  furnish  us  with  a 
theme  for  discus^u,  short  indeed,  but  satisfketoiy, 
for  w6  seldom  diilisr  in  opin&on. 

I  haver  ieeeiyed  such  animprtenon  of  the  Turks 
fimm  the  memean  of  Baron  de  Tett,  whkh  I  read 
lately,  that  I  can  hardly  help  presa^g  the  con- 
quest of  that  empire  by  the  Russians.  -  The  disci- 
ples of  Mahomet  are'  such  babies  in  modern  ta6' 
tics,  and  so  enervated  by  thtf  uirie  of  their 'fitvourite 
drug;  09  fatally  secure  in  their  predestin^irian 
dream,  and  so  prontf  to  a  spfarit  of  mutiny  againsb 
their  leaders,  that  nothing  less  can  be  expected. 
In  fifect,  they  had  not  been  their  own  masten  at 
this  day,  had  but  the  Rusrians  known  the  weak- 
ness of  their  enemies  half  so  well  as  "they  un- 
doubtedly know  it  now.  Add  to  fhis,  that  there 
is  a  popular  prophecy  current  in  both  countries, 
that  Turkey  is  one  day  to  faD  under  the  Russian 
sceptre.  A  prophecy  which^  from  whatever  au- 
thority it  be  derived,  as  it  will 'naturally  encourage 
the  Russians,  and  diqpirit  the  Turks  in  exact  pro- 
portion to  the  degree  of  credit  it  has  obtained  on 
both  sides,  has  a  dii^t  tetidency  to  efiect  its  ovm 
«9comptishment.  In  the^mean  time,  if  I  wish' 
them  conquered,  it  is  only*  because  I  think  it  mR 
be  a  blessing  to  them  to  be  governed  by  any  other 
hand  than  their  own.  For  under  Heaven  has 
91 


there  never  been  a  throne  so  execrabfy  tyraniucal 
as  theirs.  The  h^ads  of  the  innocent  that  have 
been  "cdt  off  to  gratify  the  humour'or  caprice  iof 
their  -tyrants,  could  they  be  all  collected  and  die* 
charged  against  the  waUs  of  their  city,  would  not 
leave'  one  stone  on  another. 

O  that  you  ^ere  here  this  beauti^dayl  It  is 
too  fine  by  half  to  be  spent  in  London.  I  have  a 
perpetual  din  in  my  head,  and  though  I  ani  not 
deaf,  hear  nothing  aright,  neither  my  own  voice, 
nor  that  of  others.  I  am  under  atub,  fi:dm  whidi 
tub  acdei*  my  best  love.'  Yours,  W.  6. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESO. 


DEAit  sfR,  '  We9U(n,  Oct.  ,19, 17^. 

A  summons  from'  Johnson,  which  I  received 
yesterday,  Calls  my  attention  obce  more  to  the  busi- 
ness of  translatioh.  Before  I  begin  I  am  vnlling^ 
to  Caleb  though  but  a  short  opportunity  to  ac- 
knowledge your  last  favour.  The  necessity  of 
applying  mjraelf  with  all  diligence  to  a  hmg  work 
that  has  been,  but  too  long  interrupted,  will  nkake 
my  opportunities  of  writing  rare  in  fhture. 

Air  and  exercise  are  necessary  to  aU  men,  but 
particularly  so  to  the  man  whose  mind  labours ; 
and  to  him  who  has  been  all  his  life  aoeustomed  to 
mifch  of  both,  they  are  necessary  iii  (he  extreme. 
My  time  since  we  parted  has  been  devoted  entirely 
to  the  recovery  of  health  and  strength  for  this  ser- 
vice, and  I  am  willing  to  hope  with  good  effect. 
1*^  months  have  passed  rince  I  ifiscontinued  my 
poetKal  efforts;  I  do  not  expect  to £nd  the  same 
readiness  afe  before,  till  exercise  of  the  neglected 
fibcolty,  such  as  it  is,  shall  have  restored  it  to  me. 

Vou  find  yourself,  I  hope,  by  this  time  as  oonV' 
fi>rtably  situated  in  your  new  abode  as  ina'new 
abode  one  can  be.'  I  enter  perfectly  into  all  yoUr 
'feefings  on  occasiefi  of  the  change.  A  sensible 
nfind  can  not  do  violenoe>  even  U^  a  feeal  attach^ 
ment  without  much  pain.  When  my  fiither  died 
I  was  youn^,  too  young  to  have  reflected  much. 
He  was  Rector  of  Befkhamstead,  and  there  I  was 
bom.  '  It  hadnever  occurred  to  me  that  a  paieoa 
has  no  fee-simple' lA  the  house  and  glebe  he  oceu* 
pies.  There  was  neither  tree,  nor  gate,  nor  stik^ 
in  all  that  country,  to  vrfaich  I  di4  not  fM  a  lehk- 
tbn,  and  the  house  itself  I'  prefened  to  a  pala'^ 
I  vras  sent  fbr  from  London  to  attend  him  in  hia 
last  illness,  andhe  died  just  before^I  arrived.  Then, 
and  not  tin  then,  I  felt  fbr  the  first  time  that  I  and 
my  native  place  were  disunited  for  eves.  I  sighed 
a  kmg  adieu'  to  fields  and  woods,  fiom  which  J 
once  th6ught  I  shovdd  never  be  palled,  ajBd  was  at 
no  time  so  sensible  of  their  beauties,  as  just  wheo 
I  left  them  all  behind  me,  to  return  no  more. 

W.  G 
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TO  LADY  HES^KETH. 

The  Lodge,  'Nov.  10,  ITS?. 

Thb  Parliament,  my  dearest  Cousin,  prorogued 
continually,  is  a  meteor  dancing  heffite  my  eyes, 
promisi^^  nle  my  wish  oiily  to  disappoint  me,  and 
none  but  the  king  and  his  ministers  c«n  teH  when 
you  and  I  shall  come  together.  I  hope  however, 
that  the  period,  though  sp  often  postponed,  is  not 
fiir  distant,  and  that  once  more  I  shall  be)iold  yon, 
and  experience  your  power  to  make  winter  gay 
and  sprightly. 

I  have  a  kitten,  m^dear,  thedroUest  of  all  crea- 
tures that  ever  wore  a  cat's  skin..  Her  i^bols 
are  not  to  be  described,  and  would  be  incredible 
if  they  could.  In  point  of  size  'she  is  likely  to  be 
a  kitten  always,  bemg  extremely  small  of  her  age, 
but  time  I  suppose,  that  spoils  every  thmg,  will 
n^ake  her  ateo  a  oat.    You  vrill  see  herl  hope  be- 


that  though  to  a  bystander  it  may  seem  an  ooco- 
palaon  surpassing  the  powers  of  a  constitution  ne- 
ver very  athletic,  and,  at  present,  not  a  little  the 
worse  for  wear,  I  can  invent  for  myself  no  employ- 
ment that  does  not  exhaust  my  spirits,  more.  I 
wil^  not  pretend  to  .account  for  this;  I.  will  only  saj 
that  it  is  not  the  lai^guage  6f  predUetftion  for  a  &- 
vourite  amusement,  T)Cit  that  the  fact  is  really  so. 
I  have  even  fpund  that  those  plaything  avocktioiui 
which  one  may  execute  almost  without  any  atten- 
tion,  fatigue  me,  and  wear  me  anray,  \9rlule  such  as 
engage  me  mudi  and  attach  me  ckiaely,  are  zalber 
service^Ue  to  mp  than  otherwise.  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  m:SKEtS. 


pie  l^odg^  Nov,  27,  1787. 
It  IS  the  pi£it  of  wisdom,  my  Nearest  Cousin,  to 
sit  dovrn  contented  under  the  demands  of  ^neoes- 
fore  that  melanoholy  period  4t«U  arrive,  for  no!  sity,  because  they  are  fuch. '  I  am  sensiUe  that 
vQsdom  that  she  may  gain  by  exp^rienc^  and  re- [you  can  not,  in^my  uncle's  present  infirm  state,  and 
flection  hereafter,,  will  compensate  t^e  loss  of  her  of  which  it  i^  not  possible  to  expect  any  coi»id»> 


present  hilarity.    She  is  dressed  in  a  tortois^shell 
suit,  and  I  knDw  that  yon  wiQ  delight  in  het. 

Mrs.  Throckmocton  carries  us  to-monow  in  her 
chaise  to  Chich^ley.    The  event  however  must  be 


rable  amendment,  indulge  eithe^  Us,'  or  yoaroel^ 
with  a  journey  to  Wicston.  Yourself  I  say,  both 
because  I  know  it  will  give  you  pleasure  to  see 
Cauridice  mi*  Kmca  more,  lyppeaally  in  the  com- 


sttpposed  to  depend  on  elements^  at  least  on  thej  fortable  abode- where  you  have  ^ilaoed  him,  and 
state  of  ther  atmosphere,  vvhich  is  turbulent  beyond ,  because^'  after  so  long  an  inqnisoi^n^nt  in  London, 
measure.  Yesteiday  it  thundered,  last  night  it'  you,  who  love  the  country,  and  have  a  taste  for 
lightened,  and  «t  three  thia  morning  I  saw  the  sky  it,  would  of  course  be  glad  tp  return  to  it.  For  my 
as  red  as  a  city  in  flames  could  have  made  it  I ,  own  part|  to  me  it  is  ever  new,  and  though  I  have 
have  a  leech  In  a  bottle  that  foretels  all  these  pro-|  now  been^an  inhabitant  iji  this  vHlage  a  twelve- 
digies  and  convulsipos  of  natiire.  No,  Jiot  as  you  month,  and  havtf  during  the  half  of  that  time  been 
will  naturally  conjecture  by  articidate  utterance'  at  liberty  to  expatiate,  and  to  .make  discoveries,  I 
of  oracular  notices,  but  by  a  variety  of  gesticula-i  am  daily  fihding out  firesh  scenes  and  walks,  which 
tions,  whidi  hen  1  ^ve  not  room  to  give  an  ac-  you  would  pever  bq  satisfied  vrith  enjoying:  some 
count  ot  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  na  change  of  1  of  them  are  unapproachable  by  you  either  012  foot 
weather  Muprises  him,  tod  that  in  point  of  tlie  or  in  your  carriage.  Had  you  twenty  toes  (wbere- 
earliest  and  mostaceunte  intelligenoe,heis  worth>  as4  suppose  you  have  but  ten)  yon  could  not  reach 
all  the  barometen  in  the  world.  None  of  tiiem  them;  and  coach  wheels  have  never  been  seen  there 
all  indeed  c«&  make  the  least  pretence  to  foneteU^  since  the  flood.  Before  it  indeed,  (as  Burnet  says 
thunder-^  species  oi  capacity  d"  ^hich  he  has  that  Uie  earth  was  then  perfectly  fiee  from  all  ine- 
given  the  moA  unequivocal  endenoe.  I  gave  but  -qualities  in  its  surface)  they  might  have  been  seen 
sixpence  for  ^um,  which  is  a  grofit  more  than  the  there  every  day.  We  have  other  wallis  both  upon 
market  price,  though  he  is  in  fiiict,  or  rather  fvoold  hill  tope,  and  in  valleys  beneath,  some  of  which  by 
be  if  leeches  were  not  >fonnd  in  every  ditch,  an  in-  the  help  of  your  carriage,  ajod  many  of  them  vrith- 


valuable  arquisition. 


W.C. 


out  its  jielp,  would  be  always  at  your  'command. 
On.  Monday  morning  last,  Sam  brought  me 
™  word  that.there  was  a  n^tn  in  the  kitchen  who  de- 

.TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESa  ?'^!°"?f5'1^™-  ^?*!f^^»"-  ^^^ 

Avr  .»vy»c«jrxx  ±j.x^a*^,  *^«^  decsut,  elderiy  figure  inade  its  appearance,  and 

Nov.  16^  1787.    <  being  desired  to  sit,  spoke  as  follows:  "  Sir,  I  am 

-   1  T&AMK  you  for^the^solicitnde  that  you  express  derk  of  the  parish  of  All-saints  .in  Northaxapton*, 

«m  the  subject  of  my  present  studies.    The  work  brother  of  M^  C.  the  upholsterer.  It  iscustomary 

ta  undoubtedly' long  and  bdwAous,  but  it  has  an  for  the  petBon  in  my  office  to  annex  to'  a  bill  of 

end,  and,  proceeding  leisurdy,  with  a  due  attention ' ^-, 1- 

to  the  use  of  air  alid  exerdse,  it  is  possible  that^  1 1    •  ifheappellttioo  which  fllr71ioinain«loBihiaBdiogh« 

lOay  live  to  finish  it.  Ateure  yourself  of  one  thiqg,  him  In  jest,  wbeo  be  was  of  ihs  l^mple.  ' 
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mortality,  which  he  poUuhes  at  Chrifltmaa,  a 
copyof¥enea.  ,  Yoa-woQU  do  me  a  great  fiiTocir, 
nr,  IfyoawoiildianiiahmeTnUione.''  To  thia 
I  replied,  ''.Mr.  C.  700  have  aerveral  mencf 'gemua 
in  your  town,  why  have  yon  not  appliedto  aome 
of themT    There ia  a nameaakeof yoiAsi^  paiti- 

cular,  C ,  the  atatoazy,  w1k>,  every  hoc^  knows, 

ia  a  fint-rate  maker  of  veraea.  He  aorely  ia^  the 
man  of  all  the  World  for  yonr  pntpoee."— "Alaa! 
Sir,  I  have  heretofore  borrowed  helj)  fimn  hhn, 
but  he  ia  a  gentleman  of  so  mngh  leadoog,  that 
the  people  oi  our  town  can  not  nndetatand  him." 
I  confess  to  yod,  my  dear,  I  fek  allihe  force  of  the 
compliment  implied  in  this  speech,  and  was  al- 
most i^eedy  to' answer,  Perhaps,  my  good  ftiend, 
thev  may  find  me  nnintelligible  toQ  finr  .the  same 
reason.  But  on  asking  him  whether  he  had  walked 
over  to  Weston  on  purpose  to  imploTC  the  asshA-' 
ance  of  -my  mnse,  and  on  hirieplying  in  the  af> 
firmative,  I  felt  ray  mortified  w^nity  a  little  ooii- 
sded,  and  pitying  the  poor  man's  distress,  whicli 
appeared  to  be  oonsiderahle;  proraiBed  to  supply 
him.  The  wagon  has  aoooramgly  gone  this  d^y 
to  Korthampton  loaded  in  part  with  my  effaskms 
in  the  mortuary  qtyle.  *  A  fig  for  poets  trho  wfUbd 
epitaphs  upon  individuals!  I  have  written  one 
that  serves  fiMriiundreil' persons.        ' 

A  few  days  since  I  received  a  aeednd  very  olh 
liging  letter  fiom  Mr.  M — ^.  He  telli  me  that 
hh^  own  papers,  which  are  by  for,  he  iS  aorry  to 
say  it,  the  most  numerous,  aM  marked  V.I.Z. 
Accordingly,  my  .dear,  I  am  happy  to  find  that  I 
am  engaged  in  a  correspondence  with  Mr.  ^Vn,  a 
l^entl^Uan  for  whom  I  have  always  entsrtuned 
the  profoundest  veneration.  But  tlie  serious  foct 
is,  that  the  papers  distinguished  by  those  ■gnatores 
have  ever  pleased  me  most,  and  stroek  me  as  the 
work  of  a  sensible  man,  who  knows  the' world  well, 
and  has  more  xtf  Addison's-  deHcafe  humour  than 
any  body. 

A  poor  man  begged  ibod  at  the  Hall  lately. 
The  cook  gave  him  some  vemuoelli  sdup.  Hie 
ladled  it  about  some  time  with  the  spoon,  and  then 
xetnmed  it  lo her  sayfaig,  ^'  I  am  »poor  man  it  is 
true,  and  I  am  very  hungry,  but  yet  I  can  not  eal 
broth  with  maggoAa  in  it."  Once  (noro,  my  dear, 
a  thousand  thanks  for  your  box  full  ^  good  things, 
Qsefnl  thiiigs,  and  beantifiil  things. 

Yours  ever,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

Tke  Lodge,  Dee.  4,  l'TB7. 
I  AJi  glad,  my  dearest  coa,  that  my  last  letter 
proved  so  diverting.^  Yon  may  assure  yourself  of 
che  literal  troth  of  the  whole-  iiarraticm,  and  that 
however  droU,  it  was  noi  in  the.least  indebted  to 
any  embdhshments  oi.wMkb. 


Vou  say  well,  my  dear,  that  in  Mr.  Thn)ck-  ' 
moitonwe  h«re  a  peeriessneiglfoour;  we  have  so. ' 
Ivpoint  of  mfoimation  upon  all  important  subjects 
iniespect  tcfo  of  expresdon  and  address,  and  in 
'  nt,  every  tiiingtl^  enters  into  the  id^  of  a  gen- 
tleman, I  have  not  found  his  e^ml,  not  x>iien,  any 
where.  Were  I  ai^  who  bi  my  ju^^gment  1^ 
proachea  nearest  to  him,  in  all  bis  amiable  quail-, 
tiei^  and  qnali^cations,  I  should  certainly  answer 
his  brdther  George,  ^ho^  if  he  be  not  his  exact 
counterpart,  endtted.with  precisely  the  same  mea- 
sure of  the  nme  aooomplishnients,  is  nevertheless 
deficient  in  inaqfi  oi  them,  and  is  of  a  dharacter 
singularly  agreeable,  in  respect  of  a  certain  manly, 
r  had  aUnost  said,  heroic  fr&nlbess,  with  which 
his-air  strikes  one  almost  immediatdy.  So  for  as  * 
his  opportunities  have  gone,  he  has  ever  been  as 
fiiendly  and  old^ing  to  us,  as  we  cpuld  wnh  him, 
and  were  he  kncd  of  the  Hall  to-monqw,  would  I 
dare  say  conduct  himself  towaxid  us  in  sudi  a  man- 
r,  ail  to  leave  us  as  little^  tansible  as  possible 
of  the  remo^  of  its  present  tywners.  Bht  all  this 
I  say,  my  dear;  irierely  for  the  sake  of  stating  the 
miatter  as  it  is;  not  in  order  to  obviate,  or  to  prove 
the  inexpedienoe  of  sny  ftture  plans  of  yours, 
oonDemmgtheplseeofourre4dence.  Pjrovidenc^ 
and  time  shape  every  thing;  I  should  rather  say 
Pnovideiioe  akne,  for  time  has  often  no  hand  in 
the  wonderfiQd  changes  thitf  we  experience;  they 
take  jdace  in 'a  moment,  It  is  not  therefore  worth 
wlule  perhaps  to  consider  much  What  we  will,  or 
will  not  do  m  yean  to  come,  conoeming  wludi  all 
that  I  can  Say  with  certainty  at  present  is,  that 
those  ypars-will  be  to  me  the  most  wdcome;  in 
which  lean  see  the  most  of  you.  W.  C. 


Td  THE  REV.h^ALl'ER  BA^OT. 

MY  DEiJi  FRIEND,  Weetofiy  JDec  6, 1787. 

A  SHORT  time  Since,  by  the  hdpof  Mni  Throck- 
morton's chaise,  Mrs.  Unwia  snd  I  reached 
Chicheley.  "  Now,"  said  I  to  Mn.  Chester^  "- 1 
shall  write  boldly  to  your  hrother  Walter;  and 
will  do  it  immediately.  I  haW  passed  the  gulf 
that  parted  us,  and  he  will  be  g^  to  hear  it" 
But  leti^  the  man  who  translates  Homer  be  so 
presumptuous  as  to  have  a  will  of  his  own,  or  to 
promise  any  thing.  A  fortnight,  I  suppose,  has 
elapsed  since  1  paid  this  virit,  and  I  am  only  now 
beginning  to  ftfifil  what  t  th<m.  uhdertook  to  ac- 
complish without  delay.  The  old  Orecian  tnust 
answer  for  it     .  . 

'  I  spent  my  morning  there  'so  agteeaUy,  ^hat  i 
have  ever  since  regretted  more  sensibly,  t&at  thete  . 
are  five  miles  of  a  dirty  country  interposed  between 
us.  For  the  increase  of  my  pleasure,  I  had  tfie 
good'/ortune  to  find  your  brother  the  bbhopthnne. 
We  had  much  talk  about  many  things^  botmtMt 
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I  beliAvai  about  H<Mnar;  an4  great  JHOi^fartioft  it 
gave  JD»  to  find,  that  on  then»a«timporlaiit  poiots 
of  tJiAt  subject  hia  brdahip.  and  X  wen  exactly 
of  one  miiuL  In  the  couxBe  of  our  oanTenatun 
ha  prodqced  firom.hia  pocketrbook  a  tranalBtion 


of  jLe  fiiat  ten.  or  twelve  linea  of -the  Diad,  and  ini 
order  to  leave  mj  judgment  ficee,  infinmed  ma 
kindly  at  the  aama  time:  that  they  were  sot  hia 
own.  I  read  them;  and  acconiihg  to  the  beft 
otzaj  recoUection  of  the  original,  found  them  well 
executed.  The  biahop.  indeed  acknowledged  that 
they  were. not  faultleaa^  neither  did  I  find  them 
80.  Had  they  been  bodif  I  ahoidd .hf ve ieit  their 
perfection  aa  a  diaboomgtmant  haidly  to  be  tm- 
mounted;  for  at  thai,  paaaaga  I  have  lai^ued 
mpre.  abundantly  than  at  any  other,  and  hitherto 
with  the  leaat  aucdOBB.  I  am  coi^nnoed  that  Ho- 
mer' placed  it  at  Ae  threduold  ef  hia  w^k  aa  a 
flcasecrow  to  all  t^analatora.  ^ow,  '^^alter,  if  thou 
knowest  the  author^  thk  varaion,  and  it  be  not 
tieaaon  againat  tby  ^rother'a  confidenoe  in  thy  aa- 
ciecy,  declare  hiifi  to  ma.  Had.I  been  ao  happy 
aato  have  aean  the  biahop  again  befine^  left  thia 
country,  I  ^ould  certainly  have^aaked  him  the 
question,  haying  a  cuiouty  upon  the  mattes 
18  extremely  troableaome. .  "        . 

The  awkward  aitnation  in  which  yau  faimd 
younelf  ofi  riweiving  a  yjdk  fimn  an  authociBsa, 
whose  works, -though  preaented  to  you  long  be- 
fofB,  you  .had  never  read,  made  me  laugh,  and  it 
waf  no  sin  against  my  fidendahip  for  you.  to  do  sa 
It  waa  a  ridicttlow  di^treas,  and  I  can  laugh  at  it 
even  now.  I  hope  ahe  catechised  you  well  How 
did  yon  extricate  yourself  1--Kow  lan|^  at  me. 
The  clerk  of  thepejish  oi  AU  Saints,  in  the  town 
of  Northampton,  having  oocaaion.  for  a  poet,  Jiaa 
appointed  me  to  the  office.  I  found  myself  obliged 
to  comply.  The'  bellman  oooies  next,  and  then,  I 
think,  -though  even  borne  upoir  your  swan's  quill, 
I  can  aoar  no  highetl 

I  am,  my  dear^finand,  fiitfafully  youiH^  W.  C. 


becauaa,  aa  Hopkina  aoswen,  we  mnst  have  le- ' 
.fosed  il.    But  it  fell  ontwqgnlarly  enoigh,  that 
thia  ball  was  held,  of  all  dajra  in  the  year,  on  my 
birtkday^-andaa  {  to^  theoAp-'bat  not  tlU  it  waa 
aUover». 

'tbsta^  Lbave  thought  yiaper  never  to  Ukm. 
any  notice  of  the  ainral  of  my  MS3.  together 
with  the  ollur  g9od  thin09  in  the  box,  yet  certain 
it  ip, 'that  I  received  them.  I  have  fiirbiabed  up 
the  tenth  book  till  it  is  as  bright  aa  ailver,  and  am 
now  occupied  in  bestowing  tha  same  labour  upon 
the  eleventh.  The  twelfth  and.  thiiteentk  are  ^ 
the  HuidH  of-  *  ,  axMl  ,Uie  fourteenth  end  fif- 
teenth are  ready  to  snogeed  them;  Thaanolahle 
job  ia  the  delijght  of  my  heart,  and  hov  sorty  shall 
I  be  when  it  ia  ended. 

The  smith  '^  ^  carpenter,  my  dear,  are  both 
in  the  mom,  hanging  a  bell;  if  t  therefore  maaie  a 
thousand  blunderii  let  the  aaidintiudeia  i^wer. 
for  them  aB.       f.  . 

I  thank  yvu,  my  deaz,  foi  your  history  of  the 
Q^-4*  What  ohangea  in  that  fomily!  And  how 
matiy  thooaaad  fomilies  have  in  the  same  time  ex- 
perienoedchailgeaaa violent  Mthebs I  Theegune 
rapid  river  ia  the  justeat  of  all  emblema,  to  ex* 
jnesB  the  variableness  of  otv  scene  Mow.  Shak- 
gpem  says,  none  ever  bathbd  himself  twice' in  the 
stroao^  and  it  is  equally  true  that  the  world 
upon-wluchwedoae  our  eyes  at  night  ia  never  the 
with  thitt  on  which  wid  open  them  in  the 
moraing. 

I  do  not  alWaya  say,  give  my  love  to  my  unde, 
becauaa.  he  knows  that  I  always  love  him.  |  da 
not  alwayr  preeent  Mrs.  XJnwin'a  love  to  yon, 
pwt^  ftff  the  aMne  leaaon  (Deuee  take  the  amith 
and  the  carpentcr^and  partly  beoanael  ftsget  it 
But  to  pMaeAt  my  own  I  forget  nevar,  for  I  always 
have  to  finish  my  letter,  which  I  know  i|pt  how 
tp  do;  my  dearest  coi,  withoot  telling  you  that  I 
am  ever  yours,  W.  C,\ 


thaiofA 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

Tli£  Lodge,  Deo,  10,  1787. 

1  THANK  yctt  for  the  anip  of  doth,  rommnnily 
called  a  pattern^  At  preaent  I  have  two^  coats, 
and  but  onebadf.  If  at  any  time  hereafter  1 
should  find  myself  possessed  of  fewer  coats,  or  moco 
backs,  It  will  be  cf  use  to  me. 

Even  aa  you  suspect,  my  deaf,  so  it  pmved. 
Th(|  ball  was  picq)ared  for,  the  ball  was  hdd,  and 
the  boll  passed,  imd  we  had  nothing  to  do  with  it 
Mrs.  Throckmorton,  knowing  our  trim,  did  not 
^ve  us  Uie  pain  of  i^  invitation,  for^a  pain  it 
.•vould  nave  been.  And  why  1  aa  Stemhold  says,— 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESCL 

DEAR  eo^  Weoton,  Dec  13, 1787. 

UNLESS  my  meraoiy  decdvea  ms,  I  foiewaznea 
you  that  I  should,  prove  a  ve|y  unpunctual  oosrea- 
pondent  The  work  that  lies  befoie  me  engages 
unavoidably  my  whole  attention.  The  length  of 
it,  the  spirit  of  it,  and  the  exactness  that  is  requi- 
site in  its  due  pcnrfonnanee,  are  so  many  most  in- 
teresting subjects  of  oonsideiatbn  to  me,  who  find 
that  my  best  attempts  are.  only  introductoiy  lo 
4)thevs,  and  that  what  to  day  I  euppoee  finidied, 
UMnonrow  1  must  begin  again.  T,hu8  it  fires 
with  a  translator  of  Homer.  To  exhibit  Uie  ma- 
jesty*of  such  a  poet  in  a  modeiB  Uuiguagp  ia  a 
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task  itSBt  DO  man  can  estimate  the  dSfBetklty  dflffl 
he  attem|yts  it  To  •paraphrase  him  foos^,  to 
hang  him^th  trat>piiig8  that  do  not  belongto  1dm,' 
an  this  18  compahEtively  eaay.  But  to  repfetent 
him  with  oxUylua  own  ornaments,  and  still  to  pie- 
serve  his  dignit;,  is  a  labour  that,  lf:l  hope  in  any 
measure  to  achieve  it,  I  am. sensible  can  only  be 
achieved  by  the  most  assiduous,  and  most'unrs- 
ndtting  attention.  Our  studies,  howeter  different 
in  themselves,  in  respecl  of  the  means  by  which 
they  are  to  be.  suecessftiUy  carried  on,  bear  somr 
lesembhince  to  each  other.  A  perseyerance  that 
nothing  can/  discourage,  a  minuteness  of  obsenrar 
tiott  that  puffers  nothmg  to  escape,  and  a  determi- 
nation not  to  be  seduced  firom  the  straight  line  that 
lies  before  us,  by  any  images  with  wliich  fimcy 
may  present  us,  are  essentials  that  should  be  com- 
mon to  us  both.  There  are  pterhape  few  arduous 
undertaldngs,  that  are  not  in  fact  more  afduotis 
than  we  at  first  supposed  them.  As  we  proceed, 
difficulties  increase  upon  us,  but  our  hdpes  gather 
strengtl^  also,  and  we  conquer  diiliqulties  .which, 
could  we  have  foreseen  theft),  we'should  never  have 
had  the  boldness  to  encounter.  May  this  be  your 
expenence,  as  1  doubt  jiot  that  it  will.  Tou  pos- 
sess by  nature,  all  thai  is  necessaiy  to  success  in 
the  profession  that  you  have  chosen.  What  re- 
mains is  in  your  own  power.  They  say  of  poets, 
that  they  must  l)e  bom  such:  so  must  mathemati- 
cians, so  must  great  generals,  and. so  mUs^  law- 
yers, and  S9  indeed  mustjpen  of  all  denominadons, 
or  it  is  not  possible  that  the;^  should  .excel  -But 
with  whatever  faculties  we  are  bom,  and  to  what- 
ever studies  our  genius  may  direct  us,  studies  they 
must  still  be.  I  am  persuadedj  that  Milton'  did 
not  write  lus  Paradise  Xibst,  nor  Homer  his  Diad, 
nor  Newton  his  Prindpia,  withqut  immense  la- 
bour. Nature  gave  them  abiask)  thcSr  respective 
pursuits,  and  that  strong  propensity^  I  suppose,  is 
what  we  mean  by  genius,  ^he  rest  they  gave 
themselves.  **Macte  esto,"  therefor^,  have  no 
6arB  for  the  issue! 

I  have  had  a  second  kind  letter  fit>m  your  firiend 
Mr. ,  which  I  have  just  answered.    I  must 


not  much  expect  iL  He  has  a  family  that  does 
not  pemiit  him  to  fly  southwan).  I  have  also  a 
notion,  that  we  three  could' spend  a  lew  days  com- 
fortably together,  espedally  in  a  country  lOie  this, 
abounding  in  scenes  with  which  I,  am  sure  you 
would  bofii  be  delighted.  Haying  lived  till'  lately 
at  some  distance  firom  the  spot  that  I  now  inhabit, 
and  having-  never  been  master  of  any  sort  of  ve- 
hicle whatever,  it  is  but  just  now  that  I  begin  my- 
self to  be  a^uainted  with  the  beauties  of  diir  situ- 
ation. To  you  I  may  hope,  one  time  or  other,  to 
show  them,  and  shall  be  ht^Ppy  to  do  it,  when  an 
opportunity  offers.  ^ 

Yours,  most  affisctionately,  W.  C. 


TO  LADT  HBSKETH. 

.  The  Lodge,  Jan.  1, 1788, 
Now  finr  another  story  ahaost  inerediblel  A 
stoiy  that  yrotid  be  qipte  sneh,  if 'it  was  not.oar- 
taln.  that  you>  give  me  credit  ton  any  thing.  I 
Ivave  read  the  poem  .for  the  sake  of  ^hich  you 
sent  the  paper,  and  was  much  entertained  by  it. 
You  think  it  'perhaps,  as  very  well  you  may,  the 
only  piece  of  that  kind  that  was  ever  produce! 
It*  is  indeed  original,  fat  I  6eM  say  Mr.  Merry 
never  saw  mine;  but  certainly  it  is  not  itoique. 
For  most  true  it  is,  my  dear,  'that  ten  years  since, 
having  a  letter  to  write  to  a  firiend  of  mine,  to 
whom  •  I  could  write  any  thing,  I  filled'  a  whole 
sheet  with  a  co^positbn,  both  in  measure  and 
in  manner  precisely  siniilar.  I  l^ve  in^  vain 
searched  for  it  It  is  either  burnt  or  lost  Could 
I  have  found  it,  you  wduld  have  had  double  post- 
age to  pay.  For  that  one  man  in  Italy,  an4  ano- 
ther in  ^England,  who  iiever  saw  each  other, 
sbofild  stumble  on  a  species  of  vase,  in  which  no 
other  man  ever  wmt^  (and  I  believe  that  to'be  the 
case)  and  upon  a  style  and  maimeir  too,  of  whicfa^ 
I  suppose,  that  neitiier  of  them  had  ever  seen  an 
example,  appears  to  me  so  extraordinazy  a  fact, 
that  I  must  have  sent  you  nune,  whatever  it  had 
cost  you,  and  am  really  vexed  that  I  can  not  au- 
thenticate the  story  by  producing  a  voucher. 
The  measure  I  recoHect  to  haye  been  perfectly 
the  same,  and  as  to  the  manner  I  am  equally  sura 
6f  that,  and  £rom  this  circumstance,  that  Mrs. 
Unwin  and  I  never  laughed  more  at  any  produc- 
tion of  mine,  perhaps  not  even  at  John  GKlpirL 
But  for  all  this,  my  dear,  you  must,  as  I  said, 
give  me  credit;  for  the  thiiig  itself  is  gorie  to  that 
limbo.of  vanity,  where  alone,  says  Milton,  things 
idst  on  eartli  are  to  be  met  with,  ^aid  limbo  is, 
as  you  know,  in  the  moon,  whither  I  could  not  at ' 
present  convey  myaelf  without  a  good  deal  of  dif- 
ficulty and  inconvenience.. ' 

This  morning;  being  (he  rqpfning  .of  new  year's 
day,  I  sent  to  the  hall  a^  CQpy  of  verses,  addressed 
to  Mrs.  Throckmorton,  entiUed,  ^  Wish,  or  the 


TuA  I  find  hope  to  see  him  here,  at  'least  I  must  Pi)et's  New  Year's  Gift.    We  &e  there  to-mor- 


20 


tow,  when,  I  suppose,  I  shall  hear  news  of  them. 
Their  kindness  is  so  great,  and  they  seize  ydth 
such  eagerness  evei^  oppcnrtunity  of  doing  all 
they  thi]^  vrill  please  us,  that  I  held  myself  al* 
most  m  duty  bound  to  treat  them  with  this  stroke 
of  my  professbn.  - 

**I*he  sooall  pox  hAs  done,  I  believe,  all  that  }^ 
has  to  do  at  ^eston.  Old  folks,  and  even  women 
with  child,  have' been  inoculated^  We  talk  of 
our  fineedom,  and  some  of  us  are  finee  enough,  but  ^ 
not  the  poor.  Dependant  as  they  are  u(>oa  parish ' 
bounty,  they  are  sometimes  obliged  to  submit  tp 
impositions,  which  perhaps  in  France  itself  qpcdd 
hardly  be  pandleled.    0an  manor  woman  be  ssid 
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to  be  fiiee,  who  is  mmmandwi  to  take  a  ^istfemperJOn  aU  other  oocanonB  I  prone  with  anim^Mzing 

hand,  determined  that  there  shall  not  Ito  foond  in 
the  whole  translation  an  idea  that  is  not  Hpmei's. 
My  kmbitioD  is  to  produce  tbfi  closest'  oopy.possi- 
Ue,  and  at  the  same  time  as  harmonious  as  I 
know  how  to  make  it  Thb  being  my  object,  yoa 
will  1)0  bnger  think,  if  indeed  jou  have  thoogfat 
k  at  ail,  that  I  am  nnneoessarily  and  over  much 
indostrioos.  The  original  suipasses  every  thing; 
it  is  of  an  inmifiMe  length,  is  composed  in  the 
best  language  ever  used  upon  earth,  and  deserves^ 
indeed  demands  all  the  labour  that  any  transIatoDr, 
be  he  vi^o  \fe  may,  can  pofnbfy  bestow  on  it.  «0f 
this  I«m  sun,  sind  your  hrodier  the  good  bishop 
is  of  the  same  mind,  that,  at  present,  mere  Eng- 
businesB,  being  verily  persuaded  that,  as  far. as  I '  liah  readers  know  no  more  of  Homer  in  reality, 
have  gone,  I  have  improved  the  worii  to  double '  than  if  he  had  nev^  been  translated.  That  odd- 
its  former  value.  sideration  indeed  it  was,  vr\ach  mainly  indnced 

That  you  may  begin  the  new  year  and  end  it  me  to  t^e  undertaking; '  and  if  after  all,  ^ther 
in  all  health  and  happiness,  and  many  more  whto'  through  idleness,  or  dotage  upon  what  I  have  al- 
the  present  shaH  have  been  long  an  old  one, '  ready  done,  I  leave  it  chargeable  with  the  same 
is  the  ardent  wish  of  Mrs.  Unwin,  and  of  yours^  incorrectness  as  niy  predecessors,  or  indeed  with 


)  at  least  mortal^  and  in  circumstanoes 
ihost  likdy  to  make  it  so?  No  circumstance  what- 
/sfei  was  permitted  to  exempt  the  inhahitimts  of 
Weston.  The  old  as  well  as  the  young,  and  the 
pregnant  as  well  as  they  who  had  only  themsdves 
within  them,  have  been  inoculated.  Were  I  ask- 
ed who.is  the  most  Arbbrary  jMvereign-  on  earth  1 
I  Bho\ild  answer,  neither  the  king  of  France,  nor 
the  grand  signor,  but  an  ovierseer  of  the  poor  in 
England. 

fam  &s  heretofore  occupied  with  H^kner:  my 
present  occupation  is  the  leviul  of  aH  I  have 
.done,  viz.  of  the  first  fiftcien  books.  I  stand, 
amazed  at. my  own  increasing  dexterity  in  the 


my  Nearest  cot,  most  cordially; 


W.  O. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 


any  other  that  I  may  b^  able  to  amend,  I  had 
be^r  have  amused  myself  othef^vise.  And  you  I 
Imow  afe  of  my  opinion. 

1  send  yon  the  deikNi  verses,  <i[  which  I  told 
you.  They  are  veiy  clerklike,  as  you,  will  per- 
ceive.   But  plain  truth  in  plain  words  seemed  to 


TO  LADY-  HESKETH. 


IIT  DEAR  FRIEND,  TTcaton,' Jafi  5,  17^. 

1  THANK  /ou  for  your  ii^ormation  concerning '  me  to  be  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  composition  on  soch 
the  author  of  the  translation  of  t^ose  fines.  Had  an  occasion.  I  might  have  attempted  something 
a  inan  of  less  note  'and  alulity  than  Loi^  Bagot  very  fine,  but  then  the  persons  prindpidly  concern- 
produced  it,  I  should  have  been  discouraged.  As  ed,  viz.  my  readen,  would  not  have  understood  me. 
it  is,  I  comfort  myself  with  Uie  thought,  that  even  If  It  puts  them  in  mind  that  tfi^y  are  mortal,  Its 
he  accounted  it  an  achievement  worthy  of  his  best  end  is  answered.  My  dear  Walter,  adienl 
poviren,  and  that   even   he    found  it  difficult  ^    Youxfe  iaithfiilly,  W.  C. 

Though  I  never  liad  the  honour  to  be  known  to 
his  lordship,  I  reniember  him  well  at  Westmin- 
ster, and  this  reputatbn  in  which  h^  stood  there. 
Since  that  tipe  I  have  never  seen  him,  ezce;pt 
teiee,  many  years  ago,  in  the  House  of  Commons,  TTie  Lodge,  Jan.  19,  1788. 

when  I  heard  him  speak  on  the  subject  of  4  drain- 1     When  I  have  prose  enough  to  fill  my  paper, 
af  e  bill  better  than  any  member  there.  which  is  always  the  case  when  I  write  to  you,  I 

My  first  thirteen  bodks  have  been  criticised  in  can  not  find  in  my  heart  to  give  a  third  part  of  it 
Loudon]  have  been  by  ine  accommodated  to  those  to- verse.  Yet  this  I  must  do,  or  I  must  make  my 
ont«cisms,  returned  to  London  in  their  impreved  pacqueta  more  coftly  tl^aft  worshipful,  by  doubling 
state,  and  sent  back  to  Weston  with'  an  unpri-  the  postage  uixmyou,  which  I  should  hdd  to  be 
mantur.  This  would  satisfy  some  poets  I^  ami-  unreasonable.  3ee  then  the  true  reason  why  I  did 
ous  than  mysdf  about  what  they  expose  in  public;  not  send  you  that  s&m^  scribblement  till  you  de- 
but It  hn  not  satisfied  me.  I  am 'now  revising  sired  it  The  thought  which  naturally  presents 
them  again  by  the  light  of  pay  own  critical  Uper,  itself  to  me  on  all  such  occasions  is  this— Is  not 
And  make  more  alterations  than  at  the  first.  -But  your  cousin  comihg  1.  Why  are  you  impatient  1 
are  they  improvements!  you  will  ask — ^Is  not  the^  Will  it  not  be  time  enough  to  show  her  your  fine 
spirit  of  the  work  endangered  by  all  this  attention  things  when  she  arrives  % 
to  correctnetel  I  fhink  and  hope  that  it  is  not.  {  Fine  things  iitdeed  I  have  few. '  He  who  has 
Being  well  Aware  of  the  posfibility  of  soch  a  ca-  Homer  to  transcribe  may  well  be  contented  to  do 
'  tastrophe,  I  guard  particularly  against  it  Where  little  else.  As  when  an  ass,  being  harnnsed  wi^ 
'  1  find  that  a  servile  adherence  to  the  original  would  iropes  to  a  sand  cart,  drags  with  hanging  ean  his 
.render  the  passage  less  animated  than  it  should  heavy  burthen,-  neither  filling  the  k>ng  echoing 
ks,;i  itUl,  as  at  .the  first^  allow  myself  a  liberty,  streeto  With  his  harmonious  biay,  nor  throwing  up 
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his  heels  behind,  froUduome  a^d  dry,  as  aaaes  lam 
engaged  are  wont  to  do ; '  so  I,  satisfied  to  find  mj- 
telf  Indmpensably  obliged  to  xeftder  into  the  beet 
possible  English  inetre  eight  ani  forty  Gxeek  books, ' 
of  which  the  two  finest  poems  in  the  world  consist, 
acc(^nt  it  quite  sufficient  if  I  may  at  last  achieve 
that  labour;  and  seldom  allow myselfthose  pretty 
little  vagaries,  in  which  I  should  otherwise  delight, 
and  of  which;  if  I  should  live  long  enough,  I  in- 
tend heielLfter  to  enjoy  my  fill. 

This  is  the  reason,  Iny  dbar  cibudn,  if  I  may  be 
permitted  to  call  you  so  in  the  pame  breath  with 


advicoj  my'  d)nr,  but  not  easily  taken  by  a  man 
dieumstailced*  as  I  am.  I  have  learned  in' the 
school  of  a^veiuty,  a  scho6l  fiR>m  which  I  have  no 
expectation  that  I  shaD  ever  be  dismissed,  to  ap- 
prehend the  worst,  aiid  have  ever  found  it  the  on- 
ly course  ih  which  I  can  kidulge  myself  without 
the  least  danger  of  incurring  a  disappointment. 
This  kind  of  experience,  continued  tfareugh 
many  years,  has  given  me  such  an  habitual  bias  to 
the  gloomy  side  of  every  thing,  that  I  never 'have 
a  moment's  ease  on  any  subject  to  whic&  1  am  not 
indifferent.    How  then  can  I  be  eaiy,  when  I  am 


which  I  have  uttered  this  truly  heroic  comparison^  left  afloat  upon  a  sea  of  endless  conjectures  of 


tjiis'  is  the  reason  why  I  produce  at  present  but  feW 
occasioilal  poems',  and  the  preceding  rettsonHS'that 
which  may  account  ^tisfactsrily  enough  for  my 
withhdiding  the  very  few  that  I  do  produce.  '  A 
thought  sometimes  strikes  me  before  I  rise ;  if  it 
runs  readily  into  verse,  and  I  ca^  finish  it  before 
breakfast^  it  \t  weU^  otherwise  it  dies,  and  is  fc^- 
gotten ;  for  alL^ie  subsequent  houn  ard  devoted  to 
Horner^        .  *  \ 

The  day  before  yesterday,  I  iaV  for  the  first 
time  Bunbury's  new  print,  the  Propagation  of  a 
Lie.  Mr.  Throckmorton  sent  it  ^r  the  amuse- 
ment of  our  pitrty.  Bunbury  sells  humour  by  the 
yard,  and  is,  I  suppose,  the  first  vender  "of  il  who 
ever  did  so.  "Bjd  nan  not,  therefore,  be  said  to  have 
humour  without  measure  (pardon  a  pun,  my  dear^ 
from  a  mail  who  has  not  made  one  before  tii^se 
forty  ^eaxs)  though  he  may  certainly  be'said  to  be 
immeasurably  drolL 

The-oiiginaT  thought  i8good,)9ndthe.etemplifi- 
cation  of  it,  in  those  very  expressive  figures,  admi- 
rable.' A  poem  on  the  same  subject,  displaying  all 
tha^  is  displayed  in  those  attitudes,  and  in  those 
features,  (for  foces  they  can  hardly  be  called)  would 
be  most  exceQent  The  afiSnity  of  the  two  arts, 
yh.  verse  apd  peinting,  has  been  obsftnod ;  possi- 
bly the  happiest  iDuatratioa^f  it  would  be  found, 
if  some  poet  wookl  ally  .himself  to  soi^e  draughts- 
man, as  Bunbury,  and  undertake  to  write  every 
thing  he  shoulfl  draw.  Then  let  a  muadt^p  be 
admitted  o^  the  party.  He  should  compose  the 
.teid  poem,  adapting  notes  to  it  exactly  accommo- 
dated to  the  theme ;  so  should  tiie  sister  arts  be 
proved  to  be  indeed  sisters,  and  the  world  die  of 
langhiog.  W.  C. 


which  you  fiiriiish  the  oiscasbn  %  Wi^ite  I  beseech 
you,  and  do  not  forget  that  f  ton  now  a  battered 
actor  upon  this  turbulei^t  stage}  that  what  Uttte 
vigour  of  pomd  I  evet  Jiad,  of  the'self-supporting 
kind  I  mean,  has  long  since  been  broken ;  and  that 
though  I  can  be^r  notlfing  well,  yet  any  thing  bet- 
ter IhaA  a  stSite  6£  ignorance  concerning  your  wel- 
fare. Hiave  spent  hours  in  the  night  leaning  up- 
on my  elbow  and  wondering  what  your  mlenco 
means.  I  entfeat  you  (Aice  n^ore  to  put  an  end  to 
these  speculations,  ^hich  Cost  me  more  animal  spi- 
rits than  I  can  spare ;  if  you  can  not  without  gteat 
trouble  to  yoursel!^  which  i^  your  situation  may 
very  possibly  ))e  the  case,  ^ntrive  opportuni^es  of 
writing  so  firequently  as  usq^,  only  say  it,  and  I 
am  content.  I  will  wait,  if  you  desire  it,  as  long 
for  every  letter,  but  then  let  them  arrive  at  the  pe- 
riod once  fixed,  exactly  at  the  time,  for  my  patience 
wili  not  hold  out  ai;!  hour  beyond  it.        y/".  C 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

.  .  The  Lodge,  Feb.  1, 1788. 
PiRDON  oe,  my  dearest  cousin,  the  mournful ' 
ditty  that  I  sent  you  ]figt.  I'here  are  times  when 
I  see  every  thin^  through  a  medium  that  distress- 
es me  to  an  insupportable  degree,  and  that  letter 
was  written  in  one  of  them.  A  fog  tliat  had  for 
three  days  obliterated  idl  the  beauties  of  Weston, 
aiid  a  north-east  wind,  might  possibly  contribute 
^hot  a  little  to  the  melancholy  that  indited  it.  But 
my  mind  is  now  easy,  your  letter  has  made  it  so, 
and  I  feel  myself  aa  bUUie  as  a  bird  in  comparison. 
i  love  you,  my  cousin,  and  can  not  suspect,  either 
with  or  without  Cause,  the  least  evil  in  which  you 
may  be  concerned,  without  being  grekUy  troubled! 
Oh  trouble  I  the  portion  of  aH  mortals—but  mine 
in<partijcular.  Would  I  had  never  known  thee,  oi 
cou^d  bid  thee  farewell  for  ever ;  for  I  mept  thee  at 
every  turO)  my  pillows  are  stufi*^  with  thee,  my 


MY  DEAREST  COUSIN,  The  LodgCy  Jan,  90,1788. 
.    It  is  a  fortnight  sinoe  1  heard  from  you,  that  is 

to  say,  a  week  longer  than  yon  have  accustomed  ^  very  roses  smell  ef  thee,  aod  even  my  cousin,  who 
me  to  wait  for  a  letter. '  I  do  not  forget  tha(  you  would  cure  me  of  all  trouble  if  she  couldj  is  some- 
have  recommended  it  to  me,  on  occasions  somewhat  times  innocently  the  c^use  of  trouble  to  me.* . 
similar,  to  banish  all  anxiety,  and  to  ascnbe  your  <     I  now  see  the  unreasonableness  of  my  late  trou- 
dlenoeonly  to  the  interraptions  of  company.  Qood  Ue,  and  would,  if  I  could  trust  myself  so  fbr.  prrv. 
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mifle  never  again  td  trouble  either  myielf  or  you  in 
the  same  manner,  unless  warranted  l^y'some  more 
substantial  ground  of  apprehension. 

What  I  stdd  concerning  Btomer,  my  dear,  was 
spoken,  or  rather  written,  merely  under  the  mflu- 
ence  of  a  ceitain  jocularity,  that  I  felt  at  that  i 
ment.  I  am  in  reality  so  &r  from  thinking  myself 
an  ass,  and  my  translation  a  sand-cart,  that  Vra- 
ther  seem,  in  my  own  account  of  the  matter)  one 
of  those  flaming  steeds  harnessed  to  the  chariot  of 
ApoUo,  of  which  we  read  in  the  works  of  the  an- 
cients. I  have  lately,  I  know  not  how,  acquired  a 
ee'rtain  superiority  to  myself  in  this  bunness,  and 
in  this  last  revisal  have  elevated  the  expression  to 
a  degree  far' surpassing  its  /ormer  boast.  A  few 
evenings  since  1  had  an  opportunity  to  try  how  far 
I  might  venture  to  expect  such  success  of  my  Isr 
hours  as  can  alone  repay  them,  by  reading  the  first 
book  of  my  Iliad  to  a  friend'  of  ours.  "Bie  dined 
with  you  once  -at  Olney .  '  His  nanie  is  Greatheed, 
a  man  of  letters  and  of  taste.  *  He  dined  witti  u^ 
and  the  evening  pipving  dark  and  dirty,  we  por-^ 
suaded  hiin  to  tak^  a  bed.  I  entertained  him  as 
I  tell  you.  He  hea:^  me  with  great  attention,  and 
with  evident  symptom^  6f  the  highest  satisfaotion, 
whi(^,  when  I  had  finUhisd  the  exhibition,  he  put 
out. of  all  doubt  by  expressions  which  I  can  i^tit 
repeat.  Only  (his  he  said  16  Mrs.  Unwin  while 
I  was  in  another  toom,  that  he  had  never  entered 
into  the  spirit  of  Homer  before,  nor  had  any  thing 
like  a  due  conception  of  his  manner.  This  Ihave 
said,  knowing  that  it^will  please  you,  and  will  now 
say  no  more. 

Adieu !  my  dear,  wiH  you  never  speak  of  coming 
to  W^ton  morel  W.  C 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESO. 
iJKAR  SIR,  The  Lodge,  Feh.  14, 1788. 

TirouoH  it  be  long  auioe  I  received  your  last,  I 
httve  not  yet  forgotten  the  impression  it  made  upon 
me,  nor  how  sensibly  I  felt  myself  obliged  ))y  your 
unreserved  and  friendly  ciMnmunications.  I  wiU 
not  apologize  for  my  silence  in  the  interim,  be^ 
cause,  apprised  as  you  are  of  my  present  occupa- 
tion, the  excuse  (hat  I  might  allege  will  present 
itself  to  you  of  course,  and  to  dilute  upon  it  would 
th«refbre  be  waste  of  paper. 

You  are  in  poeseasbn  of  the  best  security  ima- 
ginable  for  (he  due  improvement  of  your  time, 
which  is  a  just  i^ense  of  its  value.  Had  I  been, 
when  at  your  age,  as  much  affected  by  that  im- 
}tortant  consideration  as  I  am  at  present,  I  should 
not  have  devoted,  as  1  did,  all  the  earliest  parts  of 
my  life  to  amusement  only.  I  am  now  in  the  pre- 
iftcament  into/which  the  thbughtlessness  of  youth 
iiettays  nine-tenths  of  mankind,  who  never  disco- 
*ier  that  the  health  and  good  spirits,  which  gene- 
rsi^y  n^ompany  it,  are  in  reality  blessings  only 


according  to  the  use  we  make  of  them,  ti|l  ad- 
vanced yean  begin  to  threaten  th^n  with  the  losi 
of  both.  How  much  wiser  would  thousands  havo 
been,  than  noW  they  ever  will  be,  had  a  pony  con- 
stitution, ot  some  oocajaona]^  infirmity,  constrained 
them  to  devote  those  hours  to  stndy  and  reflection, 
which  for  want  of  some  such  check  they  have  givea 
entirely  to  dissipation  I  I,  therefore,  aocoivit  <yoa 
happy,  wh6,  Toung  as  you  are,  need  not^  be  in- 
formed that  you  can  bot  always  be  so;  and  who 
already  know  that  the  mstmals,  upon  which  age 
can  alone  build  its  comfort,  Aould  be  brought  to- 
gether at  an  «arl]er  period.  You  liave  indeed,  in 
losing  a  father,'lost  a  friend,  but  you  haVe  not  lost 
his  instructioni.  •  His  example  4ras  not  buried 
with  him,  but  ,h|ip^^  fat  you  (happi^  bebause 
you  are  desirous  to  avail,  yourself  of  it)  stiD  lives 
ii^  your  remembrance,  aixd  is  dierished  in  youi* 
best  aflfections. 

Your  iast  letter  wfus.  dated  finom  the  houas  of  a 
gentleman,  who  was,  I  belley^  my  schooUeDotw. 
For  the  Mr.  t?  .  ,♦  Who  lived  at  Watfoid, 
while  \  had  any  connexion  with  Hertfordshire,, 
must  have  been  |he  fiitber  of  the  present,  and  ao- 
cording  to  his  age,  and  the  state  of  his-  health, 
when  I  saw  him  last,  must  hav6  been  lon^  dead.  I 
never  was  acquainted  wilh  the  &mOy  farther  than 
by  report,  which  always  spoke  honourably  of  them, 
though  in  all  my  joumeyBto  and  finoip  iny  father's 
I  must  have  pafesed  the  dopr.  The  circumstance 
however  reminds  me  of  thlb  beautifiil  reflection  of 
Glaticus  in  -^he  sixth  lUad;  'beautiful  as  well  foi 
the  aflfecting  nature  of  the  observation,  as  for  the 
justnjBss  of  the  comparison,  and  the  incomparable 
simplicity  of  the  expression.  I  feel  that'  J  shall 
not  be  satisfied  without*  transcribing  it,  and  yet 
perhaps  my  Grieek  ipay  be'  difficult  to  decipher. 

Om  wt^  ^MMf  T^m^.  tvith  mm  «W^. 

Excuse  this  piece  of  pedantry  in  a  maft  whoae 
Homer  is  always  before  him  1  What  would  I  give 
that  he  were  living  how,  and  within  my  reacK!  I, 
of  all  n^cn  Uving,  have  the  best  excuse  for  indulg- 
ing such  a  wish,  unreasonable  as  it  may  seem,  for 
I  have  no  doubt  that  the  fire  of  his  eye,  and  the 
smile  of  his  lips,  wdbld  put  me  now  and  thien  fai 
possession  of  his  fiiU  meaning  more  eflfoetually  than 
any  commentator  I  return  you  many  (hanks  for 
the  elegies  which  you  sent  me«  both  which  I  think 
deserving  of  much  commendation.  I  should  re* 
quite  fou  but  Ul  by  s^ndiujg  you  my  mortuaiy 
verses,  neither  at  present  cah  1  prevail  on  myself 
to  do  it,'  having  no  frank,  and  being  consdous  that 
they  are  not  worth  carriage  without  one.  I  have 
one  copy  leAf,  and  that  .copy  I  will  keep  for  yoa 

W.C 
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to  LADYHESKETH. 


The  Lo<ige,F^.  1^1188.. 

I  HAVE  now  threes  leUeii  of  youis,  my  d^are«t 
GOii^,  hefdte  ipe^'all  written  in  the  'space  of  n 
week,  and  must  be  indeed  y^Qpible  of  Jundneae, 
di4  I  not  feci  yQ,ur8'on  this  occasion.  I  can  n^ 
describe  to  you,'  neither  could  you  comprehend  it 
.if  I  shotildf  the  manner  in  which  my  mind  is  ^me- 
times  impressed  with  melancholy  on^pa^nlar 
cobjects.  Your  late  silence  was  such.  a. subject. 
I  heard,  saw,  and  felt,  a  thousand  terrible  things, 
which  bad  no  jeal  existence,  and  was  haunted  by 
them  night  and  day,  till  tbey  at  last  extorted  from 
me  the  dojefii]]  epistle,  which  I  have  jdnoe  wished 
had  been  burned  before  I  sent  it.  But  the  cloud 
was  passed,  and  as  far  as  you  are  coocemed,  my 
heart  h  ^nce  more  at  rest 

Befb^  ypu  gave  me  the  hmt,  X  had  once  or 
twice,  as  I  lay  on  iny  bed,  watciiiog  the  break  of 
day,  raminated  on  the  subject  which,, ^  your  iMt 
but  one,  you  recommended  tame.  j    •  i/^ 

Savory,  or  a.  release  from  slavery,  such  as  th4     .      J^ 
poor  negroes  have  endured,  or-  perhaps  both  thesd  <\)#n 
topics  together,  appeared  'to  me  a  theme  so  impor^  ^ 

tant  at  the  present  juncture,  and  ai  the  same  tinw 
so  susceptible  of  poetical  inanagement,.that  I  more 
than  once  perceived  mysejtf  tefdj  tb  start  in  that 
career,  could  I  hav^  allowed  myself  to  desert  Ho- 
mer for  so  k>ng  a  time  a^  it  Would  have  cost  me  to 
do  them  justice. 

While  1  was  pondering  tl^ese.  thii^,  the  public 
prints  informed  -me  -that  Miss  More  was  on  the 
point  of  pulUication,  having  actually  finishe4^what 
I  had  bat  yet  begun. 

The  sight  of  her  advertisement  convinced  me 
that  my  best  course  would  be  that  to  which  I  felt 
myiself  most  inctmed,  to  persevere,  without  turn- 
ing aside  to  attend  to  any  other  call,  however  al- 
kiring,  in  the  busviess  1  have  in  hand. 

It  occurred  to  me  likewise,  that  I  have  already 
horhe  my  testimony  in  favourt)f  my  black  brethren ; 
and  that  I  was  one  of  the  earUebt,  if  not  the  first, 
of  those  who  have  in  the  present  day  expressed 
their  detestation  of  the  diabolical  tra&c  in  ques- 
tion. •  .    -  / 

Oil  afl  these  accounts  I  judged  it  best  to  be  si- 
lent, and  especiallr  because  I  can  not^oubt  that 
some  effectual  measure  will  now  betaken  to  alle- 
viato  the  miseries  of  their  condition,  the  whole  na- 
tion being  in  possession  of  the  case,  and.it  being 
impossible  also  to  allege  an  argument  in- behalf  of 
man-merchandize,  that  can  deserve  a  he&ring.  I 
shall  be  glad  to  see  tlannah  Mole's  poein;'8h/e  is 
a&vdurito  writer  with  me,  and  has  more  nerve 
and  energy  both  in  her  thoughts  and  language 
than  half  the  he-rhymers  in  th6  kingdom.  The 
Thouirhts  on  the  Manners  of 'the  Great  will  like- 


wise be.most  acc^tahle.  J[  want  to  leam  as  mnch 
of  the  world  as  I  can,  but  to  acquire  that  leaxning 
at  a  di^ance,  and  a  book  with  such  a  title  pro- 
Qlises  fisLir  .to  serve  the  purpose  effectually- 

I  recommend  it  to  you,  my  dear,  by  all  means 
to  ehtfarace  ^e  fidreccanon,  and  to  put  yourself 
in  the  way  of  being  sqjfeeaed  apd  incommoded  a 
few  hours,  for  the  ^e  of  heoing  and  seeing  what 
you  will  pever  have  an.  opportunity  to  see  and 
heai^exeailer,  the  trial  of  a  man  who  has 
greater,  and  more  feared  thw  the  great  Mo| 
himself.  'Whatever  we  «re  at  home,  we  certainly 
have  been  tyrants  in  the&ast ;  and  if  these  i 
have,  as  they  are  charged,  rioted  in  the  i 
'of  the  innocent,  a^d  dealt  death  to  the  {^ 
with  m  unsparing  hand,  may  they  ](eceive  a  re- 
tribution that  i^l  in  future  make  all  govemoili 
and  judges  of  ours,  in  those  distant  regions,  tiemi, 
ble.  'While  I  speak  thus,  I  eqa^Iy  wish  tl^em  ac- 
quitted. They  were*  ho^h  my  /choolfellows, .  and 
for  Bastings- 1  W  a  particuhur.  value.    FaveweU. 

W.jC. 


TO  LADY  HESKE'^^H. 


I  z>o  not  wonder,  that*  your  ean  and  feolipgs^ 
were  hurt  by  Mi^  BudEe's. severe  invedivte.  But 
yoii  are  to  know,  my  dear,  or  probaUyyou  know 
it  already,  that  the  prosecution  of  phbUc  delin- 
quents has  always,  and  in  all  countries,  been  thus 
conducted.  The  style  of  a  criminal  charge  of  this 
kind'  has  been  an  affair  settled  among  orators  from 
the  daysof  TuUy  to  the  present,  and  like  allotiier 
^  practices  that  hav^  obtained  for  ages,  this  in 
particular  se^ms  to  have  been  founded  originally 
inreason,andinthenece8si^<^thecase.  , 

Ht^who  accuses  another  to  the  etate,  must  not 
ilppear  hims^  unmoved  by  the  view  of  crimes 
with  ^^ch  he  charges  him,  M  he  should  be  eua- 
pected  of  fiction,  or  of  prec^ntancy^  or  of  a  coi»- 
sciousness  that  after  all  he  shall  not  l)e  able  to 
prote  hie  allegations. .  Oh  the  contrary,  in  <nder 
to  impress  the  minds  of  his  beams  with  a  persua- 
sion that  he  hiinself  at  feast  is  convinced  of  the 
criminality  of  the  prisoner,  he  must  be-'veheoMnt, 
energetio^  fapid ;  must  call  him  tyrant  and  traitor, 
and  every  thing  else  that  is  odious;  nuid  all  this  to 
'his.  face- because  all  this,  bad  as  it  is,  is  no  morp 
than  he  undertakes  to  prove  in  the  sequel;  and*  if 
he  can  not  prove  it  he  inust.hintfelf  appear  in  a 
light  little  more  desirabte,  and  at  th^  best  to  have 
trifled  with  'tde  tribunal  to  whidh-he  has  sum 
moned  him.  "  '  . 

'  l^hus  Tully,  in  the  very  first  instance  of  his 
oration  against  Catiline,  calls  him  a  monsCer;  a 
manner  of  address  in  which  he  pendtted  tiU  juua 
monster,  unable  to  support  tb*»  ^jry  of  bis  -tccn  ^ 
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wr*!  eloquenea*  any  loiiget,  ipM  ftmn  hii  feaft^  d- 
bowed  for  himKlf  a  puMge  throogh  the  crowd, 
'and  at  last  burst  from  tbe  senate  hous^  in  an 
agony,  as  if  the  fuAes'tAkOnselTes  had  followed' 
him. 

And  now,  my  dear  j  though  I  ha^  thus  spoken, 
and  have  seemed  to  plead  the  «ause  of  tiiat-spe- 
cies  lof  eloquence  which  you,  and  every  crtfa^ufe 
who  has  your  sentiments  must,  necessarily  dkhkoj 
perhaps  I  em  not  altogether  convinced  ti  its  pro- 
priety. Perhaps,  at  the  bottom,  I  am  much  more 
of  opinion  that  if  the  charge,  unaccompanied  by 
any  inflammatory  matter,  and  simply  detailed,  be- 
ing ohoe 'delivered  into  the  court,  and  read  aloud 
the  witnesses  were  inuriediately  ez&nin^  ajul 

"  sentence  pronounced  according  to  the  evidence; 
not  only  the  prooeas  would  be  shortened,  mOch 
time  and  mudi  expense  saved,  but  justice  woul^ 
have' at  leastas  fair  play  as.now  shd  has.  •Preju- 
dice' is  of  no  use  in  weighing  the  question — guilty 
or  not  giiilty-^and  the  principal  aim,  end,  and 
efiet  of  such  .introductory  harangues  is  to  create 
as  much  prejudice  as  possible.  yThen  you  and  I 
therefore  shall  have  the  sole  management  of  such 
a.  business  entrust^  to  us,  we  will  order  it  other- 
wise. 
•  I  was  glad'to  learn  from  the  papers  that  our 

( cousin  Henry^shone  W  he  did  inreadingthe  diaige. 
This  must  have  j^iven  much  pleasure  to  the  Gen- 
eral Thy  ever  afieclionate,  W.  C. 


TO  L4.DY  HESKETH. 

^  TTie  Lodge,  March  3)  1788. 

One  day  last  week,  Mra.  Un^dn  and  I,  having 
taken  our  morning  sralkj  and  retoming  home#ard 
through  the  wilderness,  met  the  ThrockmoHona. 
A  minute  after  we  had  met  theov  we.haasd  the 
cty  of  hounds  at  mt  great  distance,  and  mountingi 
the  broad  stunap  <^  an  elm,  which  had  been  felled, 
and  by  .the  aid  of  which'  we  were  enabled  to  kxtk 
over. the'  wall,  we  saw  them.  They  were  all  at 
that  time  in  .our  orchard  \  presently  we  heard  a 
terrier  belonging,  to  Mra.  Throckmortoni  whidh 
you'may  remember  by  the  name  of  Fuiy,  .yelping 
with  Ynuch  vehemence,  and  saw  her  running 
through  the  thickets  within  a  few  yards  of  us  at 
her  utmost  speed,  as  .if  in  pursuit  of  something 
which  we  doubted  not  was  the  £ox» .  Before  we 
could  reash  the  other  end  of  .the  wilderness,  the 
hounds  entered  also;  and  when  we  arrived  at  the 
gate  which  opens  into  the  gn^ire,  there  we  -found 
(he  whole  weary  cavidcade  assembled.  Tbehnnts^ 
man  dismounting  begged  leave  to  follow  his  hoimds 
on  foot,  for  he  .was  sure,  he  said,  that  they  had 
'tilled  him.x  A  conclusion  which  I  sujgpose  hti 
drew  from  their  'profound  silence.  He  was  ao-  < 
r<4diiigly  admitted,  and  with.a  sagacity  that  would 


not  h4^  dishonqnnd  tlw  best  hotmdlnthe  wvMld, 
panning  precisely  this  same  tiadk  which  tbs  fox 
and  the  dogs  had  taken,  though  he  had  never  had 
a  gfimpseofeither  after  their  first  entrance  thiDii|^ 
the  rails,  arrived  where  he  found  the  alaughtereS 
prey.  He  soon  produced  dead  ^xeynaid,^  and  re- 
jcmedvat  in  the  grove  with  all  his  dogs  about  him. 
Having  an  opportunity  to  see-a  eeremony,.  whidi 
I  was  pretty  Surer  would  never  £dl  in  my  way  again, 
I  detemuned  to  stay,  and  to  nofaoe  all  that  passed 
with  the  most  minute  attention.  Ths  hnntflnsb 
having,  by  the  aid  of  a  pitchfoik,  lodged  Kynaid 
Ob  the  arm  of  an  ehn,  at  the  height  of  about  nine 
feet  from  (he  ground,  there  left  hkn  for  a  oonsid- 
etabte  lime.  The  gentlemen  sat  on  their  harscs 
contemplating  the  fox,  for  wUch  they  had  toiled  so 
hard;  and  the  hounds  aasraibled  at  the  foot  of  the 
tree,  with  foces  not  kte  fexprcsrive  of  the  most  ra- 
tional delight,  contemplated  the  sKmeolject.  The 
huntomi^  remountsd-;  cut  off  a  foot  ind  threvr  it 
to  the.  bounds — onie  of  them  swallowed  it  whole 
like  a  hchaa.  He  then  once'  more  alighfi^,  and 
drawing^down  the  fox  by  the  hinder  legs,  desired 
the  pe^»le,  who  vrere*  by  this  time  rather  numer- 
ous, to  open  a  lane  for  him  to  theVight  and  left. 
He  was  instantly  obeyed,  when  thiowing.  the  fox 
to  the  distance  of  some  yards,  and  screaming  like 
a  fiend,  '*tear  hun  ta)neoes"— at  le^st  six  times 
)repeat^y,  he  consigned  him  over  absolutely  to 
the  pack,  who  in  a  fow  minutes  devGiured  him  com- 
.p|etely>  Thus,  my  dear,  as  Viigil  says,  what  none 
of  the  gods  could  have  ventured  to  promise  m^ 
time  itself,  pursuing1$s  apcuatomed  course,  has  of 
its  Qwn  accord  presented  |de  with.  I  have -been 
in  at  the  death  ,of  a  fox,  and  you  no^.  know  as 
much  of  the  matter  aa  I,  who  am  as  well  infonned 
as  any  sportsman  in  England. 

.      '  Yodn,  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

The  Lodgtf  March  13,  1788. 

Slav£RT,  and.the  Manners  of  the  Qmat,  I'  have 
readl  The  former  I  admired,  as  I  do  all  that  Miss 
More  writes,  as  well  for  .energy,  of  expresopn,  aft 
for  the  tendency  of  the  design.  I  have  never  yet 
seen  any  production  of  her  pen,  that  has  not  re- 
commended itself  By*  both  thaw  qualifications. 
Thran  is  likewise  much  good  sense  in  her  manner 
of  treating  every  subject,  and  no  mere  poetic  cant 
(which  is  the  thing  tluit  I  ahbor^)  in  her  manner 
of  treating  any.  Andthi^I  say,  not  because  you 
now  know  and  visit  her,  but  it  has  long  been -my 
opinion  of  her  works,  which  I  have  both  spoken 
^d  written,,  as  often  as  I  have  had  occasion  to 
mention  them' 

Mr.  Wilberforce's  little  book  (if  he  was  the  au- 
thor-of  it)  has  Also  charmed  nie.    It  must,  I  should 
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infagiDO)  engage  the  nqftioe  of  thooQ  to  whom  it  k|.tiiiiity.dKAdd 

addieMcd.    In  that  case  one  may  say  to  them,  joBi  I  flh^ll  be 

ei^Mr  axiswerit^orbeeetdownhyit    They^wiQ 

d>  neithex.    They  wUl  appEove,  coimnend,  andibr* 

get  it.    Stich  baa  ixsen  theiate  of  aO  exhortations 

to  xefiirm,  whether  in  Tene  otpjioae/and  howeter, 

closely  pieaaed  upon  the  coii«;ience,  inafl  ages. 

Here  and  there  ahaj^y  imfividosl,  to  whom  God 

gives  grace  and  wie^om  to  profithyihe  admonitien, 

isihe  better  fat  it    But  the  aggregate  body  (as 

Gilbert  Cooper  used  to  calt  the  multitude)  remsin, 

•though  With  a  very  good  undanlanding  of  the 

matter,  like  horacwand  mule  thai  have  none. 

We  shall  now  soon  lose  our  neighbouiy  at  the 
HalL  We  shall,  tridy  miss/them^  and^  long  fyr 
Hieir  return.  Mr.  Throckmorton  said  to  me  last 
oight,  with  sparkling  eyes,  and  a  face  expiesBOte 
Of  the  lughest-pleasure— ".  We  compared  you  this 
mormng  with  Popr;  we  read  your  ibi^irth  Ihad, 
and-  his,  .and  I  yexily  think  We  ^lall  beat  ^nnt 
He.'has  mioiy' superfluous  linfes,  and  does  net  in- 
terest one.  When  I  .read  your  translation,  I  am 
deeply  afiected.  I  see  plainly  your  advantage,  an^ 
am  convinced  that  Pope  spoiled  all  by.  Attempting 
the  work  in  rhyme."  His  brother  George,  who  is 
my  meet  active  amanuensis,  and  who  .indeed  first 
introduced  the  subject,  seconded  all  he  said.  More 
would  tokVe  passed,  but  Mrs.  Throckmorton  haev- 
ing  seated  herself  at  thie  haipsichord^  and  for  jny 
amusement  merely,  my  attendoOr  was  of  course 
turned  to  heir.  The  new  ^vicar  -of  Olney  is  ar-. 
rived,  and  we  havei  exchanged  visits.  He  is  a 
plain,  sensible  man,  and  pleases  me"  much.  A 
.  trcMuie  for  Olney,  if  Olney-can  uncferstand  his 
value.  W.C 


■V. 


TO  GENERAL  COWPER. 

MY  DEAR  GENERAL,     -  Wcston,  1788. 

'.  A  LETTER  is  net  plmoant  which  excites  curiosi- 
ty, but  does  not  gratify  it  Such  a  letter  was  my 
last,  the  defecto  of  which  I  therefore  take  the^flrst 
opportunity  to  supply.  When  the  condition  of  our 
negroes  in.the-islaods  was  first  presented  to  me  as 
a  subject  for  songs,  I  felt  myself  not  at  all  allured 
to  the  undertaking:  it  seemed  to  offer  only  images 
of  horror,  which  could  by  no-means  be  Sjccomn^o- 


dated  to  the  style  of  that  sort  of  composition.  But 

.having  a'  dedire.to  comply,  if  posnble,  with  the  re-lner,  jm  is  not  to  be  attaMied  by  mere  cursory  read- 


quest  made  to  me,  .after  turning  the  matter  in  my 
Blind  as  many  ways  as. I  could,  I  at  last,  as  I  told 
you,  produced  three,  and  that  which  appecoBllo 
mysdf  the  best  of  these  three,  I  have  sent  you.  Of 
the  other  two,  one  is  serious;- in  a  strain  of  thought 
perhaps  rather  too  seitous,.  and  I  cpuld  not  help 
it  Theother,  of  whicdi  the  slave-tradfer  is  himself 
the  subject,  is  somewhkt  ludicrous.  If  I  could 
think  them  worth  your  seeing,  I  would,  as  oppor- 


sendAema]s%  If  thifanfttt^s 
♦  "  W.C. 


TO  THE  REV*  WALTER  BAGOT. 

MT  DEAR  FRiEMO,  Mordi  I9y  1788. 

The  spring  i^  come,  but  not  1  suppose  tluA 
8|ning  wl^bh  our  poets  have  qdebrated..  So  |* 
judge  at  leastlyy  theexliems  severity  of  the  seat 
sunless  skies^  and  fireezing  lilastS)  su^i^Ming  all 
that  we  expenenoed  in  the  depth  of  winter.  How 
do  you'dii^ase  of  yoinself  in  tlus  howling  month 
ofMarch^  As  for  me,  I  walk  daily,  be  the  w 
ther  what  it  may/ take  bail:,  and  write  verses. 
By  the  aid  of  such  means  as.  these,  I  combat  the 
north-^duit  wind  with  some  measure  of  sodcees,  and 
IooIl  forward,  with  the  hoge  ol  enjoying  it,'to  the! 
warmth  of  smnmer.  | 

Have  you  seen  a  little  vdume  lately  publishfd, 
entitled  The  Manners  of  the  Greail  It  is  said  to 
have  been  written  by  Mr.  Wilberforce,  bpit  whe^ 
th^.  actuaUy  written  by  him  or  not,  is  undoubtedly 
the  wQnk  of  some  man.  Ultimately  acquaintted  with 
the  subject,  a  gentlfBnan,sjid«  man  of  liters.  If- 
it  makes  the  impression  on.  thosfe  to  whom  it  is 
addressed,  that  may  be  in  some  degree  expected 
firom  his  argument^  and  firam  his  manner-,of  press- ' 
ing  them,  it  will  be  well  But  you  and  I  have  lived 
long  enough  in  the  world  to  know  that  the  hope 
of  a  general  re^onnation  in  any  class  of  meb.  what- 
ever, or  of  women  dth^,  may  easily,  be  too  saiH 
guine. 

I  have  now^given  the  last  levisBl  to  as  much . 
of  my  translation  as  was  ready  (or  it,  and  do  .not 
know,  that  I  'shall  bestow  anodier  single  stroke 
of  my  pen  sn  that  part  of  it  before  1  send  it  to  the 
press.  My  businciss  at  present  >  with  the  siz' 
teenth  book,  inwhkh  I  have  made  some  pitogresS, 
but  have  9^  yet  actually  sent  forth  Patroeles  to 
the  battle.  My  first  translation  lies  always  befoise 
me;  Un^'by  line  I  examine  it  as  I  pmcfed,  and  line 
by  line  reject  it  I  do  not  however  hold  mysielf 
altogether  indebted  to  my  critics  Sar  the  better 
judgment,  that  I  seem  to  exerdsiB  in  this  matter 
now  than  isk  the  first  instance.'  By  long  study 
of  him,  1  am  in  fact  become  much  more  familiar 
with  Homer  than  at  i^y  time  heretofore;  and 
have-  possessed  mysdf  of  such  a  taste  of  his  mail- 


ing for  amusement  fiut,  alas!  'tis  after  all  a 
mortifying  ooneideratian  that  the  majority  of  m^ 
judgles  hereafter  will  bono  jodgesof  this.  Grtscum 
esi,  non  potest'  Ikgi^p^tk  motto  that  would  suit 
nine  in  ten  of  those  who  will  give  themselves  ava 
abojit  it,  and  pretend  to  like  or  todislike.  No  mai- 


*  The  Mgmli^  IhieBm  (pas  FDomS)  aeeompanled  this  %m 
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wAA^pieaMiyoUjUid  am  iiM  tfait  I  lisf* 
it    AdieuJ.  my  good<&ltaid, 

Ewr  afifcdSonaitfllj  yom,  W.  C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  E^QL 

MT  DBi«  FRIEND,  fTMCOfl,  JMbflok  99,  IW. 

1  BBjeicBthiit  jonhaieio  wKioi— ftiilypiribini 
ed  to  long  a  Joumej  ^nfehonl  the  nd  of  boofr  or 
wbeeb.  I  do  not  knoir  that  a  jonmej  on  fiiot 
•zpoMiaman  to  moie  diiaoleii  ^lan aourufe 
or  a  hone;  peibapeit  mayhethe  eailr  vpayof  ti»- 


wloBh 


hupeUi^WBflf  ttl'< 
only  to  be  nolioad.' 

If  yotthearbaUadsrat^fcitheitiMiea  the 
faaiddii|«  of  the  negioas  l&thB«danik,th0y  no 
It  mnit  be  an  iinnbur  16  any  nMm 
te  have  ^-vcn  aalRike to fbat  diain^  hoii«ii«rfee> 
ble.  Iftarfaowofer  that  the  attempt  wfflfriL  The 
tidufi  whioh  bswe  lately  leached  ma  from  Lob- 
don  <)i«Mieining  it,  aie  jiot  the  moal  enoonnging. 
While  the  mattv  a^pt,  or  waa  b«t  aiightly  ad- 
voted  lo,  th»  Eng&h  only  had  thdr  ahaie  of 
ahame inoonmon with odier naMoni  on  aoocpont 
of  It  BntanoeithaabflBnoanYaeMdandoeaicli- 
ed  IK>  the  botkay,  anoe  the  fmblic  attention  faaa 

^  been  riveted  tn  the  hoirifala  echeme,  we  can  no 

veling,  bat  the  novelty  of  it  impiemed  jie  wtthjlan««  P>«^  «*«  t^'w  did  not- know  it,  ot 


aome  anxiety  on  yoor- aeeoaqt 


It 


ahnoflt  ineiedble  to  mjatlf,  that  my  poor  cafthea  the  lednw  to  which  they  had  eo 


oom^Mmy  aboold  be  at  all  deriraUelo  yon,  or  to 
any  man.  I  knowaoJitdeof  tbewdild  aaitgoea 
at  pioaent,  and  labour  geneialiy  uid«  aoeh  a  de- 
prcano;!  of  apirita,  eapedally  at  thoae 
I  eoold  wiah  to  be  moat  bheeffiil,  that  ay  own 
ahare  in  evaiy  oonvenation'appeam  to  ma  to  be 
the  moit  inaipid  thing  imaginsbia  Bat  yoQ  aay 
yon  found  it  othenHae,  and  I  wiD  not  lor  my  c^n 
aake  doabt  yoi£ir  tineerity,  de  gxuHbut  noneti 
disputandum,  and  rince  aoch  ia  yoora,  I  diall 
leave  yon  in  qniet  poaaearion  ofit,  wiitung  indeed 
both  ita  continaano6  and  incieaae.  Iihall  not  find 
a  properef  plaee  in  which  io  aay,  accept  of  Ma. 
Unwind  aeknowkdgmento,  aa  well  aa  mine,  ibr 
the  kindnem  of  yonr  expieiriona  on  thia  aubjeol, 
and  be  aanned  of  an  ondunrabiing  weloonie  at 
aU-tfanea,  when  it  diall  aoit  yoa  to  give  na  your 
company  at  Weifton.  |bitoher,a|ie]aoiieofthe 
ainoereat  of  thehomon  raee,  and  if  ah*  leorivea 
yoa  with  the  appeaianee  of  pleaaaie,  it  ia  beeanaa 
ahe  fceb  it.  Her  behavkyor  on  \meh  oecadona  ia 
iHth  ber  an  afiair  of  conadenoe,  and  ahe  daiea  no 
mora  look  a  fidaehoed  than  utter  one. 

It  ia  ahnoat  time  to  teU  yoa  that  I  have  leoeived 
the  booka'  aaie,  they  have  not  aoflbied  the  leaat 
detriment  by  the  wi^,  and  I  am  modi  obliged  to 
you  ibr  them.  If  mytranalation  abonld  be  a  fitUe 
delayed  in  conaequenoe  ef  tUa  fiivoar  of  yoois, 
yoa  moat  take  the  blame  on  youndf.  It  ia  fanpoa- 
rible  not  to  read  flie  notea  of  a  oommentotor  ao 
learned,  ao  jadkfeaa,  and  of  ao  line  a  taate  aa  Dr, 
Cylarke,  haying  him  at  one'a  elbow.  Tfaoogh  he 
has  been  but  a  few  hours  under  my  roof,  I  have 
alteady  peeped  at  him,  and  find  that  he  will  be 
tnafar  omhium  to  nie.  They  are  each  notea  ex- 
actly B8  1  wanted.  A  translator  of  Homer  ahould 
ttvbr  have  somebody  at  hand  to.  aay,  "that'a  a 
beauty  "  lest  he  should  slomber  wHere  hia  author 
does  not;  not  only -depredating,  by  aoch  inadver- 
tepoy«  the  Work  of  hia  original,  .but  depriving  per- 


^  not  think  of  it^    Wo  be  to  ua  If  we  xefiiae  the 


dear  a  right,  and  prove  ooiadvea  in  -the  sight  of 
Qod  and  man  indiffennt  to  all  conddeiationa  bot 
thoaaofgainl  Adieu.    W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

The  Lodge,  JVordkSl,  1788. 

MT  DlinBST  CQUNV, 

MRa.  THnocKMOETON  has  pnmiiaed  to  vhrito  to 
me;  I  beg  that  aa  often  aa  you  shall  see  her  you 
will  give  her  a  amait  pinch,  an,d  aay,  "  Have  you 
written  to  my  couahil  I  build  aH  my  hopea  of  her 
performance  on  this  cpqiedient,  andLibr  ao  doing 
these  my  letters,  not  patent,  ahaJI  be  your  sufficient 
warrant  You  are  thua  to  give  her  the  quMtion 
tUl  ahe  ahall  anawer,  **  Yea."  I  have  written  one 
mora  aong,  and  aent  it  It  ia  called  the  Morning 
Dieam,  and  may  be  sung  to  the  tune  of  Tvreed- 
side,  or  any  other  tune  that  will  suit,  for  I  am  not 
nioe  on  tfaataubject  I  would  have  copied  it  for 
you,  had  I  ntit  almoat  filled  my  aheet  without  it, 
but  now,  my  dear,  you  must  stay  till  the  aweet 
syrens  of  London  ahall  bring  it  to  you,  or  if  that 
happy  day  ahould  never  arrive,  I  hereby  acknow- 
ledge myadf  your  debtor  to  that  aaoount  I  duB 
noV  probably  ceaae  to  aing  of  tortured  negroes,  a 
theme  which  never  pleaaed  me,  btic  which  in  the 
hope  ef  doing  them  some  11^  servioe,  I  waa  not 
unwilling  to  handle. 

If  any  thing  could  have  nJaed  Mias  More,  to.  a 
Higher  plaee  in  my  opinion  than  ahe  posseased 
before,  it  could  oi^y  be  your  information  that, 
after  ^,  ahe,  aiid  not  Mr.  Wilberforee,  is  author 
of  that  vdume.  How  comes  it  to  pass,  that  ahe, 
bdng  a  woman,  \117ites  with  a  force,  and  energy, 
and  a  correctness  hitherto  arrogated  by  the  men, 
and  not  veiy  frequently  displayed  even  by  the 
men  themselves.  AdSeu,  W.'C.' 
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TO  LADY  HBSHBXSH. 

KT  DE1IIE0T  COUHN^ 

You  ask  DDMB  ham  I.I&e  Smollett's  I$o]i  dtiix- 
otel  I  answer*  well,  perhaps  better  than  any 
body's.  Gfut  halving  no  4klll  in  the  ongina^-sotBe 
diffidence  becomes  me.  Thi^t  ifr  t6  sa^,  I  do  n^ 
know  whethiBF  I  ougfU  to  prefer  it  or  not.  Yet 
there^s  so  little  deviation  from  other  yensions  of  it 
which  I  have^een,  that  I  do  not  much  heotate^^. 
It  has  made  me  laugh  I  know  iihmoderately,  and 
ixi  such  a  case  cd  n^ffU* 

A  ^ousand  thanks,  my  dear,  for  the  new  con- 
▼ezUence  in  the  way  cf  stowage  which  you  are  so 
kind  as  to  iiltend  me.  There  is  nothing  in  which 
1  am  so  dlfefidenf  as  repositories  for  letters,  papers, 
and  litter*  of  all  sorts.  Your  last  present  ^ak  help- 
ed me  somewhat;  but  not  with  respect  to  such 
things  as  require  lock  and  key,  which  are  nume- 
rous: A  hdx  therefore  so  seciired  will  be  to  me 
an  iUTahiable  acquisittcm.  And  since  you  leave 
me  to  my  option,  what  dull  be  the  size  thereof  I 
of  comae  pre&r  a  foHo.  On  thp  badk  of  the  book- 
seenaiig  box  som6  axtist^  expert  in  those  matters, 
may  Inscribe  these  words^ 

UOuSClBllOa  €Bl|OB» 


The  English  of  which  is,  a  cdlection  of  curiosi- 
ties. A  title  which  I  prefer  tp  all  otherrf,  because 
if  I  ]iv«,  1  ,shaU  take  earn  that  the  box  shall.  ni«rit 
it,  and  beeaiaw  it  will  openle  aa  an  inoentive  to 
open  that)  wh^h  being  looked  can  not  be' opened. 
Fto.in  thisee  casea  the  gveatiBr  the  balk,  the  mose 
wil  iadisoowred'by  the  l^ganioas  contriver  of  it, 
Yia.*niy8el£ 

Tfae  Gensal  I  midenttod  by  his  last  letter  »i 
fai  town.  In  my  last  to  him,  I  told  him  newB;i 
pseribly  itwiU  give  you  pleaaora^  and  ought  lor 
that  leaMn  to  be  made  known  to  yon  as  soon  as 


passible.    Myfitiend  JElo#ie7,  whot  teld  you  has  noh  a  vopce  as  mine  at  midniight,.firain  a  garrer 


after  twenty-five  years'  silenoe  ve^Bwad  hai  cor- 
reqNmdeiice  with  me,  aad/wha  now  fives  m  Ire- 
land, ,where  ha  has  many  and  consideiable  con- 
neadons,  has  seni  to  oa  for  thirty  subser^itioii 
papers.  Rowky.is.  one  of  tba  ^Mst  benevoleoft 
and  fitiendly  -crsatons  in  the  worid,  and  ^will,  I 
dare  say ,  do  all  in  his  pof^er  to  serve  ma. 

I  am  just  recovered  from  a  virient  cold,atte|ld- 
ed  by  a  cough,  which  split  my  head  while  it  last- 
ed. 1  escqwd  these  torttDKS  all  tiie  winter,  but 
whose  constitutum,  or  what  skin,  can  possibly  be 
pnwf.  sgainst.  our  vetnal  brseaea  in  England^ 
Mine  never  were,  nor  will- be.  . 

When  people  are  intimate,  we  say  they  are  as 
great  as  two  inkle-weaven,  on  which  expreasion 
I  have  to  remark  in  the  first  place,  that  the  word 
frrtai  is  here  usedin  a  aense  which  the  conea- 
poTiding  term  has  not,  so  for  aa  I  know,  in  any 


aeeenfly,  thalinU».weafei» 
contr»Bt ' jntimafriea with  each  othei  sdonsTthan* 
otliar  people  on  pceoont  of  fteir  jnxtapoaitian  in. 
weMiB^ofinUe.  Hefi^  II  ia  that  Mr.  Orison 
and  I  eoBMlab  ^hosa  happy  Weaven  in  this  ckaa- 
Totmci  on  ooDiieadon:  W«  live  near  to  each' 
otiier,  and'whae  the  Hall  is  empty  are  .each 
othtfn^o^aBtiafoiaiieoaa  comfort.   .' 

^    Meat  truly  thine^  W.  C 


'iO  JOSEPH  HILIi,  Esqu 


'  *    WeHotif  Ma^  8, 1703. 

Ajui*l1niy  libfaiar  1— I  must  now  g»ve  it  up  for 
a  lost  thiiv  for  ever.  .  The  onlf  consolati«m  bo- 
longing  to  the  G»6qm>tanee  is,  or  seemfi  to  ba, 
that  no  Boch  lesp.  did  ever  befoU  any  other  man^  or 
can  ever  befoU  ma  agahL  Aa  for  aa  hooka  are 
ocDcamadlaa 

'Mas  iHca'atqM  noaaki^ 
an4  may  aot  fortune  at^  defiance.  The-  bocAa 
whkb  had  been  my  fother'a  h^  most  of  them  hb 
arms  on  tha  luida  copper,,  but.  the  nit  nomaik^ 
neilber  hir  nsne  nor  nfine.  I  could  mourn  §n 
them  like  Sanc&o  for  hk  Datppfe,  but  it  wanid 
avail- me  nothing. 

Yon  vrittoUigB  ma  mneh  byjMnding  ni6  Oraay 
EEate.  A  gqntleman'last  winter  promised  me 
bctii  her  -and  ^he  Laoa^m^,  but  ha  went  ta 
Londen^  that.plalse  in  which,  as  in  tha  gim^ 
"  all  thii|i9>  are  foigatten,'*,  and  I  have  nflver.seen 
either  of  them. 

I  begin  to  find  soma  preapect  of  a  cOncl|Bioh,i 
o£  the'  Uiad  at  least,  now  opeimig  npon^ih^^ar- 
ing.jreaehad  tibe  ei(^hteenfh  book.  Your  letter 
found  me  yMscday  in  the  vary  fact  of  dispiarsing 
the  whole  host  of  Troy  by  tha  voiee  only  df  Achil* 
les.  Thiem  is  nothing  extravagant  'm  Uie'idea,  for 
you  have  witnessed  a  simflar  effect  atti^nding  even 


window,  on  the  dogs  of  a  whole  parish,  whom  I 
have  jpot  to  flight  in  k  moment  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH.' 

Tks  Lodge,  May  \»,XT98. 

It  is  probable,  my  dearest  Goi,that  I  shall  not 
be  able  to  write  much,  but  aa  much  aa  I  can  I 
wilL  TJie  time  between  pang  vid  breakfi^  is 
all  that  I  can  at  present  ^xiA,  and  this  morning  I 
lay  longer  than  usual. 

In  the  style  of  the  lady's  nste  toyqu  I  can  easi- 
ly perceive  a  snatch  of  her  chanictei^  Neither 
men  nor  women  write  with  such  neatness  of  ex- 
pression, who  have  not  given  a  good  deal  of  at- 
tention to  language,  and  qoalified-  themaelves  by 
study.    At  the  same  time  it  gave  ma  nmeh  nviw 
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pleanin  to  ol)nrf^tliU  Bqr  008,  tlu)qgh  nit  stand- 
ing  on  the  pwn»ftl<<  of  reoown  quito  «>  denleiS, 
as  thai  which  Jifta  Meb.  Montaga  to  the  doodi, 
&]la  in  no  dfigne  abort  q^  her  in  thia  paxtiedlar; 
ao  that  should  ahe  make  you  a  momber  of  her  aa^ 
demy,  ahe  will  doit  hononr.  Suspect  me  not  of 
flattering  joa,  for  I  ahhor  the  thought;  neiUHir 
will  you  soflpect  it  ReooDeotthat  itia  an  inTaiiar 
ble  mla  with  me^  never  to  pay  compfimeiila  to 
thoae  I  love. 

Twodaya^ennitle,  I  havowa&edto  Gayhnnt; 
a  longer  Journey  than  I  have  walked  o^  foot  theae 
aeventeen  yean.  The  first  day  I  went  alone,  de- 
aigning  merely  to  make  the  expcrimeiit,  and 
choosing,  to  He  athber^'to  letom  at  whatsoever 
point  of  my  pilgiilnage  I  ahonld  find  myself  for 
figned.  Fdr  I  was  not  without  suspicion  Aat 
years,  and  some  other  things  no  leas  injuxioas 
than  years,  *viz.  melancholy  and  distrees  of  mind, 


The  wHole  kingdom  can  haidly  famkh  a  specti^ 
de  more  pleasing  to  a  man  who  has  a  taste  for 
true  happineaa,^  than  hunspU^  Mm.  C  ,  and 
their  multitadiQoiis  family.  Seven  long  miles  are 
interposed  between  us,  orperhaps  I  should  oftener 
have  an  epportnnity  of  dedaiming  on  this  subject. 

I  am  now  in  the  nin^tpenfh  book  of  the  Iliad, 
and  on  the  point  of  displaying  such  feata  of  hero- 
ism 'performed  by  Achilles,  as  make  all  other 
achievemehta  trivial  I  may  well  ezdaim,  O !  for 
A  muse  of  fire!  especially  having  not'dnly  a  great 
host  to  cope  witl^  but  a:,  great  river  abo;  nrach 
however  may  be  done,  when  Homer  leaded  way.  . 
I  ahould  not  have  chosen  to^ve  been  the  original 
authorof  such  a  buinnesB,  even  though  aH  the  nine 
haditood  atmy  elbow.  Time  has  wonderful  ef- 
fects. We  admire  that  in  an  ancient,  for  which 
we  ahould  send  a'modem  ba«d  to  Bedlam. 

I  saw  at  Mr.  C-: — *&  a  great  curiosity;  an  an- 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESO. 

MT  DSIR  FBIBND,     .  Mu}^.  2i,  1788. 

For  two  excellent  printa  I  return  jou  my  ain- 
cfre  admowledgmeiita.  I  can  not  say  that  poor 
Eate  remembles  much  theoriginal,  who  was  nei- 
tber  ao  young  nor  so  handsome  as  the  pencil  has 
Sepresented  her;  but  she  was  a  figure  well  auited 
to  the- account  given  of  her  in  the  Task,  and  haa 
a  face  exceedingly  expres^ve  of  despairing  n 
llancholy.  The  laoe-maker'is  Sbc&dentally  a  good 
likeneas  of  a  young  woman,  once  our  neighbour, 
who  was  hftrdly  lesa  handsome  than  the  pictisre 
twenty  years  ago;  but  the  loea  of  one  huaband, 
and  the  &cqnisiti<m  of  another,  have,  aii|oe  that 
tune,  impaired  her  much;  yet  ahe  might  atiH  be 
RUpposed  to  Ifave  sat  to  the  artiat 

We  dined  yesterday  with  your  firiend  and  mine, 
>iie  mo^t  cgmpanionable  and  domestic  Mr.  C — >— . 


condude  that  it  interested  me  exceedingly,  I 
pleased  myself  with  supposing  that  it  once  stoot* 
in  Hden's  chamber.-  It  was  in  foct -brought  fimn 
the  Levant,,  and  though  not  well  mended  (for  it 
had  suffered  much  by  tinie)  is  an  admirabfe  per 
formaiice.  W.  C. 


might  by  this  time  have  unfitted  me  for  such  ti^ue  bust  of  Paris  in  Parian  marble'.    Yon  will 

achievements.  But  I  found  it  otherwise.'  I  reach- 

edthe  church,  which  atands,  as  yon  know,  in  the 

garden,  in  fifiy-five  minutea,  and  returned  in  ditto 

time  to  Weston.    The  next  di^  I  took  the  same 

walk  vrith  Mr.  Powley,  having  s  desire  to  sliow 

him  the  prettiest  pkoe  in  the  coimtry.    I  not  only 

performed  these  two  excursions  withoiXt  injury  to 

my  health,  but  have  by  meana  of  them  gained  in- 

disputabte  proof  that  my  anibulatory  fiieulty  ill  not 

yet  impaired',  a  dtacovery  which,  tonaidering  that 

to  my  feet  alone  I  am  likdy,  as  I  have  ever  been, 

to  be  indebted  always  for  my  transpoitation  firom 

I^ace  to  place,  I  find  very  deleetable. 

You  will  find  in  the  Gentleman'a  Maganne  a 
sonnet  addressed  to  Henry  Cowper,  signed  T.H; 
I  am  thd  writer  of  it  No  oeature  knows,  this  but 
yourielf ;  you  vrOl  make  what  usS  of  the  intelli^ 
genceyou-ahallaeegood.  W.  C. 


TO  LAt)Y  HESKETH 

MT  DEAR  cos,    -      The  Lodg^/Maif^fllQB. 

The  Oen)Bra]>m  a  lettsr  which  cam*  yeaterday, 
aent  me  endosad  a  copy  ef  rny  sonnet]  flias  intro- 
dodnj^  it.        -   •  •   '^ 

"  I.soid  a  copy  of  verses  somdiody  haa  written 
in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine  for  April  last  In- 
dependent of  my  partiality  tovrarda  the  subjeet,  I 
thhik  the  lines  thetnsdves  are  good." 

Thua  it  appears^thst  my  poetical  adventure  has 
succeeded  to  my  wish,  ah4  I  write  to  him  by  this 
post,  on  pcurpose  to  inform  him  that  the  aomebodf 
in  question  is  mytatf. 

I  no  longer  wonder  that  Idrs.  Montagu  atanda 
attheheadof  all  that  is  called  Jeamed,  and  that 
every  critic  veila  lua  bonnet  to  her  snperi^  jndg- 
ment.  I  am  now  reading,  and  luwe  reached  the 
middle  of  her  E^y  on  the  Geninaof  Shakqpeare, 
a  bodL  of  which,  atrangeas-it  may  8eem,thoagh  I 
must  have'read  it  former^,  I  had  abadntdy  feigot 
the  existence. 

The  learning,  the  good  aense,  the  aoulid  judg- 
ment, and  the  wit  displayed  in  it,  folly  justify  not 
only  my  oomplimeot,  but  all  campBinento  that 
dther  have  been  already  paid  to  her  talents,  or 
ah'aU  be  paid  hereafter.  Yokane,  I  doubt  not, 
rejoiced  that  his  antagonist  wupte  in  Engliah,  and 
that  his  countrymen  could  not  possibly  be  judges 
ofthediapute.  Could  they  have  known  how  much 
she  was  in  the* right,  and  by  how'many  thouauid 
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miles  the  bai4  of  Avpn  10  superior  to  all  theb 
dnmatists,  the  Fniich  critic  wcokl  have  lost  half 

I  saw  at  Mr«  O 's  a  head  of  Paris;  an  aiv* 

tique  of  Parian- marble.  His  uncle,  who  left 
the  estate,  brought  i^  as  1-  undezstand,  fipm 
Levant:  ^ou  may. suppose  I  Tibwed  it  with  all  the 
enthusiajnn  that  beloiigs  to  a  translator  of  Hoiner. 
U  is  id  lealitj  a  great  curiosity^  and  highly  valuft- 
We.       ./ 

Oiirfiiend  Sephus  has  sent  me  two  prints,  the 
Lacemaker  and  Crazy  Kate.  These  also  J  havb 
contemplated  trith  pteasuie,  having  as  you  know, 
a  particular  interest  in  them.  The  fdrmeref  them 
is  not  more  beautiful  than  a  lace-maker,  oqoe  6ur 
neighbour  at  Olney;  tl^ough^the  artist  has  assem- 
bled as. many  chamii  in  her  oountenance  as  I  ever 
saw  in  any  countenance,  one  excepted.  Elate  is 
both  ypimger  and  handsomer  thaji  the  original 
from  which  I  dr^w,  but  she  is  in  a  good  style,  and 
as  mad  as  need  bb. 

How  <loes  this  hot  weather  sujt  thee,  my  ^ear, 
in  London  1  as  for  me,  with  all'my  colonnades  and 
bowers,  I  am  quite  oppressed  b^y  i(.         W.  0. 


him  them, 
the  spirat^pn,  i 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

UT  DKAfiEST  CCmSIN, 

Thb  excessive  heat  of  th^  last-  few  days  was 
indeed  oppressive;  but  excepting  the  languor  that 
it  occaabned  both  in  my  n)ind.andbody,  it  was  tan 
from  being  prejudipial  to  me.  Jt  qp^ned  ten  thou- 
sand poKCf,  hj  which  ai  many  misdiiefi,  'the  e^ 
leets  oi  long  obstruction,  began  to  breathe  them- 
selves fofth  a|>undantly.  Then  came  an  east 
wind,  bafieiul  to  me  at  all  tiroes^  but  following  sb 
clbpely  such  a  sultry  toason,  uncommonly  noxious. 
To  speak  in  the  seaman's-  phrase,  not  entirely 
strange  to  you,  Iwu  taken  all  aback;  and  the.bjji- 
monrs  which  yrcM  have  escaped,  if  old  Eurus 
wojdd  have  given  them  leave,  finding  eyezy  door 
shut,  have  fallen  into  my  eyes.  But  in  a  country 
like  this,  pbor  miseiable  mortals  must  be  content 
to  suffer  all  that  tudden  and  violent  changes  can 
inflict;  and  if  they  are  quit  finr  about  half  the 
^lagues'diat  Caliban  calk  down  on  Frospero,  they 
may  say  we  are>well  off,,  alid  dancer  for  joy,  if  the 
rheumatism  or  cramp  will  let^  them.- 

,  Did  you  eimf  see  a&  advertiseiQent.  by  one 
Fowle,  a  daneing-iQ^tor  of  Newport  Fagnell  If 
not,  I  will  contrive  to  send  it  tac  you  ibr  your 
ammsement  It. is  the  most  extravagantly  Indi- 
cious  afiair  of  the  kind  I  ever  saw*  The  author 
of  it  had  the  go<wi  hap  to  be  tsrazed,  or  he  had 
never  produeed  anything  half  00  dever;  for  you 
win  ever  observe,  that  they  who  are  said  to  have 
lost  their  vrits,have  nwr^than  other  pe<^Ie.    Itis 


^ber^fois  only  a  slander,  with,  which  envy  prompts 
tha  malignity  of  persons  in  thejr  senses  to  asperse 
wittier  than  themselves..  But  there  are  countries 
in  the  wjxrld,  where  the  mad  have  justice  done 
where  they  are  revered  as  the  subjects  of  in- 
jpn,  and. consulted  as  orades.''  Poor  Fowle  - 
WQUI4  have  made  a  %ire  there.  W.  (^ 


.      TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESO. 

BfV  DBAR  FRIBND,  JTcstofl,  JuW  &,  1786.  . 

Your  leiter  brought  me  the  very  first  iijtelligenoe 
of  the  event  it  mentions.  My  last  letter  fium  Lsr 
dy  Hesketh  gave  me  r^uson  enough  to  expect  it, 
but  the  certainty  of  it  was  unknown  to  me  tilll 
feamed  it  by  your  infi>rmation.  If  gradual  de- 
cline, the  consequence  of  grea^  age,  be  a  sufficient 
preparation  of  the  liiind  to  enoounter  such  a  loss, 
our  minds  were  certainly  prepared  to  meet  it:  yet 
to  youl  need  not  say  thai  no  preparation  can  Su- 
persede the  feelings  of  the  heart  on  such  occasions. 
While  our  j^nends  yet  live  inhabitants  of  the  same 
world- with  ouitelvee,  they  seem  stall  to  live  to  tts; 
we  are  sure  that  they  sometimes  think  of  us;  and 
however  improbable  it  may  seem,  it  is  never  im- 
possible that  We  may  see  each  otiier  once*  again* 
But  the  graye,  like  a  great  gulf,  swallows  all  such 
expectation,  and  in  the  moment  when  a  beloved 
fii^nd  sinks  into  it,  a  thousand  tender  recollections 
awaken  a  regret,  that^wiU  be  felt  in  spite  of.  all 
reasonings,  and  let  our  warnings  have  been  what 
they  may.  Thus  it  is  J  take  n^  last'Ieave  of  poor 
Ashley, -i^hose  heart  towards  me  was -ever  truly 
parental,  and  to  whose  memory  I  owe  a  tenderness 
tjfid  respectthatwill  never  leave  me.        W,'^C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH.' 

The  Lodge,  June  10, 1788. 

MT.  DEAREST  C0H8IN, 

Yo9R  kind  ]fl|tter  of  precaution  to  ^t.  Ghrej^n 
sent  bim  hither  as  soon  as  chapel-service  Vas  ended 
in  the  evening,  '^uthefiiundmeabeadya^ri^ 
of  the  event  that  oocasipned  it,  .by  a  line  firoip  Se- 
phus, reoqived  a  few  houra  before.  My  dear  un- 
cle's death  awakened  in  m^  many  reflections  which 
foratimpMinkmyspirita.  A  man  like  him  would 
have  been  mourned,  had  he  doubled  tiie  age  he 
reached.  At  any  age  his  death  would  have  been 
fdt  as.  a  loss,  that  no  survivor  could  repair.  And 
though  it.  was  not  probable  that  for  my  )wn  part 
I  should  ever  see  him  more,  yet  the  consciousness 
that  he  still  lived,  was  a  comfort  to  me.  Let  it 
comfort  us  Dow,  that  we  have  lost  him  only  at  a 
time  when  nature  cQcdd  afford  him  to  us- no  longer*  . 
that  as  his  .life  was  Uameless,  so  was  hib  death 
without  anguish;  and  tha£  he4s  gone  to  Heaveiv 
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Vkfum  not,  thit  human  lUb)  in  ite  mcwt  pmipa^ 
tkm  itater,  can  preaent  aAy  Mtig  to  onr  wUml 
hftlf  M  (keiTable,  wi  stti^  a  doae  of  it. 

Not  to  mingle  tluB  aubjeot  wiA  otheiathal  would 
iff  amt'with  it,  I  wiH  add  ndmore  at  praent,  tSian 
a  warm  hope,  that  yob  and  your  tiater  will  be  able 
efiectually  to  avail  yonnelrefl  of  all  the  consoiatory 
matter  with  which  it  abounds!  You  gave  y ourael vea; 
while  he  lived,  to  a  father,  whose  life  was  doubtteas 
prolonged  by  your  attentions,  and  wboae  tender- 
ness of  disposit^n  made  him  always  deeply  kensi- 
fale  of  your  kindness  in  this  respeet,  as  well  as  in 
nkany  othen.  His  old  age  was  the  happiest  t|^at 
1  have  ever  known,  and  I  give  you  bbtfa  joy  of 
ftaring  had  so  (aif  an  opportunity,  and  of  ha^iing 
sd  well  used  it,  to*  approve  ybiirselVes  equal  to  the 
43idlt  of  such  a  duty  in  the  sight  of  God  and  man. 

w.-c. 


.    TO  LADY  HESKETH.    , 

TAfe  Lodge,  June  15, 1788. 
Aj.rn6rjQK  I  knew  that  you  must  be  vety  much 
occupied  on  the  present  most  affecting  occasion, 
yet,  not  hearing  from  you,  I  began  to  be  very  un- 
easy on  your  aoconn|,  and  to  fear  that  your  health 
might  have  suffered  by  the  fatigue  both  of  b6dy 
and  ^irits,  that.you  must  l\ave  undergone,  till  a 
letter,  that  reached  me  yesterday  from  the  Geoe- 
ral,  set  my  heart  at  rest,  so  &r  as  that  cause  of 
anxiety  was  in  question.  He  speaks  of  my  uncle 
in.  the  tenderest  terms,  such  as  show  how  truly 
sensible  he  was  of  the  amiableness  and  excellence 
of  his  character,  and'liow  deeply  he  regrets  his 
Idas.  We  have  indee^  lost  one,  who  has  not  left 
his  like  in  the  present,  generation  of  our  fiunily, 
and  whose  equal,  in  all  respects,  no  fhture  of  it 
will  probably  produoe.  My  memory  retains  so 
perfect  an  impnsskm'  of  hfan,  that,  had  1  been 
p^ter  instead  of  poet,  I  could  from  those  fidthful 
traces  have  perp^uated  his  &ce  and  form  with 
the  most  minute  exactness ;  ^d  this  I  the  rather' 
wonder  at,  because  some,  vdth  whom  I  was  e^Ual- 


a  Vain  fto&h  woild,  and  this  happjnesi  wiR  ba 
youn.  But  be  noli  baaty,  my  d^ar,  to*  aeeotnplish 
fhy  journey !  Fol  of  all  that  five,  tlym  ait  ona 
whom  I  tan  least  spafs;  fiM^  ikaa  also  ait  ona, 
who  shak  not  leave  Qiy  e^wl  behind  thee. 

W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAQOT. 


MT  D£AR  WALTEit, '      B^ftm,  JuTte  17;  17^8. 

You  tjlink  me,  jao  doubt,  a  tardy  conespondent, 
and  such  I  aim,  but  not  willingly.  Many  hin* 
drancea  have  intervened,  and  the  most  difficult  ta 
surmount  haye  been  thoae  vrftiich  the  east  and 
north-west  winds  have  oocasoned,  breathing  win- 
ter upon  the  roses  of  June,  and  inflaming  my  eyea^ 
ten  times  more  sensible  of  the  iiiconvenienee  than 
they.  The  vegetables  of  England  seem,  Hke  our 
animals,  of  a  hardier  and  bolder  nature  than  those 
of  other  co)mtries.  In  France  and  Italy  fiowen 
blow,  because  it  is  warm,  but  here,  in  spite  of  the 
cold.  The  season  however  is'  somewhat  mended 
at  present,  and.my  eyes  with  it  Finding  mysetf 
this  nunming  in  perfect  ease  <^  body,  I  seise  the 
welcome  opportunity  to  do  something  at  least  to- 
wards the  disehaige  of  my  afteais  to  you. 

I  am  glad  that  you  Uked  my  song,  and,  if  1 
liked  the  others  myself  so  wdl  as  that  I  sent  you^' 
I  would  transcribe  Ibr  you  tihem  also.  But  I  sent 
thai,  because  I  accounted  it  the  best.  Slavery, 
and  especially  negrcndavery,  because  ^  emdlest, 
u  an  odbus  and  disguatii^  subject.'  Twiee  or 
thricelhave  been  assailed  with  entreaties  to  write 
a  poem  on  that  •theme.    But  besides  that  it  would 

in  some  sort  treason  againat  Homer  to  abandon 
fof  gther  matter,  1  felt  xojeM  so  much  hurt 

my  spirits  the  momeAt  I  entered  on  the  con* 

iplaiion  of  it,  that  I  have  at  last  determined 
ibaolutely  to  have  nothipg  more  to  do  with  it. 
^here  are  aome  atienea  of  horror,  on  which  my 
imagination  can  dwell,  not  without  some  compla* 
cence.    But  then  they  are  such  scehes  as  God,  not 


ly  conversant  five- and  twenty  years  ago,  have  al-  {man  producefl^  In  earthquakes,  highwind^  tern* 
most  faded  out  of  all  recollection  with  me.  But  pestuoui  seas,  there  is  the  grand  as  well  as  the 
he  made  impresebn  not  soon  to  be  effaced^  and  lerrible.  But  when  man  is  active  to  disturb,- there 
was  in  figure,  in  iem|)er,  and  manner,  and  itl  nu-  Is' such  meanness  in  th^  design,  andauch  cmdty 
merous  other  respects,  such  -as  I  shall  never  behold  in  the  execution,  that  I  both  hate  and  despise  the 


again.    I  often  think  what  a  joyful  interview 


there  has  been  between  hini  and  some  of  his  con-  to  employ  her  in  the  dpacriplion  of  it    I  hope  also 


temporaries,  who  went  before  him.  The  tnith 
of  the  matter  is, 'my  dear,  that  they  are  the  happy 
ones,  and  that  we  shall  never  be  such  ourselveB, 
till  we  have  joined  the  party.  Can  there  be  any 
thing  so  worthy  of  our  warmed  wishes  as  to  enter 
on  an  eternal,  unchangeable  state,  in  blessed  fel- 
lowship and  communion  with  those'  whose  society 
we  valued  most,  and  fo<  the  best  reasons,  wlule 
toeycontinuMlwtthusI  A  few  steps  more  ihrouf^ 


whole  operation,  and  feel  it  a  degradation  of  poetry 


that  the  generality  of  my  countrymen  have  moie 
generoaity  in  thdr  nature  than  Ui  want  the  fiddle 
of  verse  to  gohefere  them  in  tjhe  perfenhance  of 
an  act,  to  which  they  are  invited  by  the  kudest 
calls  of  humanity.' 

Breakfast  caUa,  and  then  Homer. 

Ev*r  yours,  W.'C; 

ErratuikL-^Inatead  of  Mr.  Wflber^btoe  as  au&oi 
of  Manners  of  Am  Gieat,  lead  Hannah  More. 


niaiti^od  hy 
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Mj  yvfiBst  maaam,  uid  my  ma^.    It  ir  lor  the 
death  €f  a  vanereUe  iineley  Aflhlejr  CowpeTi  a(  the 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESGU 

.  WegUm,June&,n8d. 

Wbbh  I  tell  yofQ  tliat  an  unaiuiwen^  latter. 
tim&blea  n)y  coiifcieiiee  in  aome  degtee  like  a  crime, 
yon  will  think  me  endued  with  most  heroic  pa.- 
tienee,  who  have  eqlong  aohmided-to  that  tiDoble 
Ota.  account  of-  youia  not  answered  yet.  But  the 
tnilh  is,  that  1  have  been  mudi  engaged.*  Homcit 
(you  k]H>w)  afiinds  mb  constat  employment;  be- 
aidM  whioh  I  hav4  rather  what  m&y  be  called,  con- 
ddeiing  the  privacy  in  which  I  have  Jong  ^ved,  a 
nvmeroaBoorrespotidence;  tponeof^raylrien^in 
paiticii^ar,  a  ne«r  and  much-k>ved  relation,  I  write 
weekly,  and  sometimes  tWioe  in  the  week;* nor 
are  these  my  only  excuses;  the  sudden  changes 
of  the  weather  have  much  affected  me,  and  espe- 
cully  with  a  disorder  most  unfavourable  to  letter- 
writing,  an  indammation  in^y  eyes.  -  With  alt 
these  apologies  I  approach  you  once  more,  not  al- 
together despairing  of  foigiveness. 

It  has  pleaJBed  God  .t6,give,  us  rain/  without 
which  this  part  of  our  country  at  least  must  soon 
have  become  a  dgwrt  •  The  meadows  have  been 
parched  to  a  January  brown,  and  we  have  fixi- 
dered  cor  cattle  fer  some  time,  as  in  the  winter. 
The  goodness  and  power  of  God  *xe  n^ver  (I  Be- 
]i0ve}.stf  muversally  acknowledged  as"  ait  the,  end 
of  a  long  draught  Man  iji  natsrally  a  sel^suffi- 
eient  animal,  and  in  alFoonoems  that  seem  to  lie 
within  the  sphere  of  h»  pWn  ability,  .thinks  littie 
or  not  at  all  of  the  need  lie  always  has  of  proteo- 
tion  and  furtherance  from  above.  But  he  is  sen- 
sible that  the  clouds  will  not  assemble  at  his  bid- 
ding, and  "that,  though  the  clouds  assemble,  they 
will  not  fall  in  shovfets- because  he  commands 
them.  When  therefore  -at  last  the  bltesing  de- 
scends, you  g|lkll  hear  even  in  the  streets  the  most 
in?Ugious  and  thoughtless^  with  one.  voice  ex- 
chim~"  Thank  God  !''.-<on!esaing  themsehres  in- 
debiedlo  his  &vour,  and  wilting,  at  least  so  fiur  as 
words  go,  to  give  him  the  glory.  I  can  hardly 
doabt  ^erefbre  that  the  earth  is  sometimes  parched, 
an4  the  crops  endangered,  m  order  th%t  the  muki- 
tude  may  not  wuit  a  memento  to  whom  they  oiwe 
them,  nor  absohiteiy  forget  the  power  on  which  all 
depend  for  all  things. 

Our  sofitarypait  of  the  year  is  over.  Mirs.  Un- 
winds dan^ter.  and  sontiii-law  have  lately  spent 
snne  time  with  us, 


winter  alscr.  The  stbnmer  indeed  is  leaviog  us  ]»t 
a  rapid  rate,  as  do  all  the  seasons,  and  though  f 
have  marked  their  flight  so  often,  I  know  not 
whioh  is  the  sweety.  Man  is  never  so  deludci! 
as  When  he  dreams  of  his  own  duration.  The 
answer  of  the  old  Patriaroh  tp  Phar^h  may  be 
adopted  by  every  man  at  the  close  of  the  bngest 
life---"  Few  and  evil  have  been  the  day^  of  the 
^^eaxs  of  my  pi^mage."  l^liether  we  look  back 
from  fifty,  or  from  twice  fifly,  the  past  appears 
equally  a  dream;  and  ^  can  only  be  said  jkruly 
to  have  lived,  while  we  have  been  proitably  em- 
J)loyed.  Alas,  then  I  makiije  the  necessary  4c^uc- 
tions,  how  shcnrt  is  lifo!  Were  men  in  general  to 
save  themselves. all, the  st^ps  they  takie  to.po  pur- 
pose, or  to  a  bad  one,  what  numbers,-  who  are  now 
active,  woUld  become  sedentaxyl 

Thus  I  have  kercnonized  through  my  paper^ 
■Living  where  you  liye,  you  can  bear  wfih  me  the 
better.  I  always  follow  the  .leading  of  my  uncon- 
strained thoughts,  When  I  writeio  a  firiend,  be  th^y 
grave  or  otherwise.  Homer  reminds  me'  of  you 
eveiy  day.  I  am  now  in  the  twenty-first  Iliad. ' 
Adieu.    W.  C, 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

The  Lodge,  June  Sn.lTGB. 

F6r  the  sake  of  a'Ipnger  visit,  my  dearest  cos, 
I  can  be  well  content  to  wait.  The  eountiy,  this 
oountfy  at  least,  is  pleasant  at  all  tbnes,  and  Whe^ 
wint^  is  come,  ^r  near  at  hai^d,  we  shall  have  th^ 
better  chance  for  being  snug.  I  knoir  your  pos^ 
-sion  for  )petirement  indeed,  .or  for  ^hat  we  call 

deedy  retirement,  and  the  F s  intending  tal» 

turn  to  Bath  witli  their  mother,  when  her  visit  ar 
the  Hall  is  over,  you  will  then  find  here  exactly 
the  iMirement  in  question.  I  have  made  in  the! 
ordiard  the  best  winter-walk  in  all  the  ' 
shebfered  from  the  east,  and  fhnn.  the  north;«a 
and  open  to  the  sun,  except  at  his  rising,  aU 
day.  .Then  we  will  have  Homer  and  Don  ( 
ote :  and  then  we  will  have  saonter  tad  chat,  i 
one  laugh  more  before  we  die.  Our  orchiud.]^ 
alive  witli  creatures  of  all  kinds :  poidtry  of  e\exj 
denomination  swarms  in  it,  and  pigs,  the  dioUest 
in  the^world ! 

1  rejoice  that  we  have  a  cousin  Charies  also,  as 
well  as  a  cousin  Henry,  who  has  had  the  address 
to  win  the  good<^likings  of  the  Chancellor.  May 
hefiffethebiftterforiti  As  to  myself,  I  have  long 
ance'ceased  16  have  any  expectations  from  that 


quarter.    Yet,  if 'he  were  indeed  mortified  ss  you 
We  shall  shortly  receive  from '  say  (an4  no  doubt  you  have  particular  reasons  tor 


London  our  old  friends  the  Newtona(he  was  once  itUnki^g^io,)  and  repented  to  that  degree  of  his 

hasty  exertions  in  fiivour  of  the  present  occupant^ 
who  can  tell  1  he  wants  neither  means  nor  inan- 

haps  tt»  spend  the  ^Omnier  hers,  and  possibly  the'  element,  but  caneasiiy  at  some  future  period  ve- 
^  2D 


r  c€  01ney)|  and,  when  they  leave  us,  we 
expect  that  Lady  Hesketh  will  succeed  them,  per- 
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dvMB  the  tevil,  if  he  chooeep  to  do  it.  But  in  the 
mean  time  life  steals  away/and  shortljr  neither  he 
'Will  he  in  circumstances  to  do'  me  a  kindness,  nor 
I  to  receive  one  at  his  hands.  Let  him  make  haste,- 
therefore,  or  he  will  die  a  promise  in  jny  debt, 
which  he  will  nevbr  be  able  to  perform.  Your 
communications  on  this'subject  are  as  sale  as  yva 
can  ynab.  them.  We  divulge  nothing  but  what 
might  appear  in  the  magazine,- nor  that  without 
great  ftonstderadon. 

I  must  tell  you  ^  feat  of  my  dog  Bteu.  Walk- 
ing by  the  river  side,  I  observed  some  water-lilies 
floating'  at  a- little  distance  from  the  bank.  They 
are  a  lar^  white  flower,  with  an  oruige  coloured 
eye,  very  beautiful.  I  liad  a  desire  to  gather  one, 
and,  having  your  long  cane  in  my  hand,  by  the 
help  of  it  endeavoured  to  bring  one  of  tl\em  with- 
in n^  reach.  But  the  attempt'  proved  vain,  and  I 
walked  forward.  Beau  had  all  the  while  observed 
me  very  attentively.  Returning  soon  after  towaxd  the 


walks  and  my  paBtinieinw}ialieverqpiarterof  jour 
|>|gpadise  it  should  i^ease  me  ttw-most  to  visit.  Wis 
also,  as  you  know,  have  vcenes  at  Weston  wortiiy 
of  description ;  but  b^pause  you  know  them  weD, 
I  will  only  say  that  one  of  them  has^  within  these 
few  days,  been  much  improved';  I  mean  the  lime 
walk.  By  the  help  of  the  axe  and  th^  woodbiD, 
which  have  of  late  b^n  constantly  employed  in 
cutting  out  an  straggling  branches  that  intercept- 
ed the  aich,  Mr.  ThMcknwrton  has  new  defined 
\t  with  such  exactness,  that  no  caftbddnJ  in  the 
^orld  ean  show  one.of  more  magnifioenoe  or  beau- 
ty. I  bless  myself  that  I  live  Sb  nearit;  for  were 
it  distant  several  miles,  it  would  be  well  worthy 
while  tp  vint  it,  merely  as  an  olject  of  taate ;  not' 
to  mentbA  the  refr^hment  of  such  a  gloom  both 
to  the  eyes  and  spirits.  And  these  are  the  things 
which  eur  modem  improvers  of  parlts  and  pleasure 
grounds  have  displaced  without  mercy ;  because, 
forapoth,  they  are  rectilinear.    It  is  9,  wonder  they 


same  place,  I  observed  Jiim  plunge  into  the  river,] do  not  quarrel  with. the. sunbeams  Ifbr  the  same 
while  I  was  about  forty  yards  distunt  fiom  himjh^Mon.  )        >     ^  'a^  ^ 


and  wheli  I  had  nearly  reached  the  spot,  he  swion 
to  Und  with  a  lily  in  his  mouth,  wldch  he  came 
and  laid  at  my  foot 

Mr.  Rose,  whomvl  have  mentioned ,to  you  as  a 
visiter  of  mine  fer  the  first  time  soon  after  you  left 
us,  writes  me  word  that  he  has  seen  my  ballaciiB 
against  the  slave-mongen,  but  not  in  print.  Where 
he  met  with  them,  I  kno^  not.  Mr.  "Bull  begged 
hard  fer  leave  to  print  them  at  Newport-Pagnel, 
and  I  refused,  thinking  that  it  would  be  wmng  to 
antieipate  the  nobility,  gentry,  and  others,  at  whose 
pressing  ihstanoe  I  composed  them,  in  their  design 
to  print  them.  But  perhaps  I  need  not  have  been 
so  squeamish ;  for  the  opportunity  to  publish  them 
in  liondon  seems  now  not*  only  ripe,  but  rotten, 
am  well  content.  There  is  but  one  of  them  with 
which  I  am  myself  satisfied,  though  I  have  board 
them  all  well  spoken  of.  But  there  are  ve^  few 
things  of  my  own  composition,  that  I  can  endure 
to  read,  when  they  have  been  written  a  month, 
though  at  first  they  seem  to  roe  to  be  all  perfection. 

Mre.  Unwin,  who  has  been,  much  the  happier 
since  the  time  of  your  return  hither  has  been  in 
some  sort  settled,  begs  me  to  make  her  kindest  |»- 
immbranoe.    Youn,  my  dear,  most  truly,  W.  C, 


TO  LADY  HPSKETH. 

the  Lodge,  Jti/y  28,  1788. 
J  r  is  in  v^in  that  you  tell  me  you  have  no  talent 
at  description,  while  in  fuA  you  describe  iMstter 
tnan  any  body.  You  have  given  me  a  most  com- 
(>lete  idea  of  your  mansion  and  its  situation  \  and 
I  itoubt  not  ^hat  with  your  letter  in  my  hand  by 
way  of  map,  cquld  I  be  set  down  on  the  spot  iaa 
mnmi^  1  should  find  myself  qualified  to  fake  my 


Have  you  sw  the  account  of  ^five  hundred  ce-. 

authon  now  living  1    I  am  one  of  them ; 

stand  charged  with  the  high  ciim6  and  misde- 

.nour  of  totally  neglecting  method ;  an  aopusa- 

which,  -if  the  gentleman  would  take  the  pains 

read  me,  he  would  find  snfikienily  refiited.    I 

m  conscious  at  least  myself  of  having  laboured 

mch  in  the  arrangemoit  of  my  matter,  and  of 

avufig  given  tbihe  several  parts  of  my  book  of 

le  Task,  as  well  as.  t^  eooh  poem  in  the  ir^  vo- 

ime,  that  sort  of  slight  connexion,  which  poetry 

(  nnands;  for.  in  poetry,  (except  professedly  of  the 

c  idactic  kind)  a  k)gical  piedsioa  vrould  be  stifi*, 

]  Mlantic,  and  ridiculous.    But  thiare  is  no  pleasing 

some  critics ;  the  comfort  is,  that  I  am;  contented, 

whether  they  be  pleased  or  not    At  the  same 

time,  to>  my  honour  be  it  spoken,  the  chronicler  of 

us  five  hundred  prodigies  bestows  on  me,  for  aught 

I  know,,  more  commendations  than,  on  any  other 

of  my  oonfratemity.    May  he.  liye  to  wxite  the 

histories  of  as  many  thousand  poets,  and  find  me 

the  very  best  among  diem;  Ameal 

I  join  with  yifti,  my  dcsarest  ooz,  iaivishing  that 
I  owned  the  fee  simple  of  all  the  beautiful  scenes 
around  you,  but  such  emoluments  vrere  never  de- 
signed fer  poets.  Am  I  not  happier  than  ever  poet 
was,  in -having  thee  for  my  cousin,  and  in  the  ex- 
pectation of  thy -arrival  here  whenever  Strawber- 
xy-hill  shall  lose  thee  1    >      Ever  thine,  W.  C. 


to  LADY  HESKETH. 

tkeLodge.AvgtutS.nSS, 
The  Newtons  are  still  here,  and  contiiiue  with 
us  I  believe  until  the  15th  of  the  moiith.    Here  is 
also  my  fticnd  Mr^  Rose,  a  valuable  youqg  man, 
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who,  Attracted  l^y  the  efiavia  of  my  genins;  fi>iiild[i 
me  out  in  my  retirement  last  January  twelTemontlL 
I  have  not  permitted  Ifim  to<be  idle,  bat  huve  made 
him  transcribe  for  me  thejiwdfth  book  of  ihe.I]iad.|( 
He  bnngs  me  the  ooBipliments  of  seviond  of  thd 
literati,  "with  whom  ha  is  aflgnainted  in  to«ni,.am 
tells  nie,  that  from  Dr.  Madain,  whom  he  sav 


lately,  he  l^ams  that  my  .book  is  iii  ^  hands  ol    ger. 


sixty  diffdruit  persons  at  the  Hague,  who. are  a] 
enchanted  with  it,  not  fbrgetting  the  said  Dr.  Mac 
fain  himself,  who  tells  him  that  be  reads  it  evfir 


day,  and  is.always  the  better  lor  it    O  raie'wel  ^  ly  talked  aboa^ott after yotii departure,  andeywy 


I  have  been  employed  t|iis  moKnlng  in  compos- 
ing a  Latin'  motto  ibr  the  kindfs.cloclL;  the  embel- 
lishments of  which  tilt  by  lldx.  Bacon.  That 
gentleman  break&sted  with  us  on' Wednesday, 
AAving  oome  tfairty^-se jeli^  miles  octt  of  btt  waQr 
on  purpose  to  see  yOnr  cousin.  At  his.  reifaesi  I 
luiTe  done  it,  andliate  made  two ;  he  will  choose 
that  which  liketh  him  best  Mr.  Baoon  is  amost 
excellent  man,  and  a  niost>greeahle  companion 
I  wotdd  thal^  he  liyed  not  so  remote,  or  that  he  had 
more  opportunity  of  traveling.* 

There  is  not,  40  &r  as  I  know,  a  sj'ikble  of  U)e 
ihyming  -correspondence  betWten  me  and  my 
poor  brother  left,  sav«  and  expept  the  nx  lines  of 
t  quoted  in  yoi^rs.  I  futd  the  whole  of  it,  but 
it  perished  in  the  wreck-of  a  thousand  o&er  things, 
when  I  left  the  Temple.    Breakfast  calls.    Adieu 

w.  e. 


TO  SAMUEIf  ROSE,  ESA: 

VY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Wmton,  Aug.  18, 1788. 

I  LEFT  you  with  a  sensible  regret,  jJleviated 
only  by  the  ^nsideration  that  I  shall  see  you  again 
in  October.    I  was  imder  aome  concern  also,  lest,, 
not  being  able  to  give  you  any  certain  directions 
nor  knowing  where  you  mi^  find  a  guide,  you 
should  wander  and  &tigue  yourself,  good 
as  you  are,  before  you  .could  reacb  Ni 
Perhaps  yon  heard  me  whistle  justafter  our 
ration;  it  warn  to  call  back  Bean,  who  wa« 
ning  after  you  with  all  speed,  to  inhe^t  you  to  i 
turn  with  pie.    For  my  part^  I  took  my  own 
to  return,  and  dad.  not  reach  home  lill  after 


lW  godd  advice  shall  reltch  you :  but  Uft  it  hot,  or 
be  it  cold,  to  a  man  that  travels  as  yon  travel,  take 
care  of  yourself,  can  never  b^  an  unseasonable 
caution.  •  I  am'  sometimes  distressed  oh  this  ac- 
count] for  Chough  yon*  are  young,  and'welT  made 
foi  such  exploits,  those  very  cirmmstatices  are 
more.lflEely  than  any  thing  to  betray  ^ou  into  dan- 


Ooofotoqiiid  vatosnt  jrfcmltf,  qd4  ten  nesmA, 
The  Newtons  Iqft  us  on  Friday.    We  fieqtiettt 


thing  that  was  i^poken  vras  to  your  advantage.  I 
kpow  tbfty  willfbe  glad  to  see  yon  in  London,  and 
perha(is  when  your  summer  and  antumn  tamblte 
aie  over,  you  win  affoiB^  them  that  pleasure.  4*110 
Thxockmortons  are  eqnaify  vr^  diqra^ed  to  yon, 
and  them  also  I  recommend  to  yon  iks  a  valuable 
Qonnexxm,  the  rather  becausejou  can  ohly  culti- 
vate it  at  Weston. 

I  have  not  mcSi  idle  since  yon  went,  having  not 
only  bkbomed  as  usual  at  the  Iliad,  but  composed 
a  9pick  and  tpan  new  piece,  called  "  The  Dog 
and  the  Water-Lily  ,'^  wjuch  yon  shaM  see  ivben 
we  meet  again.  >  I  believe  I  tekted  to  yoi^tbe  in^ 
ddent  whkh  is  the  subject  of  it.  I  have  aJso  read 
most  of  Lavatet's  Aphorisms ;,  they  appekr  to  me 
some  of  them  wiad,  many  of  them  wlnmsieal,  a 
ftw  of  them  filse, -and  not  a  few  of  .ti)en;i  extrava- 
gant JSU  Uli  medium.  If  he  finds  in  a  man  the 
feature  or  quality  that  he  approves,  he  deifies  him ; 
if  the  contrary,  he  is  a  ^evil.  His  verdict  ^  in 
neither  case,  I  suppose,  &  Just  cfiib.  W.  C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESCL 

HT  DEAR  FRIEND,  fFefton,  Sept.  11, 1788. ' 

diNCE  your  departure  I  have  twiofe  visited  1 
oak,  and  with  my  intentiob  to  push  my  i 
a  mile  beyofid  it,  where  it  seems  I  should 
found  anothte  oak,  much  larger,  and  mtich  i 
respectable  than  the  fotmer,  but  onoe  I 
deored  by  the 'rain,  and  dnoa  by  the  sultiiness  of 
the  day.  This  Jatter  oak  haa  been  known  by  Ute 
name  of  Judith  many  ages,  and  is  said  to  have 
been  an  oak  at  the  time  of  the  conquest.  *  If  i 
and  then  so  weary,  that  I  'was  glad  of  my  greatlhave  not  an  opportunity  to  reacJi  it-beforeyourar- 


chair,  to  the  comforts  of  which  I  added  a  oust 
and  a  gla*  of  rum  and  water,  not  withsut  great 
occasion.    Such'  a  feot-traveBer  am  I. 

I  am  vrriting  on  Monday,  but  whether  I  shall 
finish  my  letter  this  morning  depends  on  Mrs. 
TJnwin's  coming  sooner  or  later  down  to  breakfast. 
.  Sometluiig  tells  nke  that  you  set  off  to-day  for  Bir- 
minghani;  and  though  it  be  a  sort  of  Iricism  to 
say  here)  1  beseech  you  tidie  care  of  yourself,  ht 
the  0^7  threatens gr«it  heat,  I  Oannothelpit;  the 
weather  may  be  cold  enough  a)  the  time  when 


here,  we  will  attempt  thai  exploit  together-: 
even  if  I  should  have  been  ahle  to  visit  it  era 
copw,  I  shidl  yet  be  glad  to  do  so)  for  the 
plei^Rue  of  ^rtraordinary  sights,  fike  all  other 
{Measures,  ii  doubled  by  the  participation  of  a 
firiend. . 

You  wish  for  a  copy  of  my  little  dog's  enl<v 

gium,  which  I  wiH  therefore  trtosciibe:  but  bv 

so  doing,  I  shall  leave  myself  but  scanty  room  fos 

ppose. 

I  shall  be  sorry  i^our  neighbours  at  the  hall 
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■houU  haye  left,  it,  when  we  hn^.the  pkaBun  bf 
■Ming  you.  - 1  want  joa  to  see  them  apflt  lilgaia, 
that  a  little  ooi^ii£ttuib  may  wear  off  xeftraint; 
and  ytm  may  be  able  to  improve  the  advantage  you 


fbrthe  leam  which  deprlTedyon  of  you  mk^le's  com- 
pioy,  and  the  more  bavipg  fiiffised  ao  mucU  by 
thoee  fean  myself.  Fight  against  that  vidous  iear, 
lOKsoch  itis^  as  strenuously  as  yon  can.  Itis  the 
wozst  enemy  A^  can  Matk  a  man  dettined  to 
the  Ibnim— it  ruined  tte«  To  asMciate  as  much 
as  possible  irkk  the  most  nspectableeoiBpaflrf,  for 
good  sense  and  good^biiseding,  is,  I  bstteve^  tba 
oply,  atleastlamsuieitiirtheb^MDed^  The 
^pdety  ci  men  of  pleasaie  will  not  ewe  it,  but 
laiCber  leates  us  more  exposed  to  its  influwice  in 
company  of  better  persons. 
N«w  ftr  the  Dog  and  the  Water-LUy.* 

W.C. 


tp  SAMUEL  fl08E,.ESa 
icr  mAR'VnisKD,  Weston,  9sft,9i,  17^. 

Bay  what  la  tba  thing  by  oay  Rk^  deaign*d 
Which  yon.  canled  to  Loddoi^  and  jttVbtL  behind. 

I  SXPBCT  your  answer  and  wilbeul  afre.-»The 
half  hour  next  before  breakfast  I  devote  to  you. 
The  moBwnt'ldrs.  Unwin  knives  in  the  study, 
be  what  I  have  vnitten much er little,  1  shaUmake 
B^  bow,  and  take  leave.  If  youlive  tobe  a  judg%| 
as  if  I  augur  right  you  will,.  I  sh^  expect  to  hear 
of  a' walking  circuit. 

I  was  shocked  at  what  you  tell  me  of  — fc— 
Superior  talents,  it  seems,  give  no  security  for  pro- 
priety of  conduct ;  on  the  contrary,  having  a  nat- 
ural tendensy  to  nouish  pride,-  they  often  betr^r 
the-  pesseasor  into  such  mintakes,  as  men  mors 
moderately  gifted  never  ocmmit.  Ability  the»: 
foie  b  not  wisdoin,  and  an  ounce  of  grace  isabet- 
ter  guard  agwwt  gmas  abswdity  than  the  bri^- 
est  talents  in  the  worid. 
'  I  r^oioe  that  you  are  pvepaied  for  traoactipt 
work:  here  will  be  plenty  for  you.  The  diay  on 
wbieh  you  shall  receive  thi^  I  beg  you  will  re- 
member to  drink  one  glass  at  least  to 'the  success 
of  the  Iliad,  wUch  I  finuhed  the  day  before  yes* 
terday,  and  yesterday ,  began  the  Odyssey.  It  will 
be.  some  time  before  I  shall  poodve  myself  travel- 
mg  in  -another  rood ;  the  objec|s  around  me  are 
at  present  so  much  the  same;  Olympus,  and  a 
council  of  gbds,  meet  me  at  my  ftmtentrance.  To 
tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  weary  4if  heroes  and  dei- 
tiiBs,  and,  with  reverence  be  it  spoken,  shallbeglad 
for  variety's'  sake,  to  exchange  thdr  company  for 
tiMt  of  a  Cyclops. 


WestQ^^  has  not  been  vrithout  its  tragedies  since 
yen  left  us ;  BAJcft.  Throckmor^'s  piping  baO-finch 
has  been  eaten  by  a  rat,  and  the  viHain  left  nothing 
but  poor  Bully's  beak  behind  him.    It  win  be  a 


have  aheady  gained  in  that  quarter.    I  pitied  you  wonder  if  this  event  doetf  iiot,  at  some  ooiivtenient 


employ  my  yersifying  passkni.    I>id 
r  lady,  firom  the  Liesbia  ^  Catullus  4o  the  pre- 
b  day,  lose  her  bird  and  find  no  poet  to  com- 
ithefoss'l  W.C. 


to  SAMUEL  ROBB,  ESGt 

MT  tiKATL,  knif  NB,  Wpstoni  Nov.  30,  17d8. 

.  Your  letter,  accompanying  the  books  vrith  which 
•you  have  fovoured  me,  and  for  whieh  I  return 
you  .a  thoBsand  thanks,  did,  not  arrive  till  yester- 
day. I  shall  hwre  great  pleasure  in  taking  now 
and  then  a  peep  at  my  oldfiiend  Yintent  Bwme; 
the  neatest  of  i^  men  in  his  venilficalion,  thoogk 
when  I  was  under  his  uahershipy  at  "WWmiiwtff. 
the  mos^  slovenly  in  bur  pezaon.  He  was  so  in- 
attentive to  his  l^ys;  and  so  indifierent  whether 
they  brought  him  good  or  bad  exeieifles,'  or  nono 
at  all,  that  he^  seemed  defennined,  Mk  he  was  the 
be4,  so  to  be  the  but  Latin  poet  of  the  Westminster 
Ijne;  a  plot  which,  I  believe,  beexecuted  vexy  soo- 
cesdufliy ;  for  I  have  Aot  heard  of  any  who  has  at 
all  deserved  to  be  compared  with  hiOL 

We  have  had  hardly  any  rain  or  snow  since 
yon  left  us;  the  roads  are  accordingly  b^  ^<^  i° 
tl>e  nnddle  of  sununer,  and  the  o|»portiuiity  of 
walking  much  mo^e  ikvourahle.    W<9  have  no 
season  in  my  ndnd  so  pleasant  as  such  a  wintft*. 
and  I  account  it  particularly  fortunate  that  such 
it  piQfvas,  my  cousin  bemg  with  ua.    S])e  u  in 
good  health,  and  cheerful,  so  are  we  all;  and  this 
I  say,  knowing  youvrillbegiadto  hear  ^  for  yon 
have  seen  the  time  when  this  coul4  znt  be  said  of 
all  your  fiiends  at^Weston.    We  shall  rejoiee  to 
see  you  here  at  Christmas;  but  I  recollected  when 
I  hintedsuch  anLezeuxsionby  word  of  mouth,  ypn 
gave  me  no  great  encouragement  to  eipect  yoo. 
Minds  alter,  and  yours  may.  be  of  the  number  of 
those  that  do  so;  and  if  it  ehould,yoo  will  be  ent 
tirely  vreloome  to  us  all.    Were  there  no  oth« 
Teaeon-  for  your  oomingthan  merely  the  pleasiue 
itwiU  afibid  io  us,  that  reason  ak»e  would  bs 
sufficient;  but  after  so  many  toik,  and  with  so 
many  more  m  prospect,  it  seems  essential  to  jow 
well-being  that  you  diould  allow  yourself  a  wi"**» 
whiah  perhaps  you  can  take  as  comfortably  (I  a°> 
sure  as  quietly)  here  as  any  where; 

The  ladies  beg  to  be  remembered  to  yoo  vi^ 
all  pCsMble  esteem  and  regard;  iJbiBfieyadc''^ 
down  to  breakfost,  and  being  at  this  moment  ex- 
tremtoly  talkative,  oblige  me  to  put  an  end  to  my 
letter.    Adieu.  '•  ^  Wi  C. 


'  Cmvmi's  INwna' 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Lmw.  902^  90S,  SM,  395. 


LETTERS. 


»1 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESa. 

JVUton-Vhderwood^  Dec,  S,  1788, 

MY  DKAB  FRIEND, 

I  TOLD  yoa  ktely  (hat  I  luid  an  amlntbii  to  in- 
tiodiioe  to  jour  acqaaiotanoe  my,  Tahiablp  ftiend, 
Mr.  Rose.  He  is  now  befpre  yon.'  Y6n  vnS  find 
him  a  penon  of  genleer  mannen  and  agreeable 
conTenation.  As  to  his  other  virtues  and  -good 
qualities,  whidi.are  many,  and  not  often  pan^  in 
men  of  his  years,  I  oonrign  them  over  toyour  own 
djflcermnent,  perfectly  sure  that  none  will  escape 
yon.  I  giVe'  yon  joy  of  each  other,  "and  remain, 
my  dear  old  fiiend,  most  truly  yours,     .W.  C' 


TO  ROBERrT  SMTTHi  ESGL 
'  WettonrUnderwood^  Dee.  20, 1788. 

MT  DEIR  SIR, 

Mrs.  Unwin  is  .in  tolerable  health,  and  adds 
her  warmsst  thanks  to  nnne  for  your  favour,  and 
for  your  obliging  inquiries.  My  own  health  is 
better  than  it  has  been  for  many  yean.  Lon^ 
time  I  bad  a  stomach  that  wdUld  digest  nothing, 
and  now  nothing  'disagrees  with  it;  an  amend- 
ment for  v^hich  1  am,  under  Grod,  indebtM  to  the 
daily  use  of  spluble  t^irtar, '  whi^h  1  have'  never 
onutted  these  two  years.  I  am  still,  as  you  may 
suppose,  occupied  in  my  long  labour.  The  Ihad 
has  nearly  received  its  last  polish.  And  I  haye 
advanced  in  a  rough  copy  as  far  as  to  the  ninth 
book  of  the  Odyssey.  My  friends  ar^  some  of 
them  in  haste  to  see  the  wprk  printed,  and  my 
answer  to  them  is — "  I  do  nothing  else,  and  this 
1  do  day  and*  night— it  must  in  time  be  finished." 

My  thoughts,  however,  are  not  engaged  to 
Homer  only. '  I  can  not  be  so  much,  a  poet  a^  not 
to  feel  greatly  for  the  King,  (he  'Clueen,  and  dthe 
eoun^.  My  speculations  on  these  subjects  are 
indeed  melancholy,  for  no  such  tragedy  has  be- 
&Uen  m  my  day.  Tl^e  ^xe  forbidden  to  trust  in 
man;  I  vrill  not  therefore  say  1  trust  in  Mr.  Pitt: 
— but  in  his-^unsels,  undefthe  blessing  of  Provi- 
dence, the  remedy  is,  t  believe,  to  be  found,  if  .a 
remedy  there  be.  Qis  integrity,  finnness,  and 
sagacity,  are  the  only  huinan  means  that  seem 
adequate  to  the  great  emergence. 

You  sayjoothing  of  your  own  health,  of  which 
1  should  have  been  happy  to  have  heard  favoura- 
bly. May  you  long  enjoy  the  best  Neither  Mrs. 
ITnwin  nor  myself  have  a  sincerer,  or  a  wanner 
wish,  than  for /our  feli^. 

I  ain,  my  dear  sir, 
Your  most  obliged  and  afifectionate 

W.  C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSe^ESO. 

MT  DEIR  SIR,  TTie  Lodg^  Jan.  19, 1789. 

I  HATE  takeh,  nnoe  you  went  avray,  many  of 
the  walks  whidi  we  have  taken  together;  and 
none  of  them,  I  believe,  without  thoughts  of  yoo. 
I  have,  though  not  a  good  memory,  in  general, 
yet  a  good  ktipd  memoiy,  and  cain  veooHeot,  by 
the  help  of  a  tree  or  a  stile,  what  yon  said  on  that 
particular  spot  For  this  ifsason  i  purpose,  when 
the  summer  i4  come,-  to  walic  wi^  a  biook  in'  my 
pocket;  what  I  read  at  my  firedde  I  foiget,  but 
what  I  read  under  a  hedge,  or  at  the  side  of  a 
pond,  that  pond  and  that  hedge  vriD  ahrays'briiig 
to  my^remembranoe;  and  this  is  a.sort  of  fiiemoria 
technical  whkh  I  would  recommend  to  you  if  I 
did  not  know  that  you  have  no  occasion  for  it 

I  am  reading  Sir  John  Hawkins,  and  iBtitl  hold 
the  same  opii^n  of  his  book,  as  when  you  were 
here.  There'  are  in  it,'undDnbiedIy,  some  awk- 
wardnesses of  phrase,  and,  v^hich  is  wone,  heps 
and  there  some  miequhrocal  indications  of  a  vamty 
not  easUy  fardotaable  in  a  man  of  his  yean;  but 
on  the  whole  I  find  it  amusing,  and  to  me  at  least, 
to  whdm  every  thing  that  has  passed  in  the  litfr- 
razy  worid  within  these  jfive-and<4wen^  yean  is 
new,  sufficiently  replete  with  infonAation.  Mr. 
Throckfnorton  tdd  me  about  three  days  smce, 
that  it  was  lately  recommended  to-  him  by  a  sen- 
sible man,  as  a  book  that  would  give  him  great 
insight  mto  tlie  liistoTy  of  modein  literattue,  and 
modem  men  of  ietten,  a  commendation  which  I 
really  think  it  merits.  Fifty  yean  hence,  per- 
haps, the  world  wiU  f^el  itself.obliged  tcr  him. 

W.C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSEf,  ESO. 

MT  DiAR  SIR,  ^         The  Lodge^  Jan.  94, 1789. 

We  have  heard  firom  my  cousin  in  Noifolk- 
street;  she  reached  home  ntfely,  and  in  good  tina. 
An  observation  suggests  itself  which,  though  I 
lugre  but  little  time  for  observatioa  making,  I 
must  allow  myself  time  to  mention.  Aoctdents, 
as  we  call  them,  genenlly  oocur  when  than  seems 
least  reason  to  expect  thsm;  ifa  firiend  of  oon  tra- 
vels £ur  in  difierent  loads,  psiA  at  an  vnfovouraUe 
season,  we  are  reasonaUy  alsimed  for  the  saiirty 
of  pne  in  whom  we  take  so  much  interest;  yet 
how  seldom  do  we  hear  a  tx^^ical  aoeoont  of  suoh 
a  journal  It  is,  on  the  ooiitniry,  at  heme,  in  oui 
yard  or  garden,  perhaps  jn  our  parbv,  thait  dis- 
iu4er  finds  us;  in  any  jdaqe,  in  short,  where*we 
seem  perfectly  out  ^f  the  reach  of  danger.*  Tha 
lesson  inculcated  by  such  a  pneedure  on  the  pail 
of  Providence  towards  as  seems  to  be  that  Of  per- 
petual  dependent. 
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Having  preaclied  thii  taniion,  I  muit  hasten  to 
a  cIom;  yon  know  thai  I  am  kio^  idlB,  nor  can  1 
affoid  to  be  to.  I  would  ^adly  spend  mora  time 
with  joo,  bat  hj  some  Yneans  or  other  t)ua  daj 
has  hitherto  proved  a  ^  of  hindrance  and  con^ 
fuBon.  W.  C. 


TO.THE  BEV.  WALTER  BAOOT. 

MT  D^AR  FRIEND,         'Wutan,  JoM,  29,  178d. 

I  SHALL  be  a  better,  at  lea^  ik  more  frequent 
oorvspondent,  :»vhen  I  have  done  with  Homer.  I 
am  not  foigetAil  of  any  letters  that  I  owe,  .and 
least  of  aU  forgetful  of  my  debts  in  that  way  to 
yon;  on  the  contrary,  I  live  in  a.  continual  state 
of  self-reproach  finr  not  writing  more  punctually; 
but  the  old  Grecian,  wh(mi  I  charge  myself  liever 
\4>  neglect,  lest  I  should  never  finish  him,  has  at 
pruent  a  voice  tl^at  seems  to  drown  all  other  de- 
mands, and  manj  to  which  I  could  listen  vrith 
mora  pleasure  than  even  to  his  Off  rU^ndum.  I 
am  npw  in  the  eleventh  book  of  the  Odyssey^  ^n- 
▼ening  with  the  dead.  Invoke  the  Muse  in  my 
behalf  that  I  may  roll  the  stone  of  Sisyphus  with' 
some  fucoess.  To  do  it  as  Homer  has  done  it  is, 
.1  suppose,  in'our  verS0,and  language,  impossible 
but  I  will  hope  not  to  laWir  altogether  to  as  little 
purpose  as  Sisyphus  himself  didl 

Though  I  meddle  little  with  politic^  and  .can 
#Bd  but  little  leisure  to  do 'so,  the  present  state  of 
things  unavoidably  engages  a  share  of  my  atten- 
tion. But  as  they  si^,. Archimedes,  when  Syra- 
cuse was  taken,  w^  round  busied  in  the  solution 
ai  a  problem^  so  come  what  may,  I  shall  be  Ibund 
translating  Homei; 

Sincerel^^  yours,  W.  G. 


know  not:  but  imagme.  that  any  time  aiier  the 
month  of  June  you  will  be  suie  to.find  her  with 
us,  which  I  mendon,  knowing-  that  to  meet  yoo 
willadd^nlish  tosjlthepleasums  she  can  tjod 
atWestdn. 

When  I  wrote  those  lines  on  the  aueen's  visit, 
I  thought  I  had  perfonned  wellj  hut  it  belongs  to 
me,  as  I  have  told,  you  before,  to  dislike  whatever 
I  write  when  it  harbeen  written  a  month.  The 
performance  ws^  therefore  sinking  in  my  esteem, 
wlien  your  appiobaddn  of  it,  arriving  in  good  time, 
buoyed  it  up  again.  '  It  will  now  keep  poeueaiiion 
of  Uie  place  it  holds  in  my  good  opinion,  because 
it  has  been^fovoured  with  yours;  and  a  copy  will 
certainly  be  at  ytfur  service  whenever  you  choose 
to  have  one. 

Nothing  .is  more  eertain  than  that  when  I  wrote 
thelinO)         , 

God  msdeths  eoonny,  aod  man  madB.ibe  toWn, 

I  had  not  the  Usast  iec6Dectioa  of  that  very  si- 
milar one,  which  you  quote  firomHawkins  Brown. 
It  convinces  me  that  critics  (and  none  oqors  than 
Warton,  in  Mb  notfes  on  Milton's  minor  poems), 
have  often  charge4  authors  with  .borrowing  what 
they  drew  from  their  own  fund.  Brown  was  an 
entertaining  companion  when  he  had  drunk  his 
bottle,  but  not  before;  this  proved  a  snare  to  him, 
and  he  would  sometipies  drink  too  much;  but  I 
know  not  that  he  was  chai^ble  with  any  other 
iitegularities.  He  hyid  those  among  his  intimates 
who  would  not  Jiave  been  such  had  he  been  other- 
wise viciously  inclined;  the  Dunoombes,  in  paiti- 
cular,  fiither  and  son,  who  were  of,  unblemished 
morals.'  W.  C, 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESGL 

MT  DKAB  SIR,'  T%e  Lodge,  May  90, 1789. 

FiVDiNQ  myself  between  twelve  and  one,  at  the 
end  of  the  seventeenth  book  of  the  Odyssey,  I  give 
^  interval  between  the  present  moment  Kad  the 
time  of  walking,  to  you.  If  }  write  letters  before 
I  sit'down  to  Homer,  I  fM  my  spirito  too  flat  for 
poe^;  and  too  flat  for  letter  writing'if  I  aiddress 
mymf  to  Homer  first;  but  the  last  I  choose  as  the 
least  evil,  becauss  m^  friends  will  pardon  my  dul- 
nesrf,  but  the  public  vrill  not. 

I  had  been  some  days  uneasy  on  your  account, 
wheft  yours  arrived.  We  should  have  rejoic^  to 
nave  seen  you,  would  your  engagements  have  per- 
mitted: l>ut  in  the  autnjmn  I  h<^,  if  not  before,  we 
shall  have  the  pleasure  to  receive  you.    At  what 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESO. 

MY  DEAR  FRtsNn,         Tlu  Lodge,  June  5,  V789. 

I  AM  going  to  give  you  a  deal  of  trouble,  but 
London  folks  must  be  content  to  be  troubled  faj 
country  folks; 'for  in.London  only  can'our  strange 
necessities  be  supplied.  You  must  buy  for  me, 
if  you  please,  a  cuckoo  clocjc;  and  now  I  vriU  tell 
you  where  they  are  sold,  which,'  Londoner  as  you 
are,  it  is  possible  you  may  not  know.  They  are 
sold,  I  am  informed,  at  more  hontes  than  one,  in 
that  nartow  part  of  Holbom  which  leads  iqto 
Broad  St.  Giles.  It  seems  they  are  well  gomg 
clocks,  and  cheap,  which  are  the  two  best  recom- 
mendations of  any  clock.  They  are  made  in  Qtst- 
many,  and'  such  numbers  of  them  are  annually 
impoorted,  that  they  are  become  even  a  considerable 
article  of  commerce. 

I  return  you  many  thanks  for  BosweD's  Tour. 
I  read  it  to  Mrs.  Unwin  after  supper,  and  we  find 


tfane  wo  may  expeot  Lady  Hesketh,  at  present  1 1  it  amusing.    There  is  much  trash  in  it,  as  there 
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always  ^  in  every  narraliYe  that  lelaites  in- 
dipcriminately  all  that  passed.  Bat  now  and  then 
tfae  Doctdr  speaks  lik^  an  oracle^  and  ihttl^  make» 
amendd  for  all.  Sir  Jciin  was  ^  ooxconib,  axid 
Boswey  is  not  less  a  cozcotnh,  though  of  another 
Idnd.^  I  fiuicy  Johnson  jnade  coxcfAnhs  of  all  his 
fiiends,  -and  they  in^ntum  made  iiim  a  ccttconib; 
tar  ^th  reverence  be  il  spoken^  such  he  oertaiilly 
was,  and,  flattered  as  hewas,  he  was  sure  *to  be 

Thanlu  for  your  invitatiop  (b  London,  but  nn- 

V  London  can  come  to  me,  I  fear  we  shall  never 

I  was'Bure  that  you  would  love  n^  Merid, 

wfaen  yoi;  should  once  be  well  acquaj^ited  with 

hina;  and  equall;^  sufq  that  he  woi^d  take  kindly 

to  you.  J  ■  ^ 

I^ow  for  Homer.  W^  C.  * 


TO.  THE  IIEV.  WALTER  BAGOT.     . 

MT  ftjEABPRWND,     .     .    IFrMton,  JitlW Ifr,  1789. 

You  will  naturally  suppose  that  the  letl!er  in 
which  you  announced  your  marriage  occasioned 
me  sonie  concern,  though  in  my  answer  I  had  the 
wisdom  to  conceal  it.  The  apcount  you  gav^  me 
of  the  object  of  your  ch<^ee  was  such  as  left  me 
at  liberty  io  form  conjectures  not  very  .comfortable 
to  myself  if  my  ^endship  for  you  yvei^.  indeed 
nndere.  I  have  nnce  however  been  sufficiently 
consoled.  Your  brother  Chester  has  informed  iqe, 
that  you  have  mtinied  not  only  one  of  the  most 
agreeable,  but  one  of  the  most  accomplished  w6- 
men  m  the  kingdom.  It  is  an  old  maxioij  that  it 
is  better  \o  exceed  expectation  than  to  disappoint 
h,  and  with  this  maxim  in  your  view  it  was,  no 
doubt,  that  you  dwelt  only  on  ciicumstances'of  dis^ 
advantage,  and' would  not  treat  me'with  a1reci£al 
of  others  which  abundantly  overwdigh  thorn.  I  now 
coogntubte  not  you  only,  but  myself,  and  truly 
rajoice  that,  my  fijend  has  vshosen  for  his  fellow- 
traveller  through  the  remaining  stages  of  his  jour- 
ney, a  companion  who  will  do  honour  to  his  dis- 
oemment,  and  make  hid  way,'  so  far  as  it  can  de- 
pend on  ft  wife  to  do  so,  pleasant  to  the  last. 

My  verses  on  the  dueen's  visit  to  London  either 
have  beep  printed,  or  soon  will  be,  in  the  World. 
The  finishing  to  which  you  objected  I  have  alter- 
ed, and  have  substitutled  two  neiy  staAz^  instead 
of  it  Tw:o  others  also  I  have  stiixck  out,,  another 
critic  having  objected  ta  them.  1  thtnk  I  am  a 
very  tractable 'sort  of  a  poet.  Most  of  my  fratejr- 
mty  WQuld  as  soon  shorten  the  noses  of  theit  chil- 
dren because  they 'wexc  said  tgi  be  too  long*,  as  thus 
dock  their  compositions  in  compliance  with  the 
opinion  of  others.  - 1  beg  that  when  my  life  shall 
be  written  hereafter,  my  authorship's  ductability 
of  tamper  may  ndt  be  forgotten!  *  . 

I  am,  my  dear  friend,  ever  youn,  W.  C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESGU 
AMicoMio,  7^rocr^,June'2Q,  1789. 

I^  iM  truly  sorry  that  it. must  l^  so  long,  before 
we  can  have  an  opportunity  tp  meet  My  cousin, 
in  her  last  letter  but  one,  insinred  me  with  other 
^pectattonsj  expressing  a  pjorpose,  If  the  ni^ter 
could  be  so  contrived,  of  bnn^g  you  with  her: 
I  was  willing  to  believe  thatyou  had  consuitec) 
together  on  the  subjectjr  K6d  |bund  il  feanble^  A 
month  was  formerly  a  trifle  in  my  account,  but  at 
my  present  age  Fgive  it  all  its  importance,  and 
grudge  that  so  many  months  should  yet  pass,  in 
which  )  have  not  even  a. glimpse  of  those  I  loVe, 
ahd  of  whom,  the  course  of  natujce  considered,  I 
must  ere  long  tak^  leave  forever^but  I  shall  five 
tilb  August.    .  ^ 

Many  thanks  for  the  cnqkoo^  which  arrivecf  per- 
fectly safe,  and  goes  well,  to  the  amiipement  and 
amazement  of  all  who  hear  it  Hannah  lies  awake 
to  h^ar  it,  and  X  am  not  sure  thai  wo  have  not 
others  in  the  house  that  adnlire  his^uslc  as  much 
as  she.  'J 

Having  read  both  Hawkins  and  Boswell,  I  jiow 
think  myself  almost  as  n)Qch  a  ihaster  Qf  John- 
son's charaQter  as  if  1  had  known  him  personally, 
and  can  not  but  regret  that  our  barda  of  other  titties 
found  no  suclx  biographers  as  these.  They  havQ 
both  bedn  ridiculed,  and  the  wib  have  had  their 
laugh;  iHit  such  an  history  of  Milton  or  Shak- 
qpeare,  as  they  have  given  of  John^oii-^O,  how 
desirable! 


TO  MRS.  THROCKMORTON. 

.   ^A,      ,  Jtt/y  18, 1789. 

.Many  tlianks,  iny  dear  madam,  for  your  extract 
.fiom'Gtooii^'s  letter.  I  retain  but  lit^d  Italian, 
yet' that  Uttle- was  >o  forcibly  mustered  by  the  con- 
sciousness that  I  was  myself  the  subject,  that  I 
presently  became  master  of  it  .  I  have  always  said  ^ 
^hat  George  is  a  poet,  and  I  am  never  in  his  com- 
pany but  I  discover  proo&  of  it;  and  thd  delicate 
address  by  which  he  heat  managed'  his  complhnen- 
tary  mentiott  of  me,  convinces  me  of  it  stil)  more 
thah  ever.  Here  are  a  thousand  poets  of- us,  whc 
have  impudence  enoilgh  to  write  for  the  public , 
but  amongst  the  modest  men  who  are  by 'diffidence 
restrained  from  such  an  enterprise  are  those  who 
would  eclipse  us  all.  I  wish  that  Gforge  would 
make  the  experiment;  I  would  hind  on  his  laurels 
with  my  own  hand.   < 

Your  gardener  has  gone  after  his  wife,  but  hav 
ing  neglected  to  take  his  lyre,  aliae  fiddle,  witu 
him,  has  not  yet  brought  home  his  Eurydioe.  Yoiu 
clock  in  the  hall  has  stepped,  and  (strange  to  telll) 
it  stopped  at  the  sight  of  the  watch-maker.  For 
he  only  kwked  at  it,  and  it  has  bleen  motion^ 
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ever  since.  Mr«,Giegibn  k  goDB,  and  the  tiall  is 
tt  desolation.  Pray  don't  think  any  place  pleasant 
tnat  you  may  find^ln  your  rambles,  tbat  we  may 
see  you  the  sooner.  Your  aviary  is  all  m  good 
h^Ith.  I  pass  it  eveiy  day,  and  often  inquire  at 
the  lattice;  the  inhabitants  of  it  send  their  duty, 
and  wish  for  your  Tetum.  '  I  took  notice  of  the 
inscription  on  your  seal,'  and  had  we  an  artist 
heie  capable  of  Aimi^iiig  me  ^ith  another^  you 
should  read  on  mine,  "ETieore  une  Usttre.** 

Adieu,  "W.  C. 


TO  alj.MUEL  rose;,  ESGl. 

*    Thi  Lodge,  July  ^i.'VlBB/ 
Yon  do  weQ,  my  dear  sir,  to  improve  your  op- 
portunity; to  spea&  in  the  rural  phrase,^  this  is 
your  sowing  time j  and  the  sheaves  you  look  for  can 

.  never  be  yours  unless  yoU  make  that  use  of  it. 
The  colour  of  oUr  whole  ^lk  is  generally  such  ba 
the  three  or  fbur  first  years,  in  which  we  are  our 
own  masters,  make  it  Then  it  Is  that  we  may 
be  said  to  shape  pUr  own  dertin/,  and  to  treasure 
up  for  ourselves  a  series  of  future  successes  or  dis- 
appointments. Had  I  employed^  iny  time  as  wise- 
ly as  you,  in  a  situation  very-  similar  to  yours,  I 
had  never  been  a  poet  pj^rhaps,'  but  I  might  by 
this  time  have,  acquired  a  character  of  morp  im- 

'  pOTtance  in  society ;  and  a  situation\ln  which  my 
friends  vrould  have  been  letter  pleased  to  CEee  me. 
But  three  years  misspent  in  an  attorney's  office 
were  <ahnost  of  course  followed  by  several  more 
equally  misspent  in  the  Temple,  and  the  conse- 
quence has  been,  as  the  Italian  epitaph  says,  "  SU> 
qui.*^ — The  only  use  I  can  make  of  myself  now, 
at  least  tha  b^t,  is  to  serve  in  tertorem  to  others, 
When  occasion  may  happen  to  oficr,  that  they  may 
escape  (so  far  as  my  admonitions  can  have  any 

'  weight  with  them)  my  folly  an,d  n\y  fiite.  When 
you  feel  yourself  tempfed  to  rekx  a  little,  of  th« 
strictness  qf  your  present  discipline,  and  to  indulge 
in  amusement  incompatible  with  your  future  in- 
terests, think  on  your  friend  at  Weston. 

Having  said  this,  I  shall  next  with  my  whole 
heart  ^lyite  you  hither,  and  assure  you  that  I  look 
forward  to .  approaching  August  with  great  plea- 
sure, because  it  promises  me '^our  company.  Af- 
ter a  little  time  (which  we  shall  wish  longer)  spent 
with  us,  you  will  rctufrn  invigorated  "to  your  stu- 
dies, and  pursue  them  with  the  more  abdvasitage. 
In  the  mean  time  you  have  lost  little,  in  point  ^f 
Miason,  by  be^ng  <»)nfined  .to  London.  Incessant 
lams,  and  meadows  under  wajer,  have  given  to  the, 
summer  the  air  bf  winter,  and  the  couiitiy  has 
been  deprived  of  half  ^ts  beauties.  . '  \  \, 
It  18  time  to  tell  you  that  we  are  well,  and  often 
make  you  our  subject.  This  is  the  third  meeting 
that  my  4X>u8in  and  we  have  had  inihi^  country; 


and  a  great  instance  of  good  fortund  I  afccoont  it 
in  such  a  world  as  this,  to  have  expected  soeh  a 
pleasure  thrice  witliout  being  once  disappointed. 
Add  to  this  Wonder  as  soon  as  you  can  by  making 
yourself  of  the  party.  ^-^  W.  C. 


.      TO  SAMPEL  ROSE,  ESa 

MX  DEAR  FRIEND,  Wetton,  Av^.  8,  1*789. 

Come  when  you  will,  or  when  you  Qan,  you  c 
not  cbme  at  a  wrong  time,  but  we  shall  expect 
you  on  th6  day  mentioned.  - 

If  you  have  any  boolCyihat  you  think  wffl  maka 
plesJsant  evening  reading,  bring  It  ^th  yoo.  I 
now  read  Mrs.  Pioczi's' Travels  to  the  ladies  aft^ 
8Upj)er,  and  shall  probably  have  ^finished  them  be- 
fore we  khall  have  the  pleasure  df  seeing  you.  It 
is  the  fashion^  I  understand,  to  condemn  theoi. 
Bi^  we  who  make  books  ourftelves  are  more  mer- 
ciful io  bookriqakers.  I  would  that  every  £utidi- 
ous  judge  uf  auChojB  wbre  himself  obliged  to  wiUe ; 
there  goes  more  to  Ihd  oompoisition  of  'a  vohime 
than  many  critics  imagine!  I  have  often  wonHered 
that  the  same  poet  who  wrote  the  Dunci^d  should 
have  written  these  hues,  ' 

The  mercy  I  to  othendiow, 
That  percy  ahow  to  me.' 
Alas!  for  Pope,  if  the  mercy  he  s&owed  to  othen 
was  the  measure  of  the  mercy  he  received  \  he  was 
tne  less  pardonable  too,  because  experienced  in  aU 
the  difficulties  of  oompofiitioQ. 

I  scratch,  this  between  dinner  a^d  tea;  a  time 
when  1  can  not  write  jnuch  vrithout  dlsoideiing 
my  noddle, « and  bringing  a  flush  into  my  &oe. 
You  will  jBXcuse  me  therefore  if^  through  respect 
ibr  the  two  iinportant  considerations  of  health  and 
beauty,  1  conclu4e  myself, 

Ever  yoprs,  W.  C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESa 

MY' dear  friend;         WestoTi,  Sept.  24, 1789. 

You  left  us  exactly  at  the  wrong  time.  Had 
you  staid  till  now,  you  would  have  bad  the' plea* 
sure  of  hearing  even  my  cousin  say-^"  I  tim  cold." 

And  the  still  greater  pleasure'  of  being  waxm 
yourself  j  for  1  have  had  a  &e  in  the  study  ever 
since  you  went.  It  is  the  fault  of  our  summen, 
that  they  are  hardly  ever  warm  or  .cold  enough. 
Were  they  warmer,  we  should  not  want  a  fire} 
and  were  they  colder,  ^e  should  ^ave  one. 

I  haye  twice  seen  and  conversed  with  Mr.  J- — . 
He  is  wiKy,  inteUigent,  and  agreeaUe  beyond  the 
common- measure  of  men  who  aie  so.  But  it  it 
the  constant  efiect  of  ^  spirit  df  party,  to  make 
those  hateful  to  each  <^er,^who  axe  truly  amiable 
'm  themselves. 
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'Beaa 


Ids  kffe ;  he  was  ttielaiicholy  fhe 


^Aote  day  •fter  your  depaft«»e.  W.  C. 


TQ  SAMUEL  RjOSE,  ESa. 

MY  DE19  TRIEKO,  TTi^ton,  Qc/.  4, 1789*. 

The  hamper  ib  cdme,  and  come  safe:  «nd  l3ie 
contents  1  can  affirm  on  my  own  kno^^ledge  are 
Qsoellent.  It  chanced  that  another  hainper  and  a 
hox  came  by  the  same'oo^yeyance,  all  w^ch'l  un- 
packed aiyl  expounded  in  the  hall;  ^y  cousin 
^ttix^^  mean,  tune,  on  the  i^tairs,  spectatress  of  the 
business.  We  diverted  ourselves  with  imagining 
the  manner  in  which  Homer  would  have  described 
.the  soehe.  J)etailed'in  his«circtuostantiKi  way,  it 
would'haVto  furnished  materials  for  a  para^ph 
of  considerable  len^h  in  an  Odyssey. 

Theqtmw-Btuird  hamper  wit|i  hfa  rathlantuet 

Hq  open^d^  cutting  sheer,  ih'  ine^rted  cordis 
' '  Whicii  bound  the  lid  and  iip  sDeue.    Forth  caiue  ' 

Therustlittg  padkage  flret,  bright  «raw  of  wheat,    . 
.    Or  oetfl^  or  barley;  next  a  boule' green 

Throst-fuII,  cMar  BDtrha  the  contenti^  dtelUM    ' 

Drop  after  drop  tM&drooi^  bylheaR 

Of  Uieftlr  mother  of  htofrlMMl-ihe  Rom.  •    , 

And  so  on. 
I  should  fejoioe  to  b^  the.  heioof  sucha  (al^  ip  the 
hands  of  Homer. 

You  will  remember,  I  trust,  that  whbn  the.  state 
of  yoj}r  health  or,  spirits  calls  for  rur^  walks  and 
fiesh  air,  you  have  alif  ays  a  retreat  at  Weiiou. 

"We  are  all  well,  all  love  .you,  doyrp.  to  the  very' 
dog;  and/ihall  be  glad  to  hear  that  you  hav^  ex- 
changed langour  for  alacrity^  and  the  debility  that 
yott  mendoned  for  indefat^ble  vigour. 

Mr.  'Throckmorton  hair  made  me  a  handsome 
present;  Vilk>iaon^s  edition  of  the  Iliad,  elegantly 
bound  by  Edwards.  If  I  live  long  enough,  by 
the'  otvitributionB  of  my  finends  I  shall  once  more 
be  possessed  of  a  library.  Ad^u,  W.  C.  ' 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESO.     • 

JIT  DEAR  TRitKDj  Weston,  Dec.  18, 1*789. 

'  The  present  appehn  to  loe  a  wonderful  period 
in  the  histoiy  of  mankind.  That  nations  so  long, 
eontentedly  slaves  should  on-a  sudden  become  eiia- 
mbuied  of  liberty,  tuid  understand,  as  suddenly, 
their  owti  natural  right  to  it,  feefing  themselves  at 
the  same  time  inspired  with  resolution  to  assert  it, 
seems  difficult  to  account  for  from  natural  causes. 
With  respect  to  the  final  issue  of  all  this,  I  can 
only  say,  that  if,  having  discovered  the  value  of 
tiberly,  th^y  should  next  discover  the  value  of 
peace,  and  lastly  tfa»  value  of  the  word  of  Godj 
they  w^  be  happier  than  they  ever  were  since 


the  rebellion  of  the  first  pair,  and  as  happy  as  it  ii 
possible  they  should  be  in  the  present  lift. 

Most  ^ipcteely  yoursj  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTJER  BAGOT.  ' 

Hf  DEAR  WALTER,- 

J'KNOw  that  you  are  loo  reasonable  a  man  to 
eiq)ect  any  thhig  like  punctuality^  of  conespond- 
enoe  firomatrimslator  of  Homer,  especially  firom  ons 
'who  is  a  doer  also  of  many  other  thingSLatthe^ame 
time;  fi»r  I  labour  hard  not  only  totusquire  a  little 
fame  for  myself,  but  to  win  it  also  for  others,,  usa 
of  whom  I  know  no^rig,  not  svia  their  namea^ 
who  send  me  theur  poetry,  that  by  ftzanslating  it 
out  of  prose  into  vene,.'I  may  maJke  it  more  like 
poetiy  than  it  was.  Havuig  heard  all  this^^yon 
lyill  feel  yourself  not  only  incliped  to  pardon  n^ 
long  silence,  but  to  pity  me  <el80  for  the  eause  of  it 
You  may  if  you  please  believe  likewise,  for  it  is 
true,  that  I  have  a  fihculty  of  remembering  my 
firipnds.even  when  I  <do'ndt  wrife^to  them,  and  of 
kyving  them  not  one  jot  the  less,  though.  I  leaytt 
th«m  to  starve  for  want  of  a  letter  from  me. 
A|id  now  I  think  you  h&ve  an  apology  both,  as  to 
style,  matte/,  and  manner,  -altt^gether  unexcep- 
tionabliB. 

"Why.  is  <he,  winter  like  a  backbiter  1  Because 
Sokxnon  says  that  a  backbiter  separates  between 
chief' fHendiB^^  and  so  does  the  winter ;  to  this  dirty 
season  it.  is  owing,  that  I  see  nothing  of  the  valua* 
ble  Chesten,  whom  mdeed  I '  see  less  at  all  times 
than  serves  at  all  to  content  me.  I  hear  of  them 
indeed  occasicmally  (rqm  my  neighbours  at  the 
Hall,  but  even  of  that  comfort  I  have  lately  en- 
joyed lees  than  usual,  Mr.  Throckmorton  having 
heen'hihdered  by  his  first  fit  of  the  gout  from  hk 
usual  visits  to ,  Chiche^y.  The  gout  .however 
has  not  prevented  his  making  me  a  handso^ 
present  of  a  fo|ih  editbn^  of  .the  Iliad,  puUished 
about  a  year  since  a&  Venice,  by  a  Uterato,  who 
dalls  himself  ViUoison.  It  is  possible  that  you 
have  seal  it,  and  that  if  you  have  it  not  yourself, 
it  ha«  at  least  found  its  way  into  Lord  Bagot's 
library.'  If  neithev  should  be  the  case,  wh^  1 
write  n^xt  (fot  sooner  or  Jater  I  shall  certaioly 
write  to  you  again  if  I  live)  I  will  send  jrou  some 
pretty  stories  out  of  .his  Prolegomena,  which  will 
make  your  hair  stand  on  end,  as  mine  has  stood 
on  end  already,  they  so  horribly  afl^ct,  in  pdnt  of 
authenticity,  the  credit  of  the  works  of  the  inv- 
mortal  Homer. 

•  Wishing  'you  and  Mrs.  Bagot  all  the  happiness 
that  a  new  year  can  possibly  bring  with  it,  I  reP 
main  with  Mrs.  Unwin's  best  respects,  yours,  my 
dear  friend,  with  all  sincerity^  W.  C.. 

My  paper  mourns  .for  the  death  of  Lord  Cow- 
per^  my  valuable  cousin  and  much  my  Uene&ctoir. 
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TO  THE 'REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 

MY  DEAR  FRIBND, 

I  AM  a  terrible  creatute  for  not  writing  soon- 
tit  but  the  old  excuse  must  servtf,  at  least  I  will 
not  occupy  paper  With  the  addition  of  others  un- 
less 70U  fdiould  insist  on  it,  in  whicli  case  I  can 
assure  you  that  I  have  tl^em  ready.    Now  to  bu- 


From  VUloison  I  leam  that  it  was  the  avowed' 
c^inion  and  persuasion  of  Callimachus  (whose 
l^qnns  we  both  studied  at  Westminster)  that  Hp^ 
met  was  very  imperfectly  understood  even  in  his 
day :  that  his  admirers,  deceived  by  the  perspicuity 
of  hb  style,  fended  themselves  masters  of  his 
meaning,  vrfaen  in  truth  |hey  knew- little  about  it. 

Now  we  know  that  Callimachus,  as  I  hive  hint- 
ed, was  himself  a  poet,  and  a  good  one ;  he  was 
a}io  esteelned  a  good  critic;  he  almost,  if  not  ac^ 
tuaUy,  adored  Homer,  and  imitated  him  as  nearly 
as  he  could.     .     .  / 

Whatshallwesaytothisi  I  wiy  tell  you  what 
I  say  to  it.  Callimachus  meant,  and  he  could, 
mean  nothing  more  by  thi»  assertion,  than  liiat 
the  poems  of  Homer  were  in  feet  an'alfegoryj 
that  under  the  obvious  imporCof  his 'stories  lay 
concealed  a  mystic  sense,  sometimes  philosophical, 
sometimes  iteligious,*  sometimes  moral,  and  that-, 
the  generality  either  wanted  penetration  or  indus-. 
try,  or  had  not  been  properly  qualified  by  th^ 
studies,  to  discover  it. '  This  I  can  readily  believe, 
for  I  am  myself  an  ignoramus  in  these-potnts,  and 
except  here  and  there,  -discern  nothing  more  than 
the  letter.  -But  if  CaUinuu^us  will  tell  me  that 
even  o{th€U  I  am  ignorant,  I  liope.sooh  by  tWa 
great  volumes  to  convince  him  of  the  contrary. 

I  leam  also  ftom  the  same  VUloison,  that  Pisis- 
tratu8,'who  was  a  sort  of  Meoepas.  in  Athens,. 
where  he  gave  great  encouragement  to  literature, 
and  buHt  and  furnished  a  public  library,  regretting 
Chat  .there  was  no  complete  6opy  of  Homer's  works 
in  the  wori'd,  resolved  to' make  one.  For  this  pur- 
pose he^vertised  rewards  in  all  the  newspapers 
to  those,  who^  being  possessed  meraoriter  6f  any 
part  or  parcels  of  the  poems  of  that  bard,  would 
resort  to  his  house,  andh  repeat-  them  to  his  secre- 
taries, that  they  might  write  them.  Now  it  hap- 
pened that'-more  were  desirous  of  the  reward,  than 
qualified  to  deserve  it  The  consequence  wad  tlfat 
the  nonqualified  persons  having,  many  of  them^ 
a  pretty  knack  at  verufic^tiqn,  imposed  on  the 
generous  Athenian  most  egregiously)  giving  him, 
instead  of  Horner^  verses,  which  they  had  not  to 
give,  verses  of  their  own  invention.  He,  good 
c/eatuie,  suspectmg  no-  such  fraud,*  took  them  all 
lor  gospel,  and  entered  them  into  his  voUune  ac- 
cordirigly. 

Now  let  him  believe  the  story  who  can.-  That 
Hotuer's  works  were  in  this -manner 'corrected  I 


ea»'  believe;  bat  that  n  leaased  Atfamian  ocpold 
be  so  imposed  upon,  with  sufficient  means  of  de- 
t^cti^  at  hand,  I  can  mi,  Wodd  he  not  be  on 
his  guard ?  Would  not  adiffeteBce" of  style  and 
manner  hkve  oociirred?  Would  not  thatdiffir- 
ence  have  excited  a  suspicion  1  Would  not  that 
suspicion  have  led  to  inquiry,  and  would  not  that 
inquiry  have  issued  indetecdon  1  Forhow«asy  waa 
it  in  the  multitude  of  Homer-conners  to  find  two, 
ten,  twenty,  possessed;  of  the  questionably  pAa- 
,Bage,  apd  by;ooniiDnting  them  with  the  impudeut 
impostor,  to  convict  him?  '  Abeaa  ergo  in  nialant 
rem  cum  Istia  tu^ia  haU^icinaivmibuiB^  VUUnaonc  ! 
.      ,  Faithfully  yours,  W;C. 


TO  SAkUEL  ROSE,  ESa. 
MY  UEAR  SIR,  ''  Tfu^  Lodge,  Jan.  3,  1790. 

I  Kave  been  long  silent,  but  you  have  had  the 
ch^ty,  I  hope  and  believe,  not  to  ascribe*  my  al- 
lence^to  a  wrong  cause.  The  truth  ir,  I  have  beeA 
too  busy  to  write  to  any  body,  having  been  obliged 
to' give  my  mornings  to  therevisal  and  oorrectioii 
of  a  little  vdume  of'  Hymns  for  children  written 
by  I- know  not  whom.  This  task  I  finished  bat 
yesterday,  and  while  it  was  in  hand  wrote  only 
to  my  oou^^  and .  to  her  rarely..  From  her  how- 
ever I  -knew  that  you  would  h^az  of  my  well  be- 
ing, which  made  me  less  anxious  about  my  debts 
to  you,  than  I  coulcl  have  been  otherwise. 

I  am  almost  the  only  person  at  Weston,  knowii 
to  you,  who  have  enjoyed  tolerable. health  this  win- 
ter. In  your  next  letter  .give  us  some  account  of 
your  ^  Own  state  of  health,  for  I  have  had  many 
anxieties  aboiit  you.  .  The  winter  has  been  nuld ; 
btA  .OUT  "winters  are  in  general  such  that  when  a 
friendf  leaves  us  in  the  beginning  of  that  season,  I 
always  feetln  my  heart,  a  perhi^p6  importing  that 
probably  we  have  met  fot  the  last  time,  and' that 
the  robins  may  whistle  on  the  grave  of  one  of  us 
before  the  return  of  summer.     . 

I  am  still  thrumming  Homer's  lyre;  thiit  is  to ' 
say,  I  am  still  employed  in  my  last  revisal ;  ^and 
to  give  you  some  -idea  of  the  intenseness  of  ngr 
toils^  I  wUl  inform  you|hatit  cost  me  allthe  mpm- 
ing  yesterday,  and  all  the  evening,  to  translate  a 
single  simile  to  my  mind.  The  tranistions  from 
one  member  of  the  subject  to  another,  though  easy 
and  natural  in  the  Greek,  turn  out  often  'so  intol- 
erably awkward  in  an  English  version,  that  almost 
endless  labour,  and  no  little  address,  are  requiaile 
to  give  them  grace  and  elegance.  I  foiget  if  I  told 
you  that  your  Grefman.Clavis  has  been  of  consid- 
erable  use  to  me. '  1  am  indehted  to  it  for  a  right 
understanding  of  the  manner  in  which  Achillea 
prepared  pork,  mutton,  ^d  gbat's  flesh  for  the 
entertainment  of  his  friends,  in  the  night  when 
they  came  deputed  by  Agamemnon  to  negotiate  a 
reconciliation.    A  passage  of  which  nobody  in 
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th«  woild  ]»  perfectly  nuBtcr^  xnyielf  oldj  and 
ScluMilfelbeEgeruB  excepted,  nor  ever  waa,  ex- 
cept when  Cheek  waa  a  live  Ungiiage. 

1  do  not  know  whether  m  j  couaLa  haa  told  you 
or  not  hciw  I  brag  in  my.  letters  Ui  her  oonceming^ 
mj  translation ;  perhapa  ]>er  modesty  feels  more 
ibr'metban  mine  for  myself,  and  she  would  blush 
to  let  even  you  kn<^wtlxe  degree  of  my  self^onoeit 
on  that  subjecfN  l  will  tell  you,  howerer,  express* 
ing  myself  aa  decently  aa  vanity  inH  pem^t,  th^t 
it  haa  undetgon6  such  a  change  &f  the  better  in 
this  lak  revisal,  that  I  have  mych  warmer,  hopes 
«f  success  than  fonnerly.  Yours,  W.  C« 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

>  ..  .  ' 

MT  DEIS  coz,  TAe  Zjodge^  Jan.  23,  1790. 

I  HAD  a  letter  yesterday  fh>m  the  wild  boy- John- 
son, for  whom  I  have  conceived  a  great  affection. 
It  waa  juflft  sujch  a  letter  as  I  tike,  of  the  trde  heker- 
akelter  kind ;  and  though  he  writes  %  r^narkably 
good  hand,  scribbled*  with  such  rapidity ,''that  it  was 
barely  legible.  .  He  gave  me  a  droll  account  of  the 
adventures  of  Lord  Howard's  note,  and  of  his  own 
in  pursuit  of  it.  The  poem  he"^  brought  me  pame 
as  from  Lord  Howard,  with  his  lordship's  Request 
that  I  would  revise  it.  It  is  in  Ihs  form  of  a  pas- 
toral, and  is  entitled  '<  Ths  Tale  qf  $ke  LuUf  or 


the  fieautiea  ^f  AifHey  End."    I  pead  i%  atten-  The  battle  with  whieb  the  book  concludes  is,  I 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE)  ESO. 

MT  DJiAR  FBifiND,      The  Lodge^^Feh.  3^1790. 

"Shoitld  Heyne's  Homer  i4>pewc  before  mine^ 
which  I;  hope  is  not  probable,  and  diould  he  adopt 
in  i(  the  opinion  of  Bentley,  thi^  the  whole  bsl 
Odyssey. is  spurious,  I  will  darie  to^xmtradict  both 
him  and  the  Doctor.  I  am  only  in  part  of  Qent- 
ley's  mind  (if  indeed  his  mind  wero  such)  in  this 
matter,  and  giantTaa  he  waa  in  learning,  and  eagle- 
eyed  in  eriticisijA,  am  persuaded,  convinced,  and 
suro  (can  I  be  more  positive  1)  t]»at  ^xoepl  fium 
the  moment  when 'the  Ithacans  begin  to  uyeditato . 
an  attack  on  the  cottage  of  Laertes,  and  thence 
to  the  end,  that  book  is  the  work  of  Homer.  From 
the  moment  aforesaid,  X  yield  the  point,  or  rather 
have  never,  ainc^e  I  had  any  akill  in  Homer,  feit 
myself  at  all  inclined  to  dispute  it.  But  I  beiieve 
p^ectly  at  the  same  time  that,  Homer  himself 
alone  ex<Sfepted,  the  Greek  poet  never  existed  who 
could  have  written  the  speeches  made  by4he  shade 
of  'AgamemYion,  in  i^hich  th^re  is  more  insight 
into  the  human  heart  discovered  than  I  ever  saw 
in  any  othier  work,  unless  in  Shakspeare'S.  I  am 
equally  disposed  to  dght  for  the  whole  passage  that' 
describes  Laert^,  and  the  interview  betweeir  him 
and  Ulysses.  Let  Benlley  grant  these  to  Homer, 
and  I  wiQ  shake  handsjvith  him  aa  to'  all  the  rest 


tively.;  Was  much  pleased  with  part  of  it,  and -part 
of  it  I  equally  disliked.  I  toki  him  so,  and  in  such 
terms  as  one  naturally  uses,  when  there  seems  to 
be  no  oecaaion  to  qualify  or  to  alleviate  censure.  I 
4>bserved  him  afterwards  somewhat  more  thought- 
ful and  silent,  but  eocasionallyas  pleasant  as  usual; 
and  in  Kilwack  wood,  where  we  walked  next  day, 
the  truth  cape  out;  that  he  Wibi  himself  the  ai»- 
ihor;  and  that  Lord  How^d  not  approving  it  al- 
together, and  s^yenl  friends  of  hibi  ovm  age,  to 
who6i  he  had  shown  it,  differing  from  his  lordship 
in  opinion,  and  being  highly  pleased  with  it,  he 
had  cony  at  last  to  a  resolution  to  al^ide.  by  my 
judgment;  a  mea^tire  to  which  Lord  Howard  by 
all  means  advised  him.  He  accordingly  brought 
it,  and  will  bring  it  again  in  the  summer,  when  we- 
ahall  lay  our  heads  together  and  try  to  mend.  it. 

I  have  lately  had  a  letter  alflo  (irom  Mrs.^  King, 
to  whom  I  had  written  to  inquire  whether  she  were 
living  or  dead.  She  tells  me  the  cntios  expect 
fiom*  my  Homer  evety  thing  in  somcf  parte^  and 
that  in  others  I  shall  Ml  short.  These  are  the 
Cambri^  critics;  and  she  haa  her  inteUigenoe 
fxicnn  the  botenical  professor,  Martyn.  That  gen> 
tleman  in  reply  answers  them,  that  I  ahall  &1K 
short  in-  nothing,  but  shall  disappoint  them  all.  It 
shall  be  my  endeavour  to  do  so,  and  I  am  not 
without  he  pe  of  succeeding.  W.  C. 


think,  a  paltry  battle,  and  there  is  a  huddle  in  tke 
management  of  it  altogether  unworthy  of  my  fa- 
vourite, and  the  favourite  of  all  sges. 
'  If  you  should  happen  to.  fall  vaUt  company  viUi 
Dr.  Warton  again,  you  will  not,  I  dare  say,  forget 
to  make  him  my  respectful  complimento,  and  to 
assure  him  that  I  felt  myself  not  a  little  flattered 
by  the  favourable  mention  he  waa  pleased  to  make 
of  me  and  my  labours.  The  poet  who  pleases  a 
man  like  him  has  nothing  to  wish  for.  I  am  glad 
that  you  were  pleased,  with  my  young  cousin  John- 
son; he  is  a  boy,  and  bashful,  but  'has  great  merit 
in  respect  both  of  chanvcter  and  intellect.  So  far 
at  least.as  in  a  week's  knowledge  of  him  I  could 
possibly  learn ;  he  is  very  amiable,  and  very  sensi- 
ble, and  inspired  me  with  a  warm  wuih  to  know 
him  better.  W.  C. 


•    TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

^7^  Lodge^  rpb.  9,  1790. 
Lhav^  sent  you  lately  scraps  instead  of  ktters, 
having  had  oceasbn  to  answer  immediately  on  tha 
receipt,  which  always  happens  while  I  am  deep 
in,  Homer.  '"     , 

'  '  I  knew  when  I  recommended  Johnson  to  you' 
that  you  would  find  soma  way  to  serve  hui,  ancf 
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•0  ii  hu  happened,  fi>r  notwithstaiidmc^  yoniown 
appzehenflUnB  to  the  tontnij,  ^  htcn  alieaody 
procimid  him  a  ch^kUdnflhip.  This  is  pretty  well, 
conaideriiig  that  it  is  an  early  day,  and  t^  yon 
hA^^but  just  hegun  to  know  tiiat  tfaees  is  each  a 
man  nnd^r  Heaven.  I  had  rather  myaelf  be  p»- 
txonifle^  by  a  pemn  of  mail  intemt,  with  a  heart 
fike  yoQi;?,  than  by  the  ChaaeeUor  hiliiBeli^  if  he 
^  not  care  a  fiuthmg  for  me.    • 

If  I  did  hot  deaSre  you  to  make  my  acknowledg- 
mente  to  Anonymous,  ast  believe  I  did  not,  it  was 
tsBcaose  I  am  not  aware  that  I  amwananled  lo  do 
so.  Bi}t  the  omission  is  of  less  consequence,  be- 
cause whoever  he  is,  though  he  has  no.  obfectiali 
to  doing  the  kindest  things,  he  seems  to  have  an 
avenion  to  the  thanks  they  merit 

You  must  know  that  two  odes  composed  by 
Horace  have  ktely  been  disce^'^eied  at  Rome;  I 
wanted  them  transcribed  info  the  blank  leaves  of  a 
little  Horace  of  mine,  and  Mn.  Throckmorton 
performed  that  service  for  me ;  in  a  blailk^eaf  there- 
fore of  tba  jNuqe  book  I«note  the  foUowing.* 

W.  C. 


[TO  MR.  JOHNSON.]    « 

DBAR  sm,  Wetfohj  J^.  11, 1790. 

I  1^  very  sensibly  obliged  by  the  remarks  of 
Mr.  Fuseli,  a|id  b^  that  you  will  tell  him  so:, 
they  afford  Ine  opportunities  of  improwment,  which 
I  shall  not  neglect  When  he  shall-see  the  pr^ 
copy,  hA  will  be  convinced  of  this;  And  will  be 
Convinced  likewise  th^  smart  as  he  som^tlipes  is, 
he  spares  me  often  when  I  have  no  mescy  oh  my- 
self. He  will  see  ahnoet  anew  translatbn.  *  *  * 
I  assure  you  faithfully,  that  whatever  my  foults 
may  be,  to  be  easily  or  hastily  satisfied  with  what 
I  have  written  is  not  one  of  them. 


TO  LAIJY  HESKETH. 

iVXocf^,  1^.86, 1790. 
Yon  have  set  my  heart  at  ease,  my  cousin,  so 
fior  as  you  were  yourrelf  the  object  of  ito  ai^ieties. 
What  other  troubles  it  feels  can  be  cured  by  God 
alone.  But  you  are  never  silent  a  week  longer 
than  usual,  without  giving  anq>portunity  to  my 
imagination  (ever  fruitful  in  flowen  of  a  sable 
hup)  to  teasp  me  with  them'day  and  night.  Lon- 
don* is  indeed  a.jpestUentpIace,  as  .you  call  it,  and  I 
would,  with  all  my  heart,  that  thou  hadst  less  to 
do  with  it;  were  you  under  the  same  roof  with 
ne,  I  should  know  you  to  be  safe,  and  should 
never  distresB  you  w^  melancholy  letters. 


'Ihe  TeTMS  to  Mm  Tbrookmoi^  da  bar  beautiAiLaaw* 
tin*  of  Uorace'a  Ode  concluded  thk  Letter. 


I  ihsl  n^^telC  weO  enou^  ioelined  to  the  1 
MM  you  propose,  and  will  show  to  your  new  ao- 
^[uaiBtanoe  with  «U  ray  heart  a  «unple  of  mj 
ttanslaticoybut  it  shall  no^  if  you  please,  be  takeo 
firam' the  Odyssey.    Itkapoemof  a^^UerchA- 
iacter  than  thp  Ihad,  and  as  I  prcypdoe'to  cany  bar 
by  a  osttp  ds  main^  IshaH  employ 'AchiUee,-  Agm' 
nwmnott,  and  the  twq  arniite  of  Greece  and  Trqy 
in  n^  service.    I  wiQ  accordingly  said  you  in  the 
box  that  I  reeeived  from  you  last  night,  the  two 
tot  books  of  the  Djad,  for  that  lod/s  perusal;  to 
t]|os6  I  have  giv«n  a  thiid  revisal;  for  them  theii»- 
fore  1  win  be  ansWaUe,  imd  am  not  afisMd  to 
stake  .the  credit  of  my  work  upon  them  with  her, 
or  with  any  Ii^4ng  Ti%ht,  especially  one  who  un- 
derstaiids  the  oiiginaL    I  do  i^  mean  that  even 
they  are  finished,  for  I  shall  examine  and  eroas- 
examine  them  yet  agAin,'  and  so  you  may  tell  her, 
but  1  know  that  they  will  not  dii^graoe  me;  .whereas 
it  is  so  long  since  I  have  lopked  at  the  Odyssey 
that  I  know  noth,pig  at  fll  about  it    T^bej  chall 
Set  sail  from  Olney  oq  Monday  moi^iing  in  the 
Diligence)  and  will  reach  yott  I  hope  in  the  eve- 
ning.   As  soon  as  die  has  done  wiUi  them,  I  shall 
be  glad  to  have  them  again,  for  the  time  draws  near 
when  I  shall  wan^t  to  give  than  the  last  touch. 

I  am  -delighted  with  Mrs.  Bodham's  kindnesey 
in  giving  me'  the  only  picture  of  ray  own  mother 
that  is.to  be  fimnd  I  suppose  in  all  the  world.  I 
had  rather  possess  it  than  the  richest  jewel  in  the 
British  crown,  for  I-  Icfved  her  with  an'  affectum 
that  her  death,  fifty-two  yean  since,  has  not  in 
thejeast  -abated.'  I  remember  her  too,  young  as 
I  was  when  she  4ied,  well  enough  to  know  that  it 
is  a  very  exact  resemhlanoe  of  her.  and  as  aatsb.  it 
is  to  me  invaluable.  Every  body  Joved  her,  and 
with  an  amiable  character  so'impressed  upon  all 
her  foatures,  every  body  was  sure  to  do  so.    • 

i  h%ve  a  very  .affectionate  and  a  veiy  clever  let- 
ter from  Johnson,  who  promises  me  the  transoipt 
of  the  boc^a  entrusted  to  him  in  a  few  days.  I 
have  a  great  love  for  that  young  man;  |»  has 
some  drops  of  the  same  stream  in,  his  veins  ihat 
opoe  animated  the  ori^nat  of  that  dear  picture. 

W.  C. 


TO  BiRS.  BOBHAM. 

XT.  DEAREST  ROBE,  Wsfton,  I\b.  37, 1790. 

WiHOM  I  thought  withered,  and  fiUIen  from  the 
stalk,  but  whom  I  fiiid  still  alive:  nothing  coui^ 
^ve  me  greater  pleasure  than  to  know  it,  and  to 
leam  it  from  youiseUl  I  loved  you  dearly  when 
you  were  a  child,  and  love  you  not  a  jot  the  leas 
for  haying  ceased  lo  be  so.  Evexy  creature  that 
beareany  affinity  to  ray  own  mother  is  dear  to  m^ 
and  yeu,  the  daughter  of  her  hrother,  are  but  one 
remove  distant  from  her;  I  love  you  therefore,  and 
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Icyve  you  much,  btilh  for  her  sakd,  and  ibr  ydlir 
own.  The  wtfM.cdtM  not  have  ftniished  yon 
withn  pTdwot  00  acjceptaUe  to  me,  fui  t|ie  picture 


which  you  hftve  bo  kindly  sent  me.    I  leceiTed  it  HUofi  meny  at  patfield,  and  have  made  the  pi^- 


the  niglit  bolbra  iait,  and  viewed  it  with  a  tre- 
pidation of  narrea  and  spirits  somewhat  kkin  to 
what  I  should  have  felt,  had  the  dear  griginsl 
presented  herself  to  my  emhraces.  I  kisaed  H, 
and  hupg  it  where  tt  is  the  la9t  object  that  1  see' 
at  night,  and  of  course  the  ^ist  en  which  I  open 
my  eyea  in  the  morning.  Bhe  died  when  I  had 
completed,  my  sixth  yter,  yet  I  remember  her 
well,  and  am  an  ocular  witness  of  the  great  fide- 
fity  of  the  copy.  I  redlember  too  a  midtitude  of 
the  maternal  tendernesses  which  I  received  from 
her,  and  which  have  endeared  her  memory  to  me 
beyond  expression.  There  is  in  me,  I  believe, 
more  of  the  Donne  than  of  the  Cowip^r;  and 
though  I  love  all  of  both  names,  *tod  ha^e  a  thow- 
sand  ieasons  to  love  ihoee  of  my  own  name,  yet  I 
feel  the  bond  of  nature  draw  me  vehemently  "to 
your  aid?;  I  was  thought  in  the  days  of  ,my  child- 
hood much  to  resemble  my  mother,  and  in  my  na- 
tural  temper,  of  which  at  the  age  of  fifty-e^t  t 
must  be  supposed  a  competent  judge,  can  trace 
both  her,  and  my  late  unck,  your  ^tthen  Stpoe- 
what  of  has  ^rritabihty,  and  a  Uttle  I  would  hope 
both  of  his  and  of  her  — —-^y  I  know  not  what  to^ 
call  it,  without  seeming  to  praise  mysellf,  which  it 
not  my  intention,  but  speaking  to  yau^  I  will  even 
spea^  out,  9X1^ saj^ good  naiure.^  Add  to  all  this, 
I  deal  much  in  poetiy,  as  did  our  venerjiUe  an- 
cestor, the'Itean  of  St.  Paul's,  an^  I  think  I  shall 
have  proved  nxyself  a  Donne  at  all  points.  The 
truth  is,  that  whatever  I  am,  I  love  you  alL 

I  account  it  a  bapi^y  «vent,  that  brougtit  the 
dear  hoj,  your  nephew,  to  my  knowledge^  an4 
that  breaking  through  all  the  restraints  which  his 
natural  Baahfufaiess  imposed  <m  him,  he  deter- 
mined to  find  meout  He  ia;amiab\e  to  a  degree 
thatl  have  seldom  seen,  and  I  often  k>&gwith  im- 
Patience  to-see  hkn  again. 

My.  dearest  cousin,  what  shall  I  say  in  answer 
to  your  afiectionate  invitation  1  1  miut  sigr  this, 
J  can  not  come  now,  tior  soon,  and  I  wish  with  all 
my  heart  I  could,  i  But  I  will  tell  you  what  may 
be  done  perhaps,  and  it  will  answer  to  us  just  as 
well:  you  and  Mr.  Bodham  can  OCNne  to  .Weston,- 
can  you  not.,1  The  summer  is  at  hand,  there  are 
roads  and  wheels  to  bring  yoi),  a^d  you  are  nei- 
thei  of  you  tna|slating  Homer.,  I  am  crazed  that 
1  can  liot  ask  you  all  together  ibr  wAiit  of  house- 
but,  ibr  Mr.'  Bodham  and  yourself,  we  have* 


stead,  and  ])as  a  ahare  i^  my  wannest  afieetion«« 
Pray  tell  bar  sol  Ndther  do  I  at  dl  fotget  my 
conaiB^  jdtaznet    She  and  I  hate  been  many  a 


good  room,  and  equally  good  for  any  third,  in  the 


shape  of  a  Donne,  whetXer  named  Hewitt,  Bod- 
ham^ Balls,  or  Johnson,  or*by  whatever  ifiame  dis- 
tinguished. Mrs.  Hewitt  has  particular  claims 
•upon  me;  she  was  my  playfellow  at  Berkham- 

'    ^     3  E 


sonilge  ring  with  lai^hter.  Gtive  my  love  to  her. 
Assure  yourself,  mydearest  cousin,  that  L  shall 
receive  you.  as  if  you  were  my  nster;  and  Mrs. 
TTnwin  is,  ht  my  .sake,  prepared  to  do  the  same. 
When  she  has  seen  yoo,  she  will  love  ^oi^  Sen 
yourovrn. 

I  am  much  obliged  to  Mr.  Bodham  for  }a^ 
kindness  to  my  HOmer,  and  with  my  love  to  you 
ail,  and  with  Mrs.  Unwin'sjund  respects,  am, 
My  dear,  dear  Rose,  ever  yours^  W.  C. 

P.  S. — I  mourn  the  death  of  your  poor  brother 
Castses,  whom  I  should  have  seen  had  he  Uve4,. 
and  should  have  seen  with  the  greatest  pleasure.* 
He  was  an  amiable  boy,  and  I  was  very  fond  of 
him* 

.  SHU  another  P.  £f.— I  find  on  consulting  Mrs. 
Unwin,'that  I  have  underrated  our  capabilities^ 
and  that  we  have  net  only  room  for  you  and  Mc 
Bodham,  but  for  two  of.  your  sex,  and  even  for 
your  nephew  into  the  beigain.  We  yliall  be  happy 
to  have  it  all  ^  occupied. 

Your  nephew  tells  n^  that  his  sister,  in  the 
qualities  d  the  mind,  resembles  you:''  that  is 
enough  to  make  her  de^r  to  me,  and  I  beg  yott 
will  assure  her  tha$  aLe  is  so.  Let  it  not  be  long 
before  I  hear  frapa  yon. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESCL 

f         .  ^  . 

YTea^on,  li^.  28, 1*790. 

MT  DEAR  COUSIN  ^OHN, 

I  HAVE  much  wished  to  hear  from  you,  and 
though  yott  are  welcome  to  write  to  Mrs.  XJnvnn 
you  please,  I  viridh  myself  to  be  nui^ 
bered  aftiong  your  cortefl(>ondents. 

I  shall  find  ^tiine  to.  a^iswer  you,  doubt  it  notl 
Qe  as  bui^  as  we. may,  we  can  always  find  time 
to  do  what  is  agreeable  to  us.  By  t^  vray,  had 
you  a  letter  from  Mrs.  '(Jnwinl  1  am  witness 
that  rtie  addressed  one  to  you  bef<nr4  you  went 
into  Norfolk;  but  your  matheniatico-poetkal  head 
forgot  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  it 

I  wfis  never  more  pleased  in  my  Hfe  than  to 
learn,  and  to  learn  from  herself^  that  iqy  dear^ 
Rose*  is  still  alive.  Had  she  not  engaged  me4o 
love  her  by  the  sweetness  of  her  chacacter  when  a 
chSd,  she  would  have  donis  it  effectually  now,  try 


making  me  the  most  aocepUble  present  in.  ^' 
world,  my  own  dear  mother^s  picture.    I  am  pet- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


840 


COWPER'S  WORKS. 


Lbt.317,31& 


hap«  the  only  person  living  who  reraemben  her, 
hut  I  remember  her  well,  and  can  attest  on. my 
own.  knowledge,  the  trath  of  the  zeaemblance. 
Amiable  and  elegant  aa  the  coontenanoe  is,  such 
exactly  was  her  own';  she  was  one  of  the  tender- 
est  paients,  and  so  Jjost  a  copy  ol  her  is  thereforo 
to  me  in,valaabl<^  . 
I  wrote  yesterday  to  my  Rose,  to  tell  her  all 
.  this,  a^d  to  thank  her  for  her  kindness  in'qend- 
ing  it!  Neither  do  t  forget  your  kindness,  who 
intimated  to  her  that  I  should  be  happy  to  possess 

it. 

She  invites  me  ihto  Norfolk,  but  alas  she  might 
as  well  invite  the  house  in  which  I  dweO;  for  all 
other  consideratkms  and  impediments  apait^  how 
19  it  possible  that  a  translator. of  Po;ner  should 
lumber  to  such  a  distance  1  But  though  Tcan  not 
comply  with  her  kind  invitation,  I  have  made  m^- 
sdf  the  best  amends  in  my'power  by  inviting  her, 
and  all  the  family  of  I>onnes^  to  Weston.  Per- 
haps we  could  not  aceommodkte  then^  all  at  once, 
bat  in  succession  we  could;  and  can  at  any  time 
find  room  for  five,  throe  oT  them  being  females, 
and  one  a  married  one.  Yon  are  amatliematician ; 
tdl  me  then  how  five  persons  can  be  lodged  in 
t^^  beds  (two  males  and  three  females),  and  I 
tfhall  have  good 'hope,  that  you  will  proceed  a  se- 
nior'optimel  It  would  make  me  happy  to  s^  our 
liouse  so  furnished.  As  to  youtielf,  whom  I  know 
to  be  a  8vb8ealarian,,ot  a  man  that  d^ps  under 
the  stairs,  I  should  have  no  objection  to  all,'nei- 
ther  could  you  peesHfly  have  any  yourself,  to  the 
garret,  as  a  place  in  which  yon  might  be  disposed 
of  with  great  felicity  of  aoccMomodation.  / 

I  thanlryou  much  for  your  services  in  fho  tran- 
scribing way^  aend  would  by  no  .means  have  you 
despair  of  an  opportunity  to  serve  me  in  .the  s^me 
way  yet  again  ;^— write  tO  me  sopn,  and  tell  me 
when  I  tshsJl  see  you. 

I  have  not  said  the'  half  that  I  have  t6  say,  but 
breakfast  il  at  hand,  which  always  terminates  my 
epistles.. 

What  have  you  d<me  with  your  poemi  The 
trmimii^g  that  it  procured  yoii  here  has  n6t,  I  hope, 
put  you  out  of  conceit  with, it  entire^;  you  are 
more  than  equal  to  the  alteration  that  it  needs. 
Only  remember^  that  in^  writing,  perspicuity  is  al- 
ways m9re  than  half^e  battle.  The  want  of  it 
is  the  ndn  of  more  than  half  the  poetry  that  is- 
published.  A  meaning  that  does,  not  stare  you  in 
the  face  is  as  bad  as  no  meianing,  because  nobody 
will  take  the  pains  to  poke  for  it.  So  now  a4ieu 
for  the  present.  Beware  of  killing  yourself  with 
problems;  for  if  you  do,  you  will  never  live  to  be 
another  Sir  Isaac 

Mrs.  Unwin's  affectionate  remembrances  attend 
you;  Lady  Heaketh  is  much'  disposed  to  love  you; 
pertiupemost  who  know  you  have  some  little  ten- 
dtflicy  toe  famo  way. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH.     ' 

The  Lodge,  March  8, 1790. 

r  Dl^lREST  COUSIN, 

I  thank  thee  much  and  oft  for  negotial^]^  w 

wen  this  poetical  coneem  vii(h  Mrs. ^  and 

for  sending  me  her  opinidn  in  her  own  hand.     I 
should  be  l^lreasDnable  indeed  not  to  be  bigUy 
gratified  by  it;  and  I  like  it  the  better  for  being 
modestly  expressed.  •  It  Is,' as  you  know,  and  it 
shall  be  some  months  longer,  my  daily  buaneas  to 
polish  and  improve  *what  is  done,  thatv^en  the 
whole  shall  lippear  she  may  find  hcpr  expectations 
answered..   I  am  gUul  also  that  thou  diditt  send 
h6r  the  sixteenth  Odyssey,  though,  as  I  said  be- 
fore, I  l£noW  not  at  all  at  present  whereof  it  is 
made:  but  I  am  sure  that  thou  wouldst  not  have 
sent  it,  hadst  thou  not  conceived  a  good  opinion 
of  it  thyself,  and  thought  that  it  would  do  me  cre- 
dit   It  was  iery  kind  in  the^  to  sacrifice  to  this 
Minerva  on  my  account    .  '        . 

For  my  sentiinents  on  tho  subject  of  the  Test 
Aiit,  I  can  not  do  better  than  riSen  thiee  to  my 
poem,'  entitled  and  called  *^  Expostolatioh."  I 
have  there  expressed  mynelf  ndt  much  in  its  fe- 
vour;  considering  it  in  aieligious  view;  and  in  a 
political  one  I  like  it'not  a  jot  the  better;  I  am 
neither  Tory  nor  Hij^h  Churchman,  bttt  an  old 
Whig,  as  my  father  was  before  me;  and  an  enemy 
consequently  to  aU  tyrannical  impositions. 

Mrs.  XJnwinl>idd.me  return  thee  ma^y  thanks 
for  thy  inquiries  so  kindly  made  conceming  her' 
health.  She  is  a  little  better  thah  of  late,  but  has 
b^n  ill  xontinually  ever  since  last  November. 
Every  thing  that  xjOuld  tiy  patie^toce  and  submis- 
sion' she  has  had,  and  her  submission  and  patience 
have  answered  in  the  tjriaj,  ^ugh  mine  on  her 
account  have  often  fidled  sadly. 

I  have  a  4etter  from  Jdmson,  who  tells  me  that 
he  has  sent  his  transcript  to  you,  begging  at  the 
same  tune>  mote  copy.  Let  him  have  it  by  alf 
means ;  he  2b  an  industrious  youth*  and  I  love  him 
dearly>  -l  told  Eim  that  you  arq^  disposed  to  love 
him  a  little.  '  A  new  poem  is  born  on  the  recdpC 
of  my  mother's  picture.  '  Thou  shalt  have  it 

W.C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESCU 

The  Lodge,  March  11,  mo, 

MY  DEAR  FRIEKD, 

I  WAS  glad  to  hear  from  yoil,  for'a  line  from 
you  gives  me  always  much  pleasure,  but  wu  not 
much  gladdened  by  the  contents  of  your  letter. 
The  state  of  your  health,  whidi  I  have  learned 
more  accurately  perhaps  from  my  cousin,  except 
in  this  last  instance,  than  from  yourself,  has  rather 
alarmed  me,  and  even  sho  has  collected  bor  infoi- 
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SMtbn  Qpoa  that  imbject  mere  ftam  yanr  looks 
than  from  your  own  ackilofvledgnienttf  To  com- 
plain much  and.  oAen-.of  om  indiapjodti^nB  does 
not  always  ensure  the  pity  of  the  hearer,  perhaps 
sometimes  foiieitsit;  hut  to  dissemhle  them  alto- 
gether,  or  at  leastttrsuppress  the  worst^  is  attended 
ultimately  with  an  inconvenieiice  greater  still;  the 
secret  will  oat  at  last,  and  our  ftiends,  nnpreiwnd 
to  receive  it,  are  doubly  distressed  about  us  In 
saying  this  I  s^iuint  a  little  at  Mn.  Unwin,  who 
will  read  it;  it  is  with  her  as  with  yoil,  the  only 
subjcdi  on  which  she  practises  any  dissimulation 
at  all}  the  consequence  is,  that  when  she  is  much 
in^spoeed  I  never  belie?e  myself  in.  possessbn  of 
the  whole  truth,  live  in  ocmstaQt  expectation  of 
hearing  something  worse,  and  at  the  long  run  am 
seldom  disappointed.  It  seems  therefore,  ae  on 
tfU  i)ther  ooeasions,  so  even  in 'this,  this  better 
eoune  on  the  whol^  to  appear  whtft  we  are;  not 
to  lay  the  fi»n  of  our  friends  ^sleep  by  cheerful 
looks,  which  do.  not  properly  belong  to  us,  or  by 
ietteis  written  as  if  we  were  well,  when  in  hci 
we  are  v^ry  much  otherwise.  Qn  <!onditk>n  how- 
ever that  yon  act  differently  toward  me  for  the^  fu- 
ture, I  will  pardon  the  past,  imd  she  may  gather 
fion'my  clemency  shovhi  to  you,  some  hopes,  on 
the  stole  conditions,  of  rimilarcfameticy  to  herself 


TO  MRS.  THROCKMORTON. 

The  Lodge,'Mareh'9niVl90, 

MT  DEAREST  MlDAlf, 

I  muLL  <mlj  observe  on  the  subject  of  your  ab- 
sence thdt  you  have  ^tched  it  sinoQ  you  went, 
SAd  have  made  it  a  week  longer.  Weston  is  sadly 
unked  without  you;  and  hen  are  two  of  us,  who 
will  he  heartily  ^lad, to  see  you  again.  I  believe 
jon  itg»  happier  at  home  than  any  where,  which 
is  a  comfortable  bdi^  to  your  neighboun,  because 
it  affinds  assurance  ^that .  since  you  are-  neither 
likely  to  ramble  for  pleasure,  nor  to  meet  with  any 
avoqitiorts  of  business,  while  Weston  shall  continue 
to  be  yogr  home-,  it  will  not  often  want  yoxL 

The  two  firrt'booksof  my  Siad  have  been  sub- 
mitted to  the  inspection  and  scruttny  of -a  great 
oitio  of  your  sex,  at  the  instaw^  of  my  cousin,  as 
yod  may  suppose.,  The  lady  is  n^istress  of  more 
tongues  than  a  l9w(it  isto  be  hoped  die  is  single), 
and  particularly  she  is  mistress  of  the  Greek.  She 
letumed  fhem  with  expresBions  that  if  any  thing 
ooul4  mske  a  poet  prouder  than  afl  p9etS' naturally 
are,  would  hav^  miide  me  ao.  «I  tell  you  this,  b^ 
cause  i  knowtiiat  you  all  interest  yourselves  in 
the  success  of  the  said  Qiad. 

Myperiwig  is  arrived,  and  is  the  veiy  perfection 
of  .all  periwigs,  having  only  one  fault;  iwhich  2i, 
tiiat  my  head  will  only  gQ.into  the  &Bt  half  ofit^l 


the  other  half,  or  the  upper  part  of  it,,  continuing 
still  unooeup&d^  My  artist  in  this  way  at  Ohiey 
has  however  undertaken  to  make  the  whole  of  it 
t^nantaUe,  and  then  I  shall  be  twenty  yean  youngs 
er  than  you  have  ever  «een  me. 

I  heird  of  your  birthday  very  eariy  in  4he  morn- 
ing; the  news  came  from  the  steeple.      W.  C.  - 


TO  LADY  JffiSKETH. 

TheIjodge,llfareh^,rm.' 
I  REJOicB,  my  dearest  cousm,  that  my  MSS. 
have  roamed  the  earth  ao  successfully,  and  have 
met  vrith  no  disaster.  The  single  tiook  excepted: 
(hat  went  to  the  bottom  of  the  Thames  and  rose 
agaih,  they  have  been  fortunate  vritheut  exception. 
I  am  not  superstitious,  but  have  nevertheless  as 
good  a.right  to  believe  that  adventure  an  omen, 
and  %  favourable  one,  9s  Swift  had  (b  interpret,  as 
he  did,  the  loss  of  a  -fin^  fish,  which  he  h^  110 
soones  laid  on  the  bank,  than  it  flounced  into  the 
water  a^gain.  Thishe tells ns himself  he  alwaya 
oonaidered  as  a  type  of  his  future  disappointipen(s|[ 
and  why  may  not  I  as  well  .'consider  the  marvet 
lous  recovery  of  my  lost  bdok  from  the  battom*df 
the  Thamef,  as  typical  of  flta  future  prosperityl 
To  say  the  tj^nth,  I  have  no  foars  jiow  about  the 
success  of  my  Trandalion,  though  in  tixne  past  I 
have  had  many.  I  blew  there  was  a  style  some- 
where, could  I  but  find  it,  in  which  Homer  ought 
tp  be  rendered^  and  which  alone  would  suit  him. 
Long  time  I  blundered  about  it,  erfe  I  could  attain 
to  any  decided  judgment  on  the  nnttter;  at  first  I 
wtm  betrayed  by  a  desire  of  accommodating  my 
language  to  the  annplicityof  his,  into  much  of  the 
qnaintness  that  belonged  to  o^r  writen  of  the  fif- 
teenth. centu]ry.  In  th«  coU]^  of  many  revisals  I 
have  delivered  myself  from  this  .evil,  I  believe,  en- 
tirely; but  I  have  done  it  slowly,  and  as  a;man 
sepiurates  luipself  from  his  nustress.when  he  is 
going  to  many.  ^  I  had  so  stroxiff  a  predilection  in. 
iavour  of  this  style  at  first,  that  I  was  crazed  to  find 
that  others  were  not  as  much  enamoured  with  it 
as  myselfs  At  every  passage  of  that  so^  which  I 
obliterated,  I  gh>an^  bitterly,  and  said  to  rayaelf, 
I  am  spoiling  my  work  to  pleass  those  who  have 
no  taste  for  the  simple  graces  of  antiquity.  But 
in  measure  as  I  adopted  a  more  modem  phraseo« 
logy,  I  becofue  a  convert  to  thei^  opinion,  and  in 
the  last  revisal,  which  I  am  now  making,  am  not 
sensible  of  having  spared  it  aingle  expr^^n  of  the 
obsolete  Jund.  I  see  my  work  so  much  improved 
by  this  alteration,  that  I  am  filled  v^th  wonder  at 
my  own  backwardness  to  assent  to  the  necessity 
oi  it,  andi  the  more  when  I  consider  that  MUtsli). 
witti  whose  manner  I  account  myself  intbn^tely 
ooquaiflted,  is  never  quaint,  never  twangs  t^ugh 
the  nose,  but  is  every  where  grand  and  elegant. 
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%iMio«t  iCBbittng  to  mwlj  uitaqisty  for  his  beM»- 
ttet.  On  the  oonlnSlry,  he  took  a  bug  atiide  for- 
wavd,  leftrthe  Ungaefiio  of  hiB  own  day  fiur  behiadi 
hBn,aiid«iiticipttedthe«aEpnM8ioiiB0f  aentoiy 
yet  to  oome. 

I  haw  Bo^,  as  I  said,  no  koger  tdj  doobt  of 
the  event,  but  Iwill  giYe'tbee  a  shJiMi^  if  thoa  wilt 
tell  me  what-I  shall  say  in  my  preface. .  It  is  an 
afiaii  of  much  delicacy,  and  I  have  as  many 
opinions  about  k  as  there  ace  whims  in  a  weather- 
cock. 

Send  my  MBS.  and  thine  when  thou  wilti  In 
a  dky  or  two  I  shall  enter  on  the  last  Iliad.-  When 
I  have  finished  it  Ishall  give  the  Odysny  one  more 
reading,  'an4  shall  iherefole  shoitly  have  occasian 
for  the  copy  in  thy  possesnoft;  bvtyou  see  that 
th^ie  is  no  need  to  h^my. 

I  leave  the  tttde  spfltoe'for'Mn.  Unwin'snse, 
who  means,  I  believe,  to  occupy  it ' 

Andam  evermore  tlnne  most  truly,  W.  CL 

PoaUcript  m  the  hand  of  Mrs.  Unmn. 

-You  can  not  imagine  how  much  your  ladyship 
would  oblige  your  unworthy  servant.  If  you  would 


have  said  eompoud.    Yeiy.  likely— bat  1  mb  adl 
writing  to  floe  4if  that  sDaikog  gensniliaD. 

My  boy,  I  kmg  to  see  thee  ag^in.  It  has  hap- 
pened  some  vray  or  other,  tkat  Mis.  Unwin  and 
I  have  (^ononved  a  great  aflbetkm  for  thea  Thai 
I  should,  is  the  less  to  be  wendend  at  (hecaoaa 
thou  ait  a  shied  of  my  ami  mother);  neiUier  w 
the  wonder  great  that  she  should  foil  into  the  same 
predicament:  for  she  loves  eveiy  thmg  tha^  I  love. 
You  will  observe  that  3fOQr  own  penonal  i%;lit  lo 
be  beloved  fnakte^  no  part  of  the  oousideivtian. 
Theteisnothhigtliat  I  touch  with  so  mndi  ten- 
domon  asthe  vanity  of  a  yodng  man;  becanse  I 
know  how  extremely  he  is  susci^ble  ofimpiw- 
sbns  that  might  huit  him  in  that  paiticukr  part 
of  his  compositiott.  If  jati  should  ever  pBose  a 
coxcomb,  fron^  wh»ii  character  yo«r  stand  just 
now  at  a  greater  distance  than  any  young  man  I 
know,  it  shall  never  be  said  that  {  have  made  you 
dne;  no,  you  Will  gain  nothing  by  nae  but<the 
honour  of  being  much  valued  by  a  poor  poet,  who 
can  do  you  no  good  while  he  lives,  and  has  nothiog 
to  le^ve  you  when  he  dies.  If  you  cfoi  be  eon- 
tented  to  be  dear  to  me  on  these  conditions^  so  yen 


be  so  good  to  let  me  know  m  what  point  I  differ  shall ;  but  other  terms  m^re  advant^geouv  than 
from  you.    AD  that  at  present  I  can  say  is,  that  these,  ur^zpoieinvitiiig,  notte'have  |  to  pippee^ 
I  will  readily  sacrifice  my  ovm  i^iofon,  unless      Fareweil    Puade  not  yourself  about  a  subject 
I  can  give  yeu  a  substantial'  reason  for  adhering  ^hen  you  write  toeither  ofus;  every  thing  issub- 
to  it  .     ■  i«ct  enough  froqi  those  vre  k»ve.  W.  C. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESa. 

WeHtm,  March ^,'1790,  ' 
Yqvr  MS.  arrived  safo  in  new  Norfolk  Street, 
and  I  am  much  oMiged  to  yeu  for  your  Utbours. 
Were  you  now  at  Weston  I  could  furnish  you  with 
employment  for  some<  weeks,  and  shall  perhaps  be 
equally  able  to  do  it  in  fiommer,  for  I  havelofctmy 
best  amanuensis  in  this  place,  Mr.  George  Throck- 
morton, who  is  gone  to  Bath. 
,  You  ate  a  umlA  to<  be  envied,  Who  have  never 
read  the  Odysriey,  which  is  one  of  the  most  amus- 
ing story-books  in  the  world.  There  is  also  much 
of  the  finest  ^tryin  the  worid  to  be  found  in  it, 
noCwithstanding  all  that  Xjonginus  has  insinuated 
to  the  contrary.  -His  comparison  of  the  Iliad  and 
Odyaseyto  the  meridian,  and  thfe  declining  sun, 
if  pretty,  but  I  am  persuaded,  not  just.  The  pret- 
tine^  of  it  seduced  him;  be  was  otherwise  too  judi- 
dous  a  reader  ot  Homer  to  have  made  it  I  can 
And  in  the  latter  no  symptoms  of  impaired  ability, 
none  ol  the  effects  uf  age  ^  oil  the  contrary,  it 
seems  to  roe  k  cert^ty,  that  Hornet,  had  he  wnrit- 
ten  the  Odyssey  in-  his  yiouth,  could  not  have  writ- 
ten it  be^er;  *  uid  if  the  -Iliad  i^  his  old  age,  that 
he  Would  have  written  it  just  as  well.  A  critic 
would  tcK  mQ,  that  insteadof  terUten,  I  shouki 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESa 

Wuton,  AprH  17,  1790. 

YopR  letter  that  now  lies  before  me  is  almost 
three  wedcs  oB,  and  therefore  of  paH  age  to  t&^ 
ceive  an  aittwer,  which  it  shall  ^tfaeut  delay,  if 
the  -interval  between  the  present  moment  and 
that  of  ineakfast  shouki  prove  suffiotent  for  the 
purpose.   . 

Yours  io  Mrs.  Unwin  was  reeeivbd  yesterday, 
for  which  she  will  thank  you  in  due  time.  1  have 
also  seen,  an^  have  now  in  my  desk  your  letter  to 
Lady  Hesketh;  she  #ent  it  thinking  k  ivould  di- 
vert me ;  in  whioh  ehe  wai^  not  mistaken.  I  shall 
tell  her  wh^  I  vrrite  to  her  neiA,  that  you  lon^  to 
leeeive  aline  fiiom  bar.  Give  yourself  no  trouble 
on  the  subject  of  the  politic  device  yooisaw  good 
to  recur  to,  when  you  presented  me  with  the  man- 
uscript ;  it  yraa  an  inaooent  deception,  at  least  it 
could  harm  nobody  save  youieelf ;  an  effect  which 
it  did  nd^  fail  to  produce;  and  since  the  punish- 
meilt  followed  it  so  closely,  by  me  at  least  it  may 
very  well  be  forgiven.'  You  ask,  how  can  I  tell 
that  you  aro  not  addicted  to  practices  of  the  de- 
ceptive kindl  And  certainly,  if  the  little  time 
that  I  hB,\e  had  to  study  yoi^  were  afone  to  be  oon 
aidered,  the  question  would'  n6t  be  unreenonaMe, 
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Imit in genenJL &  man whoreacfaee  mj  yean  find« 

**  Tbat  long  experience  does  attain 
*^    Tanokethli^  like  prophetic  flOnlx).*' 

I  aotTeiy  much  ot  Lavater'a  opinion,  and  yet- 
MMtded  thai  faees  are  as  legibU  as  books,  only  with 
theao  ciitfumatancea  to  Kcommehd  them*  to  dur 
peraaal,  that  they  are  read  in  mnd^  less  time,  and 
ale  much  lew  lUtefy  to'.deceite'us.  Yonn  gave 
me  a  fa^or^Me  impresaon  df  yoti  the  moment 
beheld  it,  an^  thougfh  I  shall  not  tell  yon  in  par- 
ticular what  I  saw  in  it,  for  reasons  mention^  in 
Qiy  last,  I  will  add  ^tfaat  I  hiuA  observed  in  you 
not^ilig  since,  that  has  not  confirmed  the  opinion 
t  thetir  fi>rttBd  in  your  favour.  In  fiuit,  I  can  not 
reeoHect  that  my  afcill  in  physiognomy  has  ever  de- 
ceived me^  and  I  should  add  ^nere  on  this  subject, 
had  I  room.       <^  . 

When  yon  have  shut  up  your  mathematical 
books,  you  must  give  yourself  to  the .  study  of 
Greek ;  notnerdy  that  y<m  may  be  able  to  read 
HoiQer  and  the  other  Greek  dassics  with  ^ase,  but 
the  Gjre^k  Testament,  and  the  Greek'  fathers  also. 
Thus  qualiM,  and^by  the  aid  of  your  fiddle  inlo 
the  bargain,  togethei^  with,  some'  portion-'  of  the 
grace  of  God  (without  wUch  nothing  cai^be  doife) 
to  enytbleyou  to  look  vrell  t<x  your  flopk,  when  you 
shsiD  get  ene;  you  will  be  well  set  up  for  a  panpon. 
In  which  character,  if  I  live  to  see  yoq^  in  it;  I 
shall  eitpect  and  hope  (hat  you  will  make  a  very 
diflerent  figure  froin  moat  of  your. fraternity.' 
Evfer  youiB.  W-  Ci 


TO  LADY  HESKETfi.  . 

Tfie  Lodge,  ApiH  19,  JTOO. 

mr  DEAltEBT.COZ, 

I  THINK'  thee  finr  my  cousin  Johnson's  letter; 
which  diverted  me.  I  had  one  i^oih  fiim  lately,  in 
which  he  expressed  an  ardent  desire  of  a  line  fitMn 
you,  and  ^e  delight  he  would  feel  in  receiving  it. 
1  know  not  whether  you  will'  have  the  charity  to 
satisfy  his  longings,  but  mention  the  matter,  think- 
ing it  possible  that  you  may.  A  letter  from  a 
lady  to  9t  youth  inxmeraed  in  mathematics  must 
be  singularly  pleaaaxA. 

I  am  finishing  Homer  backward,, having  begun 
at  the  last  book,  and  designing  to  persevere  hi 
that  crab-like  fashion,  tiH  I  arrive  at  the  first. 
This  ma^  remind  you  perhaps  of  a  certain  poet's 
prisoner  in  the  Bastile  (thank  Heaven!  in 'the 
Bastile  now  no  more)  counting  the  naib  in  the 
doot  for  variety's  sake  in  -all  directions.  1  find  sq 
little  to  do  in  the  last  revisal,  that  I  shall  soon  reach 
the  Odyssey,  and  soon  want  those  books  of  it 
which  are  in  thy  possessbn;  the  two  first  of  the 
Iliad,  which  are  ^so  in  ihy  possession,  teuch  Sooner ; 
thou  must  therefore  send  them  by  tbe  first  fair  op- 
23 


poftvmty.  I  am  in  high  spirits  oil  this  subjsel, 
and  think  thatl  have^at  last  Ucked  the  clumsy  cub 
into  a  shape  that  will  secure  to  it  thd  fitvouraUa 
notice  pf  the  pnUic^    Let  not  ■   tetaid  me^ 

and  I  shall  hope  to  get  it  6ut  next  wihter.* 

I  am  glad  that  thou  hast  sent4h«  General  those 
^verses  on  my  mother's  picture.  They  will  amuse 
him^o-only  I  h^  that  he  v^ill  hot  miss  my  mbthev* 
imlaw,  and  think  that  she  ought  to  ha^  made  a 
tiurd.  On  stfch  an  ocoailbu  it  was  not  posrible  to 
mention  her  vHth  any  propriety.  I  rejoice  a^  the 
General's  recovery ;  may  it  prove  a  perfect  one. 

W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH.. 

Wukm,  AprU  30, 1790. 
'  To  my  ol<ffriend,  Dr.  Madan,  thoii  couldst  not 
have  spoken  better  than  thou  didst.  Tell  hhn,  I 
b^see^h  you,  that  I  have  not  foigotteh  him ;  tell 
him  also  that  to  my  heart  'and  home  he  w31  be 
always  welcome';  nor  he  only,  but  all  that  are  his. 
His  judgment  df  my  translation  gave  me  the  high* 
est  satisfaction,  because  I  know  him  to  be  a  tava 
61d  Grecian. 

The  General's  approbation  of  Iny  picture  verses 
gave  mis  also  much  pleasure.  I  wrote  them  not 
vrithout  tean,  therefore  I  presume  it  may  be  that 
they  arei,  felt' by  others.  .Should  he  offer  dae  my 
ikther's  picture,  I  shall  gladly  accept  il.  -  A  melan- 
choly pleasure  is  better  than  non^,  nay  verily  better 
than  most.  He  had  a  sad  task  imposed  on  him, 
but  no  man  could  acquit  himself  of  such  »  one 
with  more  *  discretion,  or  vrith  more  tttndeniess. 
The  death  of  the  unfortunate  ydlmg^hnn  remind- 
ed  me  of  thote  lines  in  Lyddas^ 

It  was  that  fatal  and  perfidious  livJK, 
^  Built  in  th*  eclipn,  and  ifgg*d  withcimeBdufc^ 
^  TlMtiirakSDkmtliatfBeiedhMdorthlMi 

Howbea^tifhl!  W.G. 


TO  MRS.  THROCKIMORTON. 

TA^  £m^,  ilfay  10, 1790. 

MT  DEAR  MRS.  FROQ,*     . 

'  Yon  have  by  this  time  (I  presume)  heard  frem 
the  Doctor,  vi^om'  I  desired  to  present  to  you  our 
best  afifections,  and  to  ^tt  ydu  that  we  are  well. 
He  sent  an  urehin  (I  do  not  mean  a  hedgo-h«^. 
commonly  called  an  urehin  |n  old  tiince»  but  a 
boy,  pommonly' so.  called  at.jpresent)  expecting 
that  he  wbuld  find  you  at  Bucklapd's,  whither  he 
supposed  you  gone  on  Thunday.  He  sent  him 
charged  with  divers  articles,  and  among  othen  with 


*  Tlie  aportlre  title  generaDj  biMtoned  by  Oswper  whti 
amiablB  frieoda  the  Tliiodmioctaoa. 
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ctten,  or  at  tout  with.a  letter*  when  I  loeptioii 
Uiat  if  the  boy  should  be  lo4>  together  with  his 
devpatchev,  pttt  all  poenbility  xif  jrecoyeiy,  you 
may  yet  know  that  the  Doctor  standf  acqmtted  of 
not  wri^.— That  he  m  utterly  loet  (that  i>  to 
•ay  the  boy,  fiir.tbe  Doctor  being  the  last  aiileoe- 
fleat,  Ml  the  grammarians  say,  you  might -other- 
wise suppose  he  was-intended)  is  the  more  prober 
ble,  because  he  was  neves  fourmiles  from  his  home 
before,  having  onli  traveled  at  the  side  of  a^ugh- 
team;  and  when  the  Doctor  gave  him  his  direc- 
tion, to  BiicklandV^®  asked,  very  naturally,  tf 
that  place  was  in  England.  Bo  what  has  become 
»f  him  Heaven  knows! 

I  dp  not  knew  that  any  adventures  have  prsr 
sentsd  themselves  since  your  departure  worth  men- 
tioning, except  that  the  rabbit,  that  inAsted  your 
wilderness,  has  been  shot  for  devouiftng  your  car- 
natkms;  and  that  I  myself  have  been  m  some  dan- 
ger qf  bdng  devoured  in  like  manner  .by  a  gre«t 
deg,  viz.  Peaarson's.  But  I  wrote  him  a  letter  on 
Friday'(I  mean  a  letter*  taPeanoi\,  not  to  hb  dqg, 
which  I  mention  to  prevent  mistakes^for  the  said. 
>a8t  antecedent  niight  occasion  them  in  thu  place 
alpo)  informing  him,  that  unless  he  tied  up  hiiA 
great  mastiff  in  the  day-time,  I  would  send  lUm  a 
worse  .thing,  commonly  called  and  known  by  the 
name  of  an  attorney.  •  When  I  go  forth  to  ramble 
in  the  fields,  I  do  not  sally  like  Don  Ctuixote,  with 
a  purpose  of  encountering  monsters,  if  any  such 
can  be  found;  but  am  a  peaceable  poor  gentleman, 
and  a  poet,  who  mean  nobody  any  harm,  the  fox- 
hunters  and  the  two  univprsities  of -this  land  ex- 
cepted. Y 
I  can  not  learn  fmn  ai^  creature  whether  the 
Turnpike  bill  is  tfive  or  dead.  So  ignorant  am  I, 
and  by  such  ignoptmuses  surrounded.  But  if  I 
know  little  else,  this  at  least  I  know,  that  I  love 
you,  and  Mr.  Frog ;  that  I  long  for  your  return, 
and  that  I  am,  with  Mrs.  Uiovin*s  best  adections. 
Ever  ydure,  W.  0. 


TO  LADY  HESKETa 
»  .        ■ 

Weken,  June  3, 179tf. 
You  will  wonder  ivhen  I  teU  you  that  t,  even  I, 
«m  considered  by  pe(^,.whi9  li^e  at  a  great  dis- 
tance^  as  having  iiiterest  and  influence  ^knjBicient 
to  procure  a  place,  at  court  fof  these  who  may 
happen  to  want  one.  {  Jiave  aocordin^y  been 
applied  to  within  these  few  days  by  a 'Welshman, 
with  a  wife  and  mimy  children,  to  get  him  made 
poet-laureat  as  fiut  as  possible.  If  thou  Wouldst 
vnsh  to  make  the  worid  meny  twice  a  year,  thoiki 
canstpot  dq  better  than  to  procure  the  office  for . 
him.  1  will  promise  <hce,  that  he  shall  afford  thee 
A  hearty  laugh  in  return,  every  birth  day,  and 
every  new  year.    Hs  is  an,  honest  man. 

■    Adieul    y^.b.. 


TO  LADY  HESfcETH. 

The  Lodge,  May  ^,  1790. 

M  /  DEAREST  COZ^  -, 

I  THAb-K  thee  for  the  offer  of  thy  best  services 
141  this  occwdon.  But  heaven  guard  my  brows 
ftom  Ihe  wreath  you  mention,  whatever  vrreath 
beside  maiv  hereailer  adqm  them!  It  would  be  a 
k&don  exanguish^r  clapped  on  all  ^e  fire  of  my 
genius,  and  1  should  never  more  produce  a  linb 
worth  reading.  To  speak  seriously,  it  would 
make  me  miserable,  and.  therefore  I  am  sure  that 
tdou  of  all  my  friends,  wouldst  least  wi^  me  to 
wear  it. 

Adieu,  ever  thine— 4n  Homer-hurry,  W.  C. 


to  JOIOT  JOHNSON,  ESa.   . 

ICY  QEAR  JOHN,  .  TFetton,  June  7, 1790. 

Yob  know  iny  engagements,  and  are  consequents 
ly  able  io  account  for  mj  sQencid.  I  vrill  not  theror 
fore  waste  time  and  paper  iqi  mftitioning  them, 
but  will  only  say  that  added  to  those  with  which 
you  areaoquainted,  I  ha^  other  hindrances,  such 
as  budnfess,  and  a  disonler  of  my  s|nrits,to  which 
I  have  been  all  my  life^ subject.^  At  present  I  am, 
thankOpdl  perfectly  well  both  in  mind  and  body. 
Of  you  I  ax9  alwa][s  mindful,  whether  I  vrrite  or 
net,  and  very  desirous  to  see  you.  Yon  will  re- 
member, I  hope,  that  ypu  are  under  engagements 
to  us,  aiod,  as  soon  as  your  Norfolk  fiiend  can 
spareyou,  will  fhlfil  them.  Give  us  all  the  time 
you  can,  and  all  thai  they  6an  spare  to  us! 

You  never  pleased  me  more  than  wh«n  you  told 
me  yon  had  abandoned  your  mathematical  pur- 
suits. It  griev^  me  io  think  that  you  were  wast* 
ing  your  time  merely  to  gain  a  little  Cambiidgo 
fame,  not  worth,  your  having.  I  can  not  be  con- 
tented that  your  renown  should  thrive  nowhere 
but  on  the  banks  of  the  Gan^  Conceive  a  nobler 
i^bition,  and  never  let  your  hoiumr  be  drcmn- 
scribed  ^  the  peltiy  dimen&xns  of  an  university  7 
It  is  well  that  you  have  already,  as  you  obeento, 
acquired  sufficient  informdtion  in  that  science,  to 
exukMe  you  to  pass  creditably  such  examinations  as 
I  suppose  you  must  hereafter  undergo.  Keep 
what  you  have  gotten,  and  be  ocmtent  More  is 
needless. 

You  could  not  apply  to  a  worw  than  I  am  to 
advise  you  oonoeming  your  studies.  I  was  never 
a  regular  student  myself,  but  lost  the  most  valua- 
ble years  of  my  life  in  an  igittomej*s  office,  and  in 
the  Temple.  I  vnll  not  therefore  give  myself  tjx^ 
and  affect  to  know  what  I  know  not.    The  affair 
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IB  of  gieftt  impartanoe  to  yon,  and  yoa  ■hould  be 
diiected  in  it  by  a  wifer  than  I. '  To  Upmk  )k)^ 
e^er  ia  very  gwwffal  tttme  on  the  m^bjeet,  it  Memi 
to  me  that  your  chiiBf  coocem  is  with  hiilffry,  nft- 
tnnJ  phikMophy,  iogie,  and  divinity.  Aa^lo  meta- 
phyncs,  1  know  UtUo  about  them.  Buttbeveiy 
little  tbaC  I  do  know  has  not  taught  me  to  admtiB 
them.  life  is  too  short  to  affimd  time  evmi  tot 
sexioos  tnfles.  PqmiB  what  yoa  know  to  he  at- 
tainable, make  trath  your  idbjeet,  and  your  studies 
Win  make  yoa  a  wise  man!.  Let  yoor  divinity^ 
if  I  niay  adirtse^.be  tiM  divinzly  of  the  floiioas  Re- 
fiacmation:  I  mean*  in  ixiDtradistinction  io  Amu-, 
nianism,  and  all  the  ifint  that  were  ever  bnadied 
in  thi»vroild  of  error  and  ignoranoe. 

The  divinity  of  the  Relbmation  is  called -Oal^ 
vini8m,'hat  injmioasly.  k  has  been  that  of  the 
church  of  Chiist  in  all  ages.  K  is  the  divini^of, 
St  Panl,  and  of  St.  Panl^  masCe^  who  met  him 
in  the  way  to  Damascus. 

I  have  written  in  gnat  haste,  that  I  might  finish 
]f  posBihle  befine  breakfast  Adieu  1  Let  us  stfs 
you  soon ;  the  sooner  the  better.  Give  my^^kve 
to  the  silent  Udy,  the  Rdse,  and  all  my  friends 
aioundyou.  W.  C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESO, 

TTkeLodgCf  Jvne  8, 1790. 


of  raiment  by  it,  as  Sattson  did  by  his,  Ist  me  teT 
you,  they  will  be  no  contemptible  acquisition  to  a 
young  beginner. 

You  v^  not,  I  hope,  fii^  your  way  to  Wes« 
toA,  in  consequence  of  your  nucrnage,  whore  you 
and  youzs  will^be  always  welcome.    *     W.  C. 


TO  LABY  HESKETH.  ' 

'  T%»Xo^,  J)uiel7,1790 

MT  1).E1B£ST  COZ,    . 

HsiRK  am  I,*at  eight  in  the  morning,  m  full 
dress,  going  a. visiting'  to Chishetey.  Wd  are  a 
strong  party,  and  fill  tw6  chaises;  Mra»  F.  ^ 
elder,  and  Jllrs.  G.  in  one,*  Mn,  F.  the  younger, 
andmysdfkiui^ther.  Were  it  not  that  I  shall  find 
Chesters  at  the  end  of  my  journey,  {  shook!  be 
inoontolsible.    T|iat  expectation 'alone  supporU 


irr  DEAR  FRIEND^ 

Amomo  the  miui^  who  k»ve  and  esteem  you, 
there  is  none  who  rejoices  moie  in  your  felicity 
than  myself.  '  Far  fium  blaming,  I  commend  you 
nmeh  fer  oonneeting  younelf,'yottng  as  you  we, 
with  a  wett^hoeen  companion  fer  life.  Entering 
on  the  state  with  uncontaminated  morals,  you  have 
the  best  possible  prospect  of  happinoss,  anii  will 
be  secure  against  a  thousand  and  ten  thousand 
temptatkms,  to  which,  at  an  earfy  period  of  ISe, 
in  such  a  Baliykm  as  youmuSt  necessarily  inha- 
bit^ yoa  would  otherwise  have  been  exposed.  I 
see  it  too  in  (he  light  you  do,  as  likely  to  be  ad- 
vantageous to  you  in  your,  prgfemion.  Men  of 
business  have  a' better  9pinion  of  a  candidate  for 
employment,  who  is  mamed,  because  jie  has  given 
bond  te  the  world,  as  you  observe,  and  to  Inmself, 
for  dpigpnce,  industry,  and  attention.  It  is  alto- 
gether therefore  a  subjebt  of  much  congratulatbn 
and  mine,  to  wUch  1>  ttid  M^s.  Unvdn^,  is  very 
sincere.  Samson  at  his  marriage  proposed  a  rid- 
dle to  the  Philistines.  I  }un  no  Samson,  neither 
are  you  a  Philistine.  Yet  ezpopnd  to  me  the  fol- 
lowing, if  you  can. 

What  are  thtg^  ^thkK  Btand  at  a  duitaneefiom 
each  other,  and  meet  ttUhout  ever  moviAg  7  • 

Should  you  be  so  fortunate  as  tt>  guess  it',  you 
may  propose  it  to  tde  company,  when  you  Celebrate 
vourmiptiaisi  and  if  you  can  win  thkty  changer 


my  spirits;*  and  even  with  this  prositoct  before  me, 
when  Isaw  this  mooient  a,  poor  oldwoman  coming 
up  the  la^  of^posite  mywindow,  I  could  not  help.  \ 
sighing,  imd  s^yhig  ta  myself"  Poor,  but  happy  . 
eld  woman!  thou  art.  exenqited  by  thy  sitpatk>n 
in  life' from  tiding  id  chaises,  and  making  thyself 
fine, in  amoming,  happier  therefore  in  my  account 
than  I,  who  am  under  the  cruel  necessity  of  doing 
both.  Neither  dost  thou  Wifte  verses,  neither  hast 
thoae?6r  heard  of  the  name  of  Homer,  whom  I  am 
iiiiserahletoabaddonforawboleinorningl''  This, 
and  .more  of  the  same  sort,  passed  in  my  mind  on 
seeing  the  dd  woman  above  said. 

The  troublesome  business,  with  whjch  I  filled 
iny  last  letCer,  is  (i  hope)  by  this  time  conchided, 
and  "pAi.  Affth^^wwn  satisfied,  i  can,  to  be  sure, 
but  ik  afford  to  pay  fi%  pounds  for  another  man's 
negligence,  but  would  be  happy  to  pay  a  hundred 
rather  than  be  treated  as  if  I  were  kisoheilt; 
threatened,  with  attorneys  and  1)i;|ras.  .One  would 
think  that,  living  where  I  live,  I  might  be  ex- 
empted from  trouble.  .But  alas!  as  the  philoso^ 
phen  often  affirm,  there  n  no  nook  under  heaven 
in  which  trouUe  can  not  ^nteir;  and  perhi^  had 
there  itever  heeii  one  phHoBopher  in  tHe  world, 
thi^  is  a  truth  that  vrould  not  have  been  always 
altogether  a  secret 

>  I  have 'made  two  inscriptfoDS  lately  at  the  re- 
quest ofThomas  GKfford,  Esq.  who  is  sowing  twen- 
ty acres  with  acorns  on  oiic  side  of  his  house,  and 
twenty  acres  with  ditto  on  the  other.  He  er^ 
two  memorials  of  stoue  on  theoccasion,  that  when 
posterity  shall  be  curious  to  know  the  age  of  the 
oaks,  their  curiosity  may  be  gratified.* 

My  works  therefore  will  not  all.peiish,  or  vnll 
not  aH  perish  soon,  for  he  has  otrdered  hislapidar^ 
to  cut  the*  charactiers  very  deep,  and  ill  stone  ex- 
tremely hard.    It  u  not  in  vaiii  then,  tnat  I  hav« 


*TtaelnRripdooiweniiwnedhers^    SietPoaMii 
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tn  long  exercised  the  buttneai  of  a  poeU    I  Bhall , 
lit  least  leap  the  lewaid  of  diy  lalH>in»  and  be  i^ 
mortal  probably  for  many  yean. 

B#«r  thine,  W.C; 


TO  TTiE  REV.  WALTER  BAfiOT. 


MT  DEAR  FRISNp, 


Weatan^  •/une'SS,  179(1 


Yilldsoa  makes  no.  mention  of  the  serpen^ 
whose  skin,  or  bowels,  oc  perhaps  both,  were  bo- 
noured  witn  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey  inscribed  upon 
them.  But  I  have  oon^rersed  with  a  living  eyo- 
witnesri^  an  A^ican  serpent  lopg  enon^  to  hare 
afforded  sjdn  and  g^  for  the  pnipoee.  }n  Ainca 
there  are  ants  also,  which  fii^nently  destroy  those 
monsters.  ^,  They  lire  not  much  laiger  than  ours,, 
but  they  travel  in  a  column  of  immense  length, 
and  eat  through  every  thi^g  that  qppoeea  them. 
Their  bite  is  like  a  spa&  of  file.    When  these' 


icT  BSfcE8i#  ootnrn^, 
;  lTistraethatIdi^idtaielimipsdomplaittt6MfK' 
.UBwittofyiMlr  Isngiil^nod;  Bnt  it  ii  likesviae 
tm^,  that  1  madB  many  ezcoaes  for  jba  [A  my  own 
dand,  and  did  not  fed  n^delf  at  ail  incfined  to  be 
angry;  nor  tifett  mnch  to  wtmder.  There  m  an 
^wkwMaeM^  and  «  difiicQlty  iki  wfcititag  to  those: 
Whflin'diMaBoe  md  length  of  time  hm«re  made  in 
«  niannek  tew  t6  us;,  tfiidf  naftonlly  ghw  ns  a' 
c(htek,wlien'WB #o«tId  oterwise  be  glad  Jto ad- 
dltositlwik.  Bii^a  time,  I  hope,  is  near  at  bioid, 
when  you  and  I  shitt-be  dfoebisfly  dellvcndfiom 
aU^siifch"o6nstminls;  and  oofrespoild  a^  fhiently  ais 
if  otar  inteRiouzn  had  anffered  much  le8a'inteinip> 
tidn. 

Yovnmat  not;  soppose^  m^  dMr,  that  thooigh  I 
may  be  said  to  have  lived  mnqr^years  with  a  pen 
in  n^yihttisd,  J.  am  inyaelf  akqgether  st  my  ease  on 
dus  tramendoQs  bieipafcion;  Imagine  rather,  and 
yoM  Will  come  nearer  to^  the  truth,  that  wiien  I 
p1aieed.thi»«heet  before  me  I  asked  myself  mora 
t&anr  onc^,  **  how  shall  I  fill  it  1"    One  nd>ject  in- 


serpents  have  k01ed  thdr  pTey,Jion  or  tiger  or  any 
other  large  animal,  before  (hey  swallojv  hiixv  they 
take  a  oonsidemble  circuit  round  about  the  car- 1  deed  presenta  itself  the  pleasant  prospect  that 


case,  to  see  if  the  ants  are  comin  j^  because  when 
they  have  gorg^  their  prey,  they  ajpe  unable  to 
escape  them.    Thqr  stq  nevertheless  sometimes 


ants  make  a  passage  through  them.  Now  if  you 
thoiQght  yoyr  own  story  of  Homer,  bound  la  make- 
skin,  ^worthy  of  three  not^  of  admiration,  you  can 


sanie  time,  that  if  I  put  you  to  the.ezpense  of  a^ 
letter,  I  do  not  make  you  pay  your  mon^^  for  no- 
thing. But  this  account  I  had  &om  a  pmm  of 
most  unimpeached  veracity. 

I  rejoice  with  you  in  the  good  Bishop's  removal 
to  St  Asaph,  and  especially  because  the  Nox&Sk 
parsons  much  more  resemble  the  ante  abovMoen- 
tioned,  than  he  the  serpent  He  is  neither  of  vast 
size,  nor  unwieldy,  nor  voracious;  neitl^er,  I  dare 
say,  does  he  sleep  afl^r  &mer,  according  to  the 
practice  of  the  said  serpent  But,  harmless  as  he 
IS,  f -am  mistaken  if  his  mutinous  cler^  did  -not 
sometimes  disturb  his  rest,  and  if  he  'did  not  find 
their  bite,  though  they  could  not  actually  eat 
through  him,  in  a  degree  resembling  fire.  Good 
men  like  him,  and  peaceable,  should  have  good 
and  peaceable  folks  to  dej^  with,  and  I  hei^y 
wish  him  such  in  his  new  diocese.  But  if  he  will 
keep  the  dergy  to  their  business^  he.  shall  have 
trouble,  let  hi^  go  where  h^  may;  a^d  thifi  is 
boldly  spoken,  considering  that  I  speak  it  to  one 
of  that  reverend  body.  JBut  ye  are  like  Jeremiah's 
basket  of  figs.  Some  of  you  could  not  be  better, 
and  some  of  you  are  stark  .naught  Ask  the  bishop 
Himself,  if  this  be  not  true!  W./C. 


opens  upon  me  of  ouf^^eomlng  qnce  more  together, 
but  that  once  exhausted,  with  what  .shalF  1  pro- 
ceed 1    Thus^t  questioi^ed  mjrself;  but  finding 


sarprised  by  them  in  their  unwieldy  stato,  and  the  neithw  «iid  nor  profit  of  sooh  quesdons,  I  bravely 


resolved  todismiss  them  all  atonce^and  to  engage 
in  the  great  enteipriss  df  a  letter  to  my  <piondaln 
Rose  at  a  venture-i There  is  great  troth  in  a 


not  do  less  than  add  six  to  mine,poitfesaiBg  at  the  nmt  of  Nat  Ijee's,  or  of  Diyden's^  I  know  not 


which,  who  makes  an  enamoured  youth  say  to  Im 


And  nMwinsft  AsH  b^  ekM)aebto  fai  love. 

For  certain  it  is,  that  they  who  tndylove  one  an- 
Dther  ac^  not  very  nice  examin^nr  c(  each  other's 
sty^.or  matter;  if  aq  epi^  comes^  it  is  always 
vvelcome,  thou£^  it  be  perhaps  neither  ss  wise  nor 
sa.witty  as  o^  might  have  wished  to  make  it 
And  now,  my  cousin^let  me  tell  thes  how  nraoh 
I  foel  myself  obliged  to  Mr.  Bodham,  for  the  readi- 
ness he  expreesesto^acc^t  my  invitation.  Assure 
him  that,  stranger  as  he  is  to  me  at  present,  and 
natural  as  the  dread  of  strangers  has  ever  betin  to 
^ne,  I  dbaU  yet  receive  him  with  open  arras,  be- 
cause he  is  your  husband,  and  loves  you  deariy 
That  consideration  alone  will  endear  ^im  to  ne^ 
and  1  dare  say  that  I  shall  not  find  it  his  only  xe- 
commendation 'to  my  best  affections.  May  the 
heakh  of  his  rektion  (his  mother,  I  suppose)  be 
■soon  restored,  and  long  conttnued,an4  may  nothing 
melancholy,  of  "what  kind  soever,  interfere  to  pre- 
vent our  joyfid  meeting.  Between  the  present 
moment  and  September  Qur  house  is  dear  for  your 
reseption,«nd  you  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  gvs 
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Qsadftyortwo*tiiotk»ofyoarcoimng.  tnSep- 
tamber  we  expect  -Lady  Heakfth,  and  I  only  re- 
gret that  our  house  is  not  laige  enoqgh  fo  h6ld  all 
togeOier,  fat  wen  it  poidblethat  ycm  oodd  meet, 
yoa  woold  Jove  each  othec*    • 

Mrv.  Uawin  bids  me  olfer  yoa  ^«r  beat  lore. 
She  isjiever  wdl,  but  always  patient/and  always 
cheeriiilt  and  feels  beforehand  that  shlB  shall  be.loth 
to  part  with  yon. 

My  love  to  all  the  dear  Donnes  of  every  name! 
write  soon,  no  matter  about  wh^t.  W«  C. 


TO  I^APY  HESKETH.    . 

ImaPBAD  of  beginning  with  the  safiron-vested 
mornings  to  which  Homer  invites  ihe,  on  a  morn- 
ing that  haa  no  safiran  yest  ta  boast,  I  shall  begin 
with  yon.  . 

It  is  irksome  to  us  both  to  wut  s6  long  as  We 
must  for  you,  but  we  are  vrilling  to  hope  that  by 
a  longer  stay  you  wiH  make  us  amends  for  all  this 
tedious  procrastination. 

Mrs.  Unwin  has  made  known  her  whole  case^ 
to  Mr.  Gre^n,  whose  opinion  of  it  has  been  very 
consolatory  to  me:  he  says  indeed  ^  is  a  case  per-^ 
fectly  out  of  the  reach  of  all  physical  aid,  but  at 
the  same  time  not  at  /dl  dangeroue.  Constant 
pain  ia  a  sad  |;cievance,  whatever  part  is  affected, 
and  ihe  is  hardly  ever  free  from  an  aching  head, 
as  well  as  \n  uneasy  side,  but  patience  is  an  ano- 
dyne of  God*8  own  preparation,  and  of  that  he 
gives  her  largely. 

The  Fiexioh,  who  like  aH  liVely  folks  are  ex- 
treme in  fevery  thing,  are  such  in  their  zeal  for 
freedom;  and  if  it  were  possible  to  make  so  noble 
acauae  lidicubos,  their  manner  of  promoting  it 
could  not  fail  to  do  so.'  Princes  and  \)een  reduoefl 
to  plain  gehtlem^oiship,  and  gentles  reduced  to  a 
levd  with  their  own  lackeys,  are  excesses  of  which 
they  wHl.  repent  hereaAer.  Diffiarenoe  of  rank 
and  subordinaticm  are,  I  believe,  of  God's  appoint- 
ment, and  consequently  essential  to  the  well-being 
of  society:  but  what  we  mean  by  fanaticism  in 
religion  is  exactly  that  whiish  animates  their  po- 
litics; and  nnlesB  time  shotild  sobe^  them,  they 
will,  after  all,  be  an  vmhappy  people.  Perhaps  it 
deserves  not  mnoh.  to  be  wondered  at,  that  at  their 
£rst  escape  from  tyrannic  shackles  they  should  aot 
estcava^tly,  and  treat  fhefar  kings  as  they  hava 
sometimes  treated  their  idols,  ^o  these  however 
they  are  ceooncHed  in  due  time  again,  but  their 
respect  lor  monarchy  is  at  an  end.,  They  want  no- 
thing now  bat  a  littto  English  sobriety,  and  that 
tiieywant  extremely:  I  heJiirtily  wish  them  some 
wit  in  their  anger,  lor  it  were  great  pity  tibat  so 
many  miUfens  should  be  miserable  for  want  of  it. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESO. 

XT  Dsm  jQHMirr;  UTeston,  Jitfy  8, 1990. 

You  do  wkn  to'  perfeot  yourself  on  lihe  violin. 
Only  bewaft,  that  an  amusement  so  very  bevritch- 
ing  as  moAe,  cqpedaUy  when  we  produce  it  ooib- 
selves,  do  not  steal  fi«n  you  all  those  hoots,  Iha^ 
should  be  given  to  study.  - 1  can  be  well  oontent, 
that  it  should  etere  youas  a  refreshment  after 
severer  exercises,  but  not  that  it  should  engrsss 
youwbq^y.  Your  own  good  sense  will  most  pro- 
bably dictate  to  ypu  this  fnecaution,  and  I  might 
-have  spared  yea  tile  trouble  of  it;  ^but  I  have  a 
degree  of  zeal  fbt  your  proficiency  in  more  un- 
portant  pursuits,  that  would  not  suflfer  me  to  sup- 
pressit.  * 

Having  delivered  my  oonscienoe  by  giving  you 
thiseage  admonition,  I  will  convince  you  ^uX  I 
am  a  censoi^  not  over  and  above  severe,  by  ac- 
knowledging in  the  next  ]dace  that  I  have  known 
very  good  perfonders  on  the  vidin  very  learned 
also;  and  my  cousin,'  Dr.  Spencer  Madan,  is  an' 
instance. 

I  am  dfeligfated  that  you  have  engaged  your  sis- 
ter to  visit  us;  for  I  say  to  myself  if  John  be 
amiable,  what  must  Catharine  be?  For  we  males, 
be  we  angelic  aq  we  giay,  are  always  surp^issed 
by  the  ladies.  But  knew  this,  that  I  shall  not  be 
in  love  with  eithei  of  yon,  if  yqu  stay  with  us  only 
a  few  days,'  for  you  talk  of  a  week  or  so.  Correct 
tins  erratum,  I  besepdi  yon,  .and  oonvii^ce  us  by 
a  much  longer  continuanoe  herej  that  it  was  one. 

w.a 

Mrs.  Unwin  has  never  been  well  since  youeaw 
her.  Yon  are  not  passionately  fond  Of  lelter- 
writmg,  I  perceive,  who  have  drtipped  a  lady; 
but  yon  will  be  a  kMer  by  the  bargain ;  for  one 
letterof  hers  in  polrit'of  real  utility,  and  sted&ig 
value,  is  worth  twenty  of  mine,>  arid  yon  will  never 
have  another  from  her,' till  you  have  earned  it 

W.  C. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESO. 

TF<»foii,/iify31,  1790. 
You  have  by  this  time,  I  presume,  answered 
Lady  Hesketh^s  letter^  If  not,  answerit  vrithoot 
^ay ;  and  tins  injudotion  I  give  you,  judging  that 
it  may  not  be '^entirely  wmbcessary;  for  though 
i  have  eeen  you  but  once,  and  ontf  for  two  ot 
IhliBe  days,  I  have  found  out  IhAt  yon  sare  tL^actJ^ 
ter-hniin.  I mwilefche diiiRflfVBiy perhaps tfia mnnsf , 
because  i^  4^  yon  very  much  wwwmMc»'  spfself, 
who  in  the  .course  of  my  life  have,  thiovgh  man 
ci^relqpsness  and  iiuatoolion,  lost  many  advuii 
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teges:  and  insoperable  Bhyaew  has  alio  deprhred 
me  of  many.  And  hen  fgain  there  k  a  leaem- 
bUnoB  between  p»«  You  will  do  well  to  guard 
agunit  both,  for  of  both,  I  bdieve,  you  Inm  a 
ouittderable  fhare  aa  well  aa  myself . 

We  long  to  lee  you.  agam^  and  are  only  oon- 
earned  at  the  short  stay  yon  propoee  tMnalbs  witii 
na.  If  time  should  seem  aa-  short  4o  you  a)  Wes- 
toq;  as  it  seems  to  qs,  your  visit  here  will  he  gone 
'*  aa  a  dieam  when  one  awaketh,  or  aa  a  watch  in 
the  night.''     .  ^ 

It  is  a^.]ife  of  dreams,  but  the  plei^pantest  pne 
naturaDy  wishes  lon^iest 

I  shall  find  employment  ht  you,  having  made 
already  some,  part  of  the  fidr  copy  of  the^Qdyssey 
afeulone.  I  am  revising  it  for  the  la«t  time,  and 
spare  nothing  that  I  can  men^.*  The  Iliad  is 
ibkhed. 

If  you  have  Donne's  poema,  bring  them  with 
you,  for  I  have  not  seen  them  many  years,  and 
ahould  ]i)OB  to  look  them  over. 

'  You  may  treat  ua  too,  if  you  please,  with  'a/ lit- 
tle of  your  music,  for  I  seldom  hear  any,  and  de^ 
light  much  in  it.  You  need  not  fear  a  rival,  for 
we  have  but  two  fiddles  in  the  neighbourhood- 
one,  it  gardener's,  the  other  a  tailor's:  terrible  per- 
foxmeiaboth!   ^  W.  O. 


[TO  MR.  JOHNSON.]     ' 

flk^.  7, 1790. 
It  grieve^  me  that  after  all  .1  am  obliged  to  go 
into  public  without  the  who)e  advantage  of  Mr. 
Fuseli's  judicious  stiictuies.  My  only  considerap 
tion  is,  that  I  have  not  forfeited  them  by  my  own 
Five  yean  are  no  small  portion  of  a 
n's  lifi^  especially  at  the  latter  end  ofit;  and  in 
those  five  years,  being  a  man  of  almost  no  en- 
gagementa,  I  have  done  more  in  the  way  of  hard 
woric,  than  moat  could  have  done  in  twice  the 
number.  I  beg  you  to  present  my.complimentsi 
to  Mr.  Fuseli,  'nfith  many  and  sinoere  than|j  for 
the  services  that  his  own  more  important  oocupa' 
tMDB  would  allow  him  to  render  me. 


line's  unseaaoiMdile  indisposition  haa  alao  coat  ns 
a  disappointment,  yirbkh  ife  much  regret;  and 
werett  not  that  Johnny  has  made>shift  to  leach 
5IS,  we  should  think- ounelvea  oon^letely  unlbrtn- 
niite.  But  him  we  have,  and  him  we  will  hold  as 
loQgaa  we  can,  so  expect  nol  very  soon  to  see  him 
in  Norfolk^  He  is  so  harmless,  cheeiful,  gentle, 
and  .good4eB&pered,  and  I'  am  so  entirely'  at  my 
ease  with  him,  that  Lean  not  surrender  him  witli- 
jonA  a  neetU  tnuat^  even  to  those  who  have  a  ai> 
pinoit  claim  upon  him.  He  left  us  yeeteednj 
morning,  and  whither  do  you  think  he  b  gone, 
and  on  what  errandt  Gone,  aa  BVtte  as  you  ai« 
alive,  to  London,  and  ta  convey  my  Homer  to  the 
)x)oksel]^r's.  Bui  he  will  return  the  day  after  to- 
moffiDw,  and  I  mean  to  part  with  him  no  mon, 
till  necessity  shall  force  us  asimder.  Suspect  me 
not,  m J  cbuBtn,  of  being  euch  a  monger  aa  to 
have  impose^  tbis  taak  myself  on  your  kmd^ie- 
phew,  or  even  to  have  ^bought  of  doing  it  It 
happened  that  one  day,  as  we  chatted  by  the  fire- 
side, {expressed  a  wish,  that  I  could  hear  of  some 
trusty  body  going  to  London,  to  whoee  care  I 
might  consign  my  vduminolia  laboun,  the  work 
of  five  yean.  For  I  purpose  never  to  vmH  that 
city  again  mysd(  and  ahould  h^ve  been  uneaay  to 
have  left  a  chirge^  of  so  mudi  imp<^tano6  to  me, 
altogether  to  the  care  of  a  stage-coachman.  Johnny 
had  no  sooner  heard  my  wish,  than  offering  him- 
8^  to  the  service,  he  fulfilled  it,  and  his  offer  waa 
made  in  such  terms,  and  ajocompanied  with  a  coun- 
teoance  and  manner  expresave  of  so  much  alacri- 
ty, that  mueaaonahle  as  I  thought  it  at  first,  U; 
give  him  so  much  trouble,  I  soon  found  that  1 
should  mortify  him  by  a  refusal.  He  iagone 
therefbre  with  a  box  full  of  poetry,  of  whidi  I 
think  nebo4y  will  plunder  him.  He  h^e  only  to 
sa^  what  itia,  and  there  is  if»  commodity  I  think  a 
freebooter  would  covet  less.  W.  C. 


TO  MRS.  BODHAM. 

MT  DB4SUT  comi^       fFeitoH,  Sept.  9, 1190. 

I  AKtrul^.sQRyto  befbned  after  all  to  resign 
the  hope  of  seeing  you  and  Mr.  Bodham  at  Wee-' 
ton  this  year;  the  next  may  posnfaiy  be  mom  pro- 
pilioiii,  and  I  hea|tily  wish  it  may.    Poor  Catfaft- 


*  nMTBTkalwaicamplstadon  t]w96tfa  of  AugnKlbDoir- 
Inc;  flf»  TMS  and  one  moQih  (asdariys  of  ths  pniod  of 
iHiiMi  iMAn>insDtfaoBd^  fiRliii''fiia  iirUck'b  anterim  on  iha 
mwiiilm  of  Hpaasr. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESa 

Tie  Lodge,  Sept.  13, 179a 

MT  DEAR  raiEND, 

YocFR  letter  vraa  paitSculaily  weloome  to  me, 
not  only  became  it  came  after  a  hmg  eilenoe,  bat 
becanae  it  bitmght  me  good  news^news  of  your 
marriage,  and  comeequently,  I  trust,  o£  your  hap- 
piness. May  that  htppineas  be  durable  aa  your 
lives,  and  may  yqu  be  the  FWeee  ter  ei  ampHm 
of  whom  Horace  sings  so  sweetly!  This  k  my 
sincere  vrish^  and,  tiiough  expressed  in  prose,  shall 
serve  as  your  epithalamhuiu  You  oomlbit  me 
when  you  say  thet  your  marriage  will  net  depiive  w 
of  the  night  of  you  hereafter.  If  youdonoiwidi 
that  I  sl)ould  Kgiet  your  union,  you  must  make 
that  assurance  good  aa  often  aa  you  have  oppov 
tumty. 
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After  perpetoal  Veniilcation  during  ^  yean,  I 
find  mjvelf  at  latt  a  vacant  man,  and'  reduced  to 
read  'for  toy  ambaement  My  Homer  is  gone  to 
the  preaa,  and  yoO  ynil  imagine  that  I  feel  a  void 
in  eonaeqnenoe/  The  proofbhoweterinH  be  com- 
ing soon,  and  I  'shall  a:vaU  myaeif,  with  aH  my 
force,  of  this  laat  opportunity,  to  iqake^  my  woik 
aS  perfect  aa  I  wiah  it.  I  shall  not  therefere  be 
long  time  desfitule  of  employment,  but  shall  h&ve 
snfficient  to  keep  me  occupied  afl  the  winter,  and^ 
part  of  the  ensuing  spring,  lor  Johnson  purposes 
to  publish  either  in  March,  April,  or  May~my 
▼ery  preftce  ia'finished. '  It  did  not  cost  m  much 
tVDuUe,  being  neith^  4ong  nor  learned.  I  |iavtf 
spoken  my  mind  as  freely  as  decency  would  per- 
mit en  the  subject  of  Pope's  version,  allowing  him, 
at  the  same  time,  all  the  merit  to  wbicb  1  think 
him  entitted.  I  have  given  my  reasons  for  trans- 
lating In  blank  verse,  and  hold  some  discourse  otf 
the  mechanism  of  itf  chiefly  with  a  viewtoobviate 
the  prejudices  of  some  people  against  it.  I  expa- 
tiate a  little  on  the  manner  in  which  I  tfaiiik.  Ho- 
mer ought  to  be  IrendeM,  and  in  whibh  I  have  en- 
deavoured to  rtnder  him  ^myself,  and  anticipated 
two  or  three  caivils,  to  which  I  foresee  tiiat  I.  shall 
be  liable  from  the  ignorant,  or  uncandid,  in  ord^, 
if  possible,  to  prevent  them.  These  are  the  chief 
heads  of  my  preface,  and  the  whde  consists  of 
about  twelvfpages.  * 

It  is  possible  wbsn  I  comb  to  treat  With-^John* 
son  about  the  copy,  I  may  want  some  person  to 
negotialte  for  me ;  aiid  knowing  no  one  so  intelli- 
gent as  youradf  in  books,  or  so  well  qualified  to 
estimate  their  just  vahie,  i  shall  beg  leave  to  resort 
to  and  rely  on  you  aa  my  negotiator.  But  I  will 
not  trouble  you  unless  I  should  see  occasion.  My 
cousin  was  the  bearer  ef  my  wss.  to  Londbn.  He 
went  on  purpose,  and  returns  to-monow.  Mrs^ 
tJnwm*s  affectionate  felicitations,  added tomy  own,  • 
conclude  me, 

My  dear  friend^  sinoerely  yours,  W.  C. 

The  trees  of  a  colonnade  will  solve  my  riddle. 


[TO  MR.  JOHNSON.]" 

Wegton,  Oct.  3,'  1790. 
Mr.  Tf  ewton  having  ag^  requested  that  the 
prdaoe  which  he  wrote  for  my  first  apolumemay  be 
prefixed  to  it,  I  am  derirous  to  gratify  him  in  a 
particular  that  so  emj^iatically  bespejikB  his  friend- 
ship for  me;  and.^ould-my  bodLi  see  another 
edition,  shall  be  obliged'  to  you  if  you  wiH  add  it 
•occHrdingly. 


I  beg  that  you  will  not  suffer  your  reverence 
eiih^  for  Homer,  or  his  translator,  to  check  your 
sontinuaj'  examinations.    I  never  knew  vrith  cer- 


tainty, tin  now,  that  th)»  inaiginal  strictures  i 
found  in  the  Taidc  piiKj^m  yours.  The  just 
nesB  of  them,  and  the  bSHk^Q^^^^^ 
acre  fiesh  in'  my  memory,  anoj^^^^^tii^ 
the k  utility  will  be  the  same  in  the  present  in 
stance* 
Wutm,  Od.  30, 1790 


.TO  MRS.  BODfiAM. 

MY  DEAR  C02, '  TTedon^  JVbfr.  91, 1790. 

'  Our  kindness  to  yqur  nephew  is  no  more  than 
he  most  entitle  himself  to  wherever  he  goes. .  Hia 
amiable  disposition  and  manners  will  nbver  foil  to 
secure  him  a  warm  place  in  the  affection  of  all 
who  know  him.  Tbe  advice  1  ^taie  respecting  his 
poem  on  Audley  End  was  dictated  by  my  k>ve  of 
him,  and  a.8mcere  .desne  of  his^suocess.  It  is  one 
thing  to  vnlte  what  may  please  our  friends,  who, 
because  they  are  such,. are  apt  to  be  a  little  bisiBed 
in  our  &vour*,  anid  another  to  write  what  may 
pfease  eveiy .  body ;  because  they  who  l^^ve  no  con- 
nexion, or  even  knowledge  of  the  author,  will  be 
sure  toiSnd  fault  if  they  can.-  My  advice,  how- 
ever salutary  and  necessary  as  'it  seemed  to  me, 
was  JBodi  as  I  daiM  not  give  to  a  poet  of  less  diffi- 
dence thiai  he.  Poeto  are  to  a  proverb  irritable, 
and  he  b  the  only  one  I  ever  knew,  who  seems  to 
have  no  spark  of  that  fire  about  him.  He  has 
left  us  abouta  fortnight,  aiid  sorry  we  were  to  lose 
him;  but  had  he  been  toy  son,  he  must  hove  gone, 
tod  I  could  0ot  have  regretted  him  more.  If  his 
Sister  be  still  with  you,  present  my  love  to  her,  and 
teQ  her  how  much  I  wkh  to  see  them  at  Weston' 
together. 

Mrs.  Hewitt  probably  lemmnben  more  of  my 
childhood,  than  I  can  recollect  either  of  hen  or 
my  own;  but  this  I  recoBiBe^  thai  the  days  of  that 
p^iod  Ivere  happy  days,  oompaxed  with  aoost  I 
hate  seen  sikioe.  There  ai%  few  pei)u^  in  the 
werid,  who  have'  not  cause  to  look'back  with  re- 
gret on  the  days  of  ihfoncy ;  yet,  to  say  Ae  truth, 
I  suspect  some  deception  in  this.  For  infancy  it- 
self has itscaies;  and  though  we  can  not  now 
conceive  how  trifles  could  affect  us  much,  it  isoei- 
tain  that  they  did.  Trifles  they  appear  iiow,  but 
such  they  were  not  then.  .    W«  C. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  iisa 

MT  tflRTB-DAT. 

Ffiday,  Nop.  96, 179C. 

MTOCAREST  JOHMNT,' 

I  AM  happy  that  you  have  eaoaped  from  the  claws 


*  lam  aiudouB  lo  prasprre  this  riayular  aotodoie;  m  it 
ta  hoDOuabto  both  to  tht  moden  ptei,  and  to  hi*  iiitelli^ 


nigiti^pH  hy 
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o£  Euclid  into  the  bowm  of  Jtutipun.  It 
iul  I  suppoie  to  evtry  xpan,  to  be  weUj^mundedin 
tbe  piinctplcs  of  juriqirudence^  and  I  take  it  to 
U  a  tomch  of  icience  thai  bidr  much  laiier  to 
enlaige  the  miod,  and  give'  an  accuncy  of  sea- 
eoning,  that  tjl  the  mathemarim  in  the  woi^d. 
Mind  your  atudlee,  andyou  will  sooq  be  vi^pir  than 
I  can  hope  t9  be. 

We  had  a  visit  on  Monday,  firom  one  of  the 
fint  women  in  the  worid ;  in  point  of  character,  I 
mean,  and  acoompUibmenla,  tfie  dowager  lady 
Spender!  I  mayrapcive  perhaps  tune  honours 
hneafter,  should  my  translation  speed  according 
to  my  wishes,  and  tbe  pains  I  k^ve  taken  with  it;, 
but  shall  never  deceive  any  that  L  shall  esteem  so 
highly.  4  She  is  indeed  worthy  to  whom  I  should 


thy  of  her,  I  sbaJl  have  nothing  to  fear  from  the 
critics.       YouiB,  my  dear  Johnny, 

Wi^muckaffiwtion,  W.  C. 


other  poets  could  be  apprised  of,^  th^  would  do 
well  to  IbUow.  Miscarriages  in  authorship  (I  am 
persuaded)  an  as  often  to  be.  s^cribed  to  want  of 
painstaking,  as  towautof  ability. 


Lady  Hesketh,  Mrs.  XJnwin,  and  myself  often 
mention  you,  and  always  in  tezms,  that  though  you 
would  blush  to  hear  them^  you  need  not  be  »ii>t*inatl 
of;  at  the  same  time  wiping  muchti^  yoacoqld 
change  our  trio  into  a  quartetto.  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 


MT  DCis  FRiEifD,  WutOn,  Dec*  1, 1790. 

_  It  isphunthat  vouundcffstandtrsp^aswe.used 

dedicate,  and  may  but  my- Odyssey  proye  as  wor- jo  say  at  echool:  for  you  begin  with  aoenaiig  i 


TO  SAMITEL  ROSE,  BSGL 

Jlie  JMge,^]^.  30,1790. 
MT  DKAn  miEMn^ 

I  wiLit  c^ess  that  I  thought  your  letter  som 
.what  tardy,  though  at  the  same  time  I  made  every 
excuse  ibr  you,  exc^  as  it^seenv,  the  right 
TluU  indeed  was  <iut  of  the  reach  of  all  possible 
conjectttxe.  I  oould  not  guess  that  your  silence 
was  oocasipned.by  your  being  occupied  with  ei- 
ther thieves  or  thiief-takers.  Since  howevei^  the 
cause  was  such,  I  rejoice  that  your  labours  were 
not  in  vain,  and  that  the  fieebooters  who  hsd  plun- 
dered your  friend,  are  safe  in  limbo.  I  admire  top,  as 
-mueh  sa  I  rejoice  i|i  your  success,  the  indefatiga- 
ble spirit  that  prompted  'you  to  pursue,  with  such' 
i^nremitting  perMverance,  an  object  not  to  bd" 
reached  but  at  the  en)iense  of  in^te  trouble,  and 
that  must  have  led  you  into  an  acquaintance  with 
scenes  and  characters  the  most  horrible  to  a  mind 
like  yoivs.  I  see  in  this  conduct  the  loal  and 
firmness  of  your  ^endahip  to  whomsoever  pro- 
fessed; and  though  I  wanted  ^not  a. proof  ^  it 
myaelC^  contemplate  so.uneqyivocal  an indicatiou- 
of  what  you  really  are,  and  of  What  I  always  be^ 
lieved  you  to  be,  with  much  pleasure.  May  you 
rise  frohi  the  condition  of  an  humble  prosecutor, 
or  witness,  to  the  bench  of  judgment  I 

When  your  letter  arrived,  it  found  me  with  the 
worst  and  most  obstinate  cold  that  1  ever  caught 
Thi»  was  one  resson  why  it  had  not  a  speedier 
answer.  Another  is,  that,  except  Tuesday  morn- 
ing, there  is  none  in  the  week  in  .whiqh  I  am  not 
tingaged  in  the  last  revisal^f  my  translation ;  the 
levisal'l  inean  of  my  proof-sheets.-  To  this  busi- 
Kesft  I  give  ihyselC  with  an  assixluity  and  attention 
lEuIy  adrnintble^  and  set  a&  example,  which  if 


of  lopf  silence,  conscious  youmlf  at  the  same  time 
that  you  have  been  half  a  year  in  my  debt,  or  thne- 
sbout  But  I  will  answer  your  accusati<yns  with 
a  boast,  with  a  hoast  of  having  intended  many  a 
day  to  write  to  ypu  again,  notwiUutanding  yov 
long  insolvency.  Your  brother  and  aster  of  Chi- 
cheley  can  both  witness  fitrwe  that,  weeks  since, 
I  testifiedeuch  an  intention;  and  if  I  did  not  exe- 
cute it,  it  was  not  for  want  of  good  will,  but  iv 
want  of  leisure.  When  will  you  be  able  to  gloij 
of  such  designs,  so  liberal  and  magnificent,  you, 
who  have  nothing  to  do  by  your  own  ponfeMon 
but  to  grow  fat  and  saucy  1  Add  to  all  this,  that  I 
have  1^  a  violent  cold,  such  as  I  never  have  but 
at  the  first  approach  of  winter,  and  sudi  as  at  that 
time  I  seldom  escape.-  A  ievar  aicnmnpanied  it, 
and  an  incessant  oongh. 

You  measure  the  speed  of  priAterB,  of  my  printor 
at  least,  rather  by  your  own  wishes  than  by  i^y 
just  standard.  .  Mine  (I  belibve)  is  as  nimhb  a 
one  as  falls  to  the  share  of  poet^  in  general,  though 
not  nimble  enough  to  satisfy  either  the  author  or 
his  friends.  I  U>ld  you  that  my  woriL  would  go  to 
press  !h  autumn,  and  so  it  did.  But  it  had  been 
six  weeks  in  London  ere  the  press  began  to  wock 
upon'  it  About  a  month  since  we'  began  to  print, 
and  at  the  rate  of  mne  sheets  in  a  fortnight  have 
proceeded  to  about  the  middle  of  the  sixth  Died. 
"  No  fartherl"  you  say,  1  anfewer-*No,  nor  even . 
80'  far,  without  much  scolding  on  my  part  b(»th  at 
the  bookseUer  and  the  printer.  But  coursge,  my 
friend!  Fair  and  softly  as  we  proceed,  we  shall 
find  our  w&y  through  at  last;  ^nd  in  confirmation 
of  this  hope,  while  I  write  this,  another  .sheet  sx^ 
rives.    I  expect  to  publish  in  the  spring. 

I  love  and  thank  you  for  the  anient  desire  ypu 
exprete  to  hear  me  bruited  abroad,  el  per  ora  vtrdm 
volitarUem.  For  your  encouragement  I  will  tMl 
you  that  I  road,  myself  «t'  least,  with  wonder&l 
complacence  what  I  have  done;  and  if  the  world, 
when  it  shall  appear^  do  not  like  .it  as  weQ  as  I, 
we  will  both  eay  and  swesQr  with  FluelUn,  that  it 
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is  iaaM  vadt^fpiA  (look  500!)  tad  apntingvoz^. 
«Oiiib.  .  . 

I  ftift  no  ambitiim  of  the  laxinC  Ebe,  tbough 
vainly  perhape,  I  had firioAds who v^ouldhaTO  lAade 
a-itiv  on  my  bobaif.'on  tbatC  occwhoqi  I  coofen 
thai  when  I  learned  the  now  condition  of  )he  of- 
Aodj  thai  odea  weie  no  longer  leipured,  and  that 
the  aelary  was  ineieaeed,  1  felt  not  the  aame  die- 
like  of  it.  '  But  I  jCQold  neither  go  to  court,  nor 
could  I  ki»  hands,  were  itfiur  a  much  moie  ▼ahia- 
ble  conaideratioQ.  Theiefore  never  •expect  to  hear- 
duit  rayal  fiivoun  find  out  met 

Adiaa,  my  dear  old  firiend!  I  wiH.  aend  you  a 
ittortoazy  copy  aeon,  and  in  the  mean  tioqpB  remain, 
Everyo|ai,"W..O. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESGL 


ITa^ton,  JDec.  18, 1790, 

I  PERCEIVE  niyaelf  ao  flattered  by  the  instances 
of  Ulustridus  success  mentioned  in  your  letter,  that 
I  feel  aU  the  amiable  modesty,  for  which  I  wa^ 
eiioe  seYapous,  sensibly  giving  way  to  a  spirit  of 
vain  gloiy. 

The  King's  College  subspriptien  makes  me 
proud*-the  effect  that  my  venea  have  had  on 
f^m  two  young  iriends-,  the  mathematicians,  makes 
me  proud',  and  I  am,  if  posnUe,  prouder  still  of  the 
contents  of  the  letter  that  you  enclosed. 

You  complained  of  being  stupid,  and  sent  me 
cneof  thecleVMectlett^n.  I  have  not  complained 
of  being  stupid,  and  haye  a6nt  y^u  one  of  the  dull- 
est But  it  is  no  mattery  I  never  aim  at  any  thing 
aheve  the  pitch  of  -eveiy  d^y's  aonbble,  when  I 
imite  to  those  I  love. 

Homer  proceeds,  my  boy  1  We  shall  get  through 
it  in.  tune,  and  (I  hope)  by  •  the  time  appointed. 
We  are  ngw  in  tl^  tenth  Iliad.  I  expect  the  la- 
dies ev^  minute  to.fareakfest  You  have  their 
bestteve.  Mine  attends  the  whqieaimy  of  Dpnpes 
at  MattashallGbeen  assembled.  How  happy  ihould 
I  find  myself,  ^ere  I  but  one  .of  the  partyl  My 
capering  c^yetuw  over.  But  do  yod  Caper  for  ^e, 
that  you  ntty  give  them  acMfie  idea  of  the  happiness 
I  shonid-feel,  vrere  I  inthemi^of  iheml 

W.C. 


soon  as  posAble  to  your  kind  inquiries  afee^  my 
health,  which  has  been  both  better  and  woiae  since 
Iwrotelast  The  .cough  was  cured,  or  nearly  so, 
when  I  received  your  k^,  but  I  have  lately  been 
itfUoted  ^ith  a  nervQUB  fever,  a  malady  formidable 
to  me  above  all  others,  <m  account.of  the  terror  and 
dejection  of  s^rit^  that  izv  my  case  ajiways  acpom- 
pany  it.  I  even  looked  forward*,  for  this  mason, 
to  the.  month  new  current,  yriOx  the  most  miserable 
appieheoflions^^  in  tiuamonth  the  distemper  has 
twice  seized  me  I  wiah  to  be.  thankful  however 
to  the  sovereign  Diq)enser.both  of  health  and  sick- 
ness, that,  though  I  have  felt  cause  enough  to 
tremble,  he  gives  me  now  en6ouragei]pent  to  hope 
<that  I  may  dismips  my  fears,  and  expect^  fm  this 
January  at  least^  to  escape  it.   ' 

♦ '      ♦'       ♦       ♦        '*,       f        * 

The  mention  of  quantity  reminds  me  of  «  re- 
mfurk  that  Uhave  teen  somewhere,  possibly  i|i 
Johns<m,  to  this  purport,  tiiat  .the  syllables  ia  out 
language  being  neither  k>ng  nor  short,  our  v^ne 
accordingly  is  le«i  beautilul  than  the  verM  of  the 
Greeks  or  Eomans,  because  mqumng  leas  artifice 
in  its  construction.  But  I  deny  the  feet,  and  am 
ready  to  depose  on  oath,  t^  I  find  evtery  syllable 
as  distinguishabfy  and  deariy  either  long  or  short, 
in  our  langi^age^  pa  in  any  other.  I  know  also 
that  without  an  attention  to  thequanti^y  of  our 
syllables, ^^good  v^ne  can  not  possibly  )»  writteni 
and  that  ignorapce  of  this  matter  is  one  rasson 
why  wejKe  so  much  that  is  good  for  nothing.  The 
movement  of  a  verw  is  always  either,  shuflling  or 
graoefol,  aecording  to  our  management  in  thjs  par- 
ticular, and  MUten  givea  almost  as  many  proo^ 
of  it  in  hia  Paradise  Lost  as  there  ar^  lines  in  tl^ 
poem.  Away  therefore  with  all  such  omfonnded 
obaervationsl  1  would  jMt  give  a  fivrthiqg  for  maA^ 
buabolaof  thezoH-qor  you  perhaps  for  this  letter. 
Yet  upon  recollection,  forasmuch  as  I  .know  yoQ 
to  be  a  dear  Idver  of  l^rary  gossip,  I  think  it  pos- 
sible you^may .esteem  it  highly.  ■ 

BeKeve  me,-  my  dear  friend,  ipost  tru^  yours, 

W.  C 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAQOT. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  TTiMton,  Jan  4,i?91. 

Yotf  would  long  sihoe  have  received  an  answer 
(o  your  lastjliad  not  the  wicked  Clerk  of  North- 
ampton delayed  to  send  roe  the  printed  copy  of  my 
annual  dirge,  vrhich  I  waited  to  enclose.  .  Here  it 
ia  at  last,  and  much  goddnnay  it  do  the  readem! 

I  have  regretted  that  I  could  not  write  sooner,, 
especially  bedluse  it  well  became  me  to  reply  as 


[TO  MR.  JOHNSON.»] 

2foU  byifhe  Editor.    . 

Ttito  «xtnct  ^  in  iac^  eniidedto  anuicheailier  place  i^ 
ooUection ;  but  having  a  coixunon  rat^ect  wHh  the  conclud- 
ing 'pengraph  of  tSe  preceding  letter,  itsoemed  to  call  tat 
iiwrtion  inunediatelj  after  lu 

1  DID  not  write  in  tiie  line,  that  has  been  twt-' 


*K  liappened  that  ■oma. accidental  reviser  ol  the  mana* 
acript  had  taten  the  Hbertjr  to  alter  a  line  in  a  pdem  of  GbW 
pei^ :— This  liberty  drew  from  tlie  cOended  poet  the  rollowiqg 
veiy  juflt  and  animated  ramonsimnoi^  which  I  am  anxious  le 
preaarve,  becauae  il  elucidates^  with  great  felidtjr  of  expre» 
aioi^  hia  'deUbeiate  ideaaon  ^Ingliah  TaraiflcauoD. '  Hayley 
2F 
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pered  witl),  hastily^  or  without  doe  attention  to  the 
oonstniction  of  it;  and  what  appeaved  to  me  iti 
onl^  ment  Is,  in  ita  praaeiit  state,  entirely  anni- 


*  I  knowfliat  the  eaxB  of  modern  Ters^writon  are 
dehcato  to  ai)  excess,  and  their  leaden  are  tioqb^ 
with  the  same  squeamishnesB  as  themsel^eii.  So 
that  if  a  fine  do  ndt  nm  as  smooth  as  qiudailTer 
thfey  are  offended.  A  critic  of  the  present  day 
series  a.  poem  as  a  cook  serves  &dead  turkey,  when 
she  fitstons  the  legs  of  it  to  a  post,  and  draws  out 
all  the  sinews.  Fcft  this  we'inay  thank  Pope; 
but  unksB  we  could  imitate  ^him  in  the  doscJhess 
■and  compactness  of  his  ezpresdon,  as  well  as  in 
the  Aqsoothness  of  his  numbers,  wo  had  better  drop 
the  imitation,  whibh  serves  no  otfaet  purpose  than 
to  emasculate  and  weaken  all  we  write.  '  Give.me 
a  manly,  rough  fine,  with  k  deal  of  meaning  in  it, 
rather  than  a  Whole  poem  ftill  of  musical  periods, 
(hat  have  notumg  but  their  oily  smoothness  to  re- 
commend them! 

I  have  said  thus  much,  as  I  hinted  in  the  be- 
ginning, because  I  have  just  finished  a  much  long- 
er poem  than  jthe  laM,  which  dur  csmmon  frieiid 
will  receive  by  the  same  messenger  that  has  the 
chatge  of  thip  letter.  In  that  poem  there  are-  many 
lines,  which  an  fear,  so  nice  as  ^e  gentlemkn's  who 
made  the  above-mentioned  alteration,  would  un-. 
4oubtedly  coiidemn^  and  ypt  (if  I  may  be  fjermit- 
ted  te  say  it)  they  can  not  be  made  smoother  vnth- 
out  being  ^9  worse  for  it.  There  is  a  roughness 
onm  p)um,  which  nobody  that  understands  £niit, 
would  rub  dff,  though  the  plum  wouM  be  much 
more  polished  vnthout  it  Hut  lest  I  tire  you,  I 
will  otaly  add,  that  I  jvish  you  to  guard  me  from  all 
such  meddling;  aamiring  you,  thtit  I  always  write 
as  smoothly  as  Tcan;  but  that*l  nisver  did,  never 
will  sacrifice  the  spirit  or  sense  of  ^  passage  to  the 
sound  of  it 


to  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESCl. 

Wwton,  Jofi.21^1791. 
1  KNOW  that  you  have  already  been  catedtused 
by  Lady  Hesketh  on  the  subject  of  your  return 
hither  before  the  winter.  shaH  be  over,  and  shfdl 
dierefore  only  say^hat  if  you  can  come,  we  shall 
be  happy  to  receive  you.  Remember  also,  that 
nothing  can  excuse  the  nonperformance  of  a  pi^ 
miae  but  absolute  necesaty !  Jn  the  mean  time  my 
&ith  in  your  veracity  is  such,  thai  I  am  perraaded 
you  vriD  suffer  nothing  less  than  necessity  to  pre- 
vent It.  Were  you- not  extremely  pleasant  to  us, 
and  just  the  sort  of  youth  that  suite  us,  we  should 
neither  of  us  Have  said  half  so  much,  or  perhaps  a 
word  <»n  the  subject. 


TouTi,  my  deur  Johnny,  v»  vagvriei  that  I 
shall  ^ever  see  prw^ised  by  any  other;  and  wdh^ 
thet  you  slap  ydur  ande,  or  reel  as  if  you  were 
fudcHed*  or  dance  in'  thfi^path  belbreme,  all  is  dia- 
rasteristic  of  yoursdf,  and  therefore  to  me  deligfat- 
fiil.  I  have  fainbd  to  you  indeed  sometimes,  that 
y»u  should  be  eautiouB  of  indulging  antic  habits 
and  angularities  c£  all  sorts,  and  young  men  in 
general  have  need  enough  of  sudh  admoniticm. 
But  yours  are  a  sort  of  &iiy  habiteysuch  as  might 
bekmg  to  Puck  or  Robin  QoodleUow,  and  there- 
fore, good  as  the  advice  is,  1  should  be  half  sorty 
should  you  take  it. 

This  allowance'  at  least  I  givo  you*  ContiiMm 
to  take  your  walks;  if  walkf  they  may  be  calfed, 
exactly  in  theit  present  fiishion,  till  you  have  taken 
orders!  Then,  indeed,  forasmuch  v  a  skipping, 
curveting,  Umnding  divine  iUiight  be  a  spectacle 
not  altogether  seemly,  I  shall  consent  to  your  adop- 
tion of  a  more  =graVe  demeanour.  W.  C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESO. 

wr  DEAR  FRIEND, .  TAs  Lodge^  F^.  5^  1*^1. 
Mt  letters,  to  yon  were  all  either  petitionary^  or 
tn  the  style  Of  acknowfedgments  and  thanks,  and 
such  ^nearly  in  an  ahemate.  order.  In  ray  last  I 
loaded  you  vrith  ooramisrions,  for  <he  iae  dis- 
charge of  which  I  am  How  to  say,  and  say  truly, 
how  much  I  feel  myself  obliged  to'you;  neither  can 
I  stop  there,  but  must  thank  you  likewise  for  new 
honours  fin>m  Scotland,  which  hcve  left  me  n>- 
tiUng  to  vnsh  for  firom  that' country;  for  my  list  b 
now  I  believe  graced  vrith  the  subscription,  of  all 
ite  feamed  bodies.  I  regret  only.that  some  of  them 
arrived  too  late  to  do  honour  to  my  present  publi- 
cation OfTiames.  Butthere  are  those  among  them 
and  froih  Scotland  too,  that  may  give  a|i  useful, 
hint  perhaps  to  our  ovm  univeRuties. .  Your  very 
handsome  present  of  Pope's  'Homer  has  arrived 
safe,  notwiUistanding  an  acddent  that  befd  him 
.by  the  way.  The  Hall-servant  brought  the  parcel 
fipem  Olkiey,  resting  it  on  the  pommel  of  the  saddle, 
and  his  hoiM  foil  with  him.  Pope  was  in  cons6- 
queftoe  rolled  in  the  dirt,  but  being  well  coated  got 
1^0  damage.  If  augurs  iuid  eoothaayers  were  not 
out  of  foshion,  I  shoukT  have  consulted  one  or  two 
of  that  order,  in  hope  of  learning  from  Ihem  that 
this  foil  was  ominous.  I  have  found '&  place  for 
him.  in  the  parlour,  where  he  makes  a  splendid 
appearance,  and  where  he  shall-  not  long  want  a 
neighbour,  one  who,  if  lees  popular  than  himself^ 
shall  at  least  look  as  bigas  he.  How  has  it  hap- 
pened that,,  since  Pope  did  certainly  dedicate  both 
Iliaid  and  Odysaey,  no  dedicatien  is  found  in  this 
first  wlition  of  tiieml  W.  C. 
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TO  LADY  HESKET5.    ' 

jFW.13,  TOL 
I  CAN  now  flovl  you  a  fiiH  And.  true  Bcoount  of 
Uui  btnuMH*  Httving  leamed  that  yoiv  inn  at 
Wobqrn  was  t}i0  Groo^  we  lent  Samuel  thiUier 
yesleiday.  Mr.  Maitin,  master  of  the  X^eoige, 
iQliJhim  ♦•  •       *  •         ■  *   .  •     * 

♦         •        •     ,   •        ♦  ;     rt 
'.'•••       w.c. 

p.  9.  i  can  not  help  adding  a  eircmmtanee  that 
will  diTeit  70a.  Martin,  having  leaned  from  Sam 
whose  servant  he  waa,  told  him  thai  he  had  never 
leen  Mr.  Cowper,  but  he  had  heard  him  frequently 
apoken  of  1^  the  oompamee  that  had  called  at  hia, 
house,  and  therefore,  ^en  Sam  would  have  paid 
lor  hib  breakfast,  would  take  nothing  from  him. 
Who  says  that  ftme  is  only  empty  breathl'  On 
the  contraxyj  it  is  good  ale,  and  eold  beef  into  the 
baxgain.' 


TO  TEDS  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 

Weatcn  Underwood^  Feb.  96, 1791. 
HT'pSAR  FbIend; 

It  baniaziinof  mqdi4Vfeight,  .1 

.Worth  conning  o'er  and  o'er, 

He,  whohas  Bomerto  tnzMilaM, 

Had  ^eed'do  nothing  more. ' 

But  notwithstanding  tile  trath  and  importance 
of  this  apophthegm,  to  wlych  I  Uy  claim  as  the 
oqginal  author  of  it,  it  is  not  equally  true  that  my 
application  to  Homer,do8e  as  itis,  has  been  the 
sole  canse  of  my  delay  to  answer  you.  No.  In  ob- 
serving so  long  &  sitenoe  I  luwe  been  influenbed 
mtich'  more  by  a  vinSietlve  purpose,  a  poipose  to 
punish  you  for  jonr  suspicion  that  I  could  possir 
Uy  ieel  myself  hurt  or  offended  by  any  critical  sDg- 
geetion  of  yours  thai  seemed  to  lefleot  on  the  pa- 
rity of  my  nonsense  Verses.  Undentand,  if  you 
please,  finr  the  fbture,  that  Whether  I  tfisport  my- 
self in  Gheek  or  Latin,^  or  in.  whatsoever  bther 
.anguage,  you  are  hereby,  henceforth,  and  &r  ever, 
entitled  and  warfanted  to  take  ai^  liberties  with 
ft  to  which  yon  shall  feel  yonrrelf  incUned,  not 
excepting  even  the  lines  themselves  which  stand 
tt  the  bead  of  thk  letter! 

You  ddight  me  when  you  call  blank  verw  the 
English  hergicf  fat  I  have  dwaya  thought,  and 
often  sakl,.thal  we  have  no  other  verse  worthy ,to 
be  se  entitled.  When  ypu  read  my  Pteftce,  ydu 
will  he  made  ac^aintffd  with  my  sentiments  on 


}  Tbw  ledar  eonlalned  the  hSsUny  of  a  ■enranee  auqjty  to 
apoMhone^  which  areadei  oAiunumlt^  could  not  wkh  to  see 
In  prhtt.  Bbt  the  poMM^rfiH deibribes so  pleattntlyth^  algnal 
InfhienM of  a poaCa  nputaiioD  onthe.eplrH  ofalibacallnn- 
heepefy  that  it-auieiy  sagbt  not  to  be  wappsmtA.  Bdylfiy, 


this  subject  pretty  mock  at^aige;  &r  which  rea- 
son^  will  curb  my  seal,,  and  say  the  less  about 
it  at  present  That  Johnaon,  who  vrrote  haxmo- 
i^QBly  in  ihyme,  ahould  have  had  so  defective  an 
ear  as  never  to^have  discovered  any  music  at  all 
in  blank  v^ene,  till  he  heard  a  particid^  friend  of 
his  reading  it,  is  a  Wonder  nisver  sufficiently  to  be 
wondered  at.  Yet  this  u  true  on  \u§  ovm  adknow- 
lodgment,  and  amounts  to  a  plain  confession  (of 
which  perhapa  .he  was  not  aware  when  he  made 
it)' that  he  did  not  know  how  to  read  blanV  vobm 
himself.  In  short,  he  other  suffered  prejudice  to 
lead  him  in  a  string  whithenoever  it  n^ould,  or  his 
taste'  in  poetiy  Was  worth  little.  I  don't  believe  he 
oyer  read  any  thing  of  that  kind  with  enthusiasm 
in  his  life:  and  as  good  poetry  can  not  be  composed 
without  a  considerable  share  of  that  quality  in  the 
mind  of  the  author,  so  neither  can  it  be  read,  or 
tasted  as  it  ought  ta  be  without  it. 

I  have  said  all  thib  in  the  momin|[  fa8tiqg,.but 
am  fOQn  going  tQ  my  tea.  When,  therefore,  I  shall 
have  told  you  that  we  are  now,  in  the  coiuse  of 
our  printing,  in  the  second  book  of  the  Odyssey,  I 
shall  only  have  thne  to  add,  that  , 
I  am,  my  dear  friend. 

Most  truly  youre,  W.  C. 

r  think  your  Latin  quotations  veiy  Applicable  to 
the  presen,t  state  of  France.  But  France  is  in  a 
nituation  new  and  untned  be&re. . 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESO.    * 

JPeft.  ^,  1791. 

Now,  my  dearest  Johnny,  1  must  tfll  thee  in 
few  words  how  much  1  love  and  a|D  obliged  to 
thee  for  thy  affectionate  services. 

My  Cambridge  hoi^ours  are  all  to  be  ascribed  to 
you,  and  to  ypu  only.  Yet  you  are  but  a  little 
plan ;  and  a  little  man  into  the  baxgain  who  have 
kicked  the  mathematics,  their  iOol,  out  of  yoqr  stu- 
dy. So  iinportant  are  the  endings  which  Prevl- 
denoe  frequently  connects  With  small  beginnings. 
Had  you  been  here,  I  could  have  frtmished  you 
with  much  empbym^t;  for  I  h&Ve  so  dealt  with 
yottt  fair  MBS.  in  the  course  of  my  polishing  and 
improving,  that  1  have.akDOst  blo^^  out  the  whdo. 
Snch,  however,  as  it  is,  I  must  now  ^pnd  it  to  the 
printer,  and  he  must  be  content  vrith  it,  for  theie 
is  not  timeio  make  a  fresh  copy.  We  are  now 
printing  the  sepond  book  of  the  Odyssey, 

Should  the  Oxonians  bestow  none  of  thetr  n» 
tioe  on  me  on  this  occasion,  it  will  happen  ulngq- 
larly  enpugh^tbat  t^B,  Pope  received  all  hi^  univer- 
sity honours  in  the  subscription  way  from  Ozfordl. 
and  nope' at  all  from  Cambridge,  so  I  shall  haVe 
received  all  mine  b&aa  Cambridge,  and  none  from 
Oxford.  This  is  the  more  likely  to  be  the  ease, 
becaiva  I  understand  that  on  whatsoever  occaaioc 
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cKher  of  those  jeamedbodiastyniu  it  to  move, 
llie  other  always  makes  it  appoint  to  tit  still,  thus 
pii0«in{  its  superiority. 

I  shall  send  up  your  lettef  to  La^  Bssketh  in 
a  day  or  twoj  knowing  that  the  inteHifaioe  con- 
tain^ iiT  it  wilt  afford  her  the  grelttart  pleasuae. 
Know  likewise  for  yonr  own  gratification,  that  all 
the  Scotch  uniYenities  have  subscribed,  tione  ex- 
cepted. ' 

We  are  an  as  wdl  as  usual;  that-  is  to  nji  as 
well  as  reasonable  £»lks  expect  to  be  on  the  carazy 
lAde  of  this  firail  exJstenice. 

I  rejoice  that  we  shall  so  soon  hftve  'yonajgain  at 
our  fireside.  W.  C 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESCl. 

Westohy  March  6;  1791. 
ArrE^'an  this  ploughing  and  sowing  on  the 
■  plaihs  of  Troy,  once  ^tful,  such  al  least  to  my 
translating  predecessor,  some  harvest  I  hope  will 
arise  £>r  me  also.  My  long  wwk  has  received  its 
last,  last  touches ;  and  I  am  now  giving  my  pre- 
&ce  its  final  adjustment  We  are  in  the  fourth. 
Odyssey  in.  the  course  of  our  printing,  and  I  ex- 
pect that  I  and  th^  swallows  shall  apjfear  together. 
*They  have  slept  all  the  vnnter,  but  I,  on  the  con- 
trary, have  been  extremely  busy.  Yet  if  I'''C«n 
'"  virAm  'oolitarc  per  era"  as  f  wiftly  as  tfasy  through 
tiie  air,  I  shall  account  myself  wdl  requited. 

Adieu!  W.  C. 


At  way  rate  we  shall  not,  I  hope,  hereafter  be 
known  to  each  other  as  poets  only,  for  your  writ- 
ings have  miideme  ambitious  of  a  nearer  approach 
to  you.-  Your  door,  however,  wilt  never  be  open- 
ed to  me.  My  foto  and  fortune  h^re  eorabinsd 
with  my  natural  ifispositioB  to'draw  a  eirde  round 
me  which  I  can  viot  pass;  nor'  ham  I  been  moie 
than  thirteen  miles  firam  home  -these  twenty  years, 
and  so  ftr^very  seldom.  But  you  aire  a  younger 
mail,  and  therefore  may  not  be  quite  so  immpvea- 
bld;  in  whish  case,  ah^dd  you  chooseat  any  time 
to  move  WesUm-whid,  you  vrill  always  fii»d  me 
happy  tareodveyoo;  and  in  the  mean  time  I  n- 
xnabi,  with  much  respect, 

rVour  most  obedient  servant,  critie,.and  friend, 

W.C. 

P.  S.  I  wish  to  know  what  youmeanto  do  with 
Sir  Thomas.*  *  Far  though  L  expreased  doubts 
about  liis  theatrical  possibilities,  I  think  him  a  very 
respectable  person,  and  with  some  impronrement 
well  worthy  of  being  introduced  to  the  public. 


.    Td  THE  REV.  MR.  HURDIS.   ' 

sii,  fTerton,  March  6, 1791. 

I  Hi  YE  always  entertained,  and  have  occasion- 
ally avowed,  a  great  degree  of  respect  for  the  abi- 
lities of  the  unknown  author  of  the  Village  Ouratoi 
dnknown  at  thai  tin^e^  but  now  well' known,  and 
hot  to  me  only,  but  to  many.  For  before  I  was 
ftvoured  with  your  obliging  letter,  I  knew  your 
name,  your  place  of  abode,  your  profession,  and 
.that  you  had  four  sistea ;  all  whieh  I  learned  nei- 
ther from  our  bookseller,  nor  from  any  of  his  con- 
nexidns  \  you  will  perceive,  therefore,  that  you  are 
no  longer  in  author  incognito.  The  vrriter  in- 
de^  of  many  passages  that  have  Qdlen  from  your 
'  pen  could  not  long  Continue  so.  Let  genius,  true 
genius,  conceal  itself  where  it  may,  we  may  say 
of  it,  as  the  young  man  in  Terence  of  his  beauti- 
ful mistress,  "  i>iuia<ers  nonjpo^es^"* 

I  am  obliged  to  you  for  your  kind  oflfers  of  ser- 
nce,  and  will 'not  say  that  I  shall  not  be  trouble- 
some to  you  hereafter;  but  at  present  I  have  no 
need  to  be  so.  I  have  vrithin  these  two  days  given 
Uie  very  last  stroxe  of  my  pen  to  my  long  Tftinsr 
•  lation,  and  whkt  will  be  fluy  next'career  I  know  not  | 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESCt 

March  10,  VI9L 
GiTE  my  afledioaate  iemembrances  to  your  sis* 
tern,  and  tell  them  I  am  imipati^nt  to  enteztajn  them 
with  my  old  story  n^w  dressed. , 

I  have  two  French  prints  hanging,  in  my  study, 
both  on  Iliad  subjects ;  .and  I  have  aa  English  one 
in  the  parbur,  on  a.sulject  from  the  saipe  poem. 
Intone  of  the  former,  Agamemnon  addreMes  Achil- 
las exactly  in  the  attittide  ef  a  daiicing-master 
turning  nussin'a  ttiinaet;  in  the  latter  th^  Bgvw 
am  plidn»  and  the  attitudes  plain  abo.  Thisis,in 
some  ocmsiderable  measure  I  believe^  the  difierenoe 
hetweai.my  translation  and  Pope's;  and  will  serve 
as  .an  exempUficadon  of  whnt  I  am  g<iipg  to  lay 
befote  yoli  and  the  publio,  W.C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 

MY  DEAR  FttiBim,  WuUm,  March  18, 1"^!.  . 
I  aiTB  you  joy  .'that  you  are  about  to  receive 
me  more  ef  my  elegant  prose,  and  I  ieel  myydf 
in  dasiger  of  attempting  to makeijt  even  morn  ele- 
gant than  ilsual,  and  thereby  of  spoiling  it,  under 
the  influence  of  your  commendations.  But  my 
old  helterekeltep  manner  has  aheady  succeeded  M 
well,  that  I  will  not,  even  for  the  sake  of  enti|liiig 
myself  to  a  rtill  greater  paHon  of  -  your  pfaise, 
abandon  it 

I  did  rfot  Call  in  question  Johnson's  true  spirit 
of  ppetry,  because  he  was  not  qualified  to  relish 
bknk  vem  (though^  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  think 


'  Or  ThmsB  Hon^  aT^ifiiiy. 
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that  but  an  v^f  dytttpCoa^'O'^,  ^'^  ^  >^'  ^' 
ptMs  it  I  mtfsnC  however  to  infer  it  fiimi  the  p^ 
▼erM  jadgment  that  he  hA/MtMd  of  out  pbttlhin 
g«iiml;  depftciHAiilg  some  of  Aw  beit,  and  itnJt- 
ing  hdnownibld  nieiitidd  of  otheor,  ili<  itty  ofAidob 
not  uHdeiervedlf  neglected.  T^wiH  ^yoQ-rfz- 
peiMSe'that,  hbA  he  lived  lA  the  day  tf  of  Mlltim,  alid 
by  ahy  fkxddeftt'h'ad  met  wMi  hie  Panidiee  Lott, 
be  would  ncKfher  Have  difeeted  the  attention  of 
ollieiv  to  i^,  nor  have  Qiu^  admived'  H  hfanaelf 
Good  euiae,  imhort,  and  strength  of  inleAect,  aeem 
to  ni<  rather  than  a  fine  taste,  to  have  bten,  Mb 
(lirtingtuflh^dianU^ristitt:  finttfhotildyOHfltiH 
think  otherwfM,  yon  have  my  free  pehniadon ;  for 
80  long  as  yon  yontself  have. a  taste  tor  the  be«ni> 
tiee  of  Covvpeilf ,  I  caie  not  »  fl^  whether  JoAnson 
had  a  tasle  or  not        ^  '      . 

1  wonder  where*  yon  find  all  your  quotations,' 
pet  ae  tKey  are  to  the  pfesentVsottdition  of^Prance: 
Do  yon  tehbe  them  yourself,  or  do  y^  actually  fiiid 
themi  i  anfaptto  snspeet  edmetiines,  that  you 
impose  them  only  on  a  poor  man  who  has  but  tweir- 
tybooki  in  the  woUd^  and  two  of  them  are  ^our 
brother  Chester^s*.  Tttey  are  however  much  to  the 
purpose,  bethe.anthor  of  them  who  he  may. 

I  was  very  mutrf  to  learn  lately  that  my  friend 
at  Cfaicfaeley  has  been  sometimes  kidispos^^  either 
with  godt  or  rheumatism,  ([for  it  seems  to  be  uki- 
certain  which)  and  Attend'  by  Dr.  Kenr.  I  am 
at  a  less  to  conceive  how  so  temperate  a  m^ 
shenld  abquiie  the  gout,  and  am  resolved  therelble 
to  ooilchide'  that  it  must  Iw  the  rfaeumUism;  which^ 
bad  as  it  is,  is  in  ^  judgmentthe  best  of  thetwo^ 
and  win  nfBM  me  beodes  some  opportpnity  to' 
sympadiize  with  hfan,  for  I  am  not  perfectly  ex-- 
empt  from  it  myself.  Distant  as  you  am  in  ntuar 
tbn,  you  are  yet  perhaps  neaier  to  him  in  point 
of  intelligence  than  I;  and  if  you  can  send  me 
any  pafticiilar  news  of  him,  pray  da  it  in  yeur 
next       ■    •  ' 

1  love  and  thank  yo«  ipr  your  bene£titioiL  If 
God  ibigive  me  my^siDS,  surely  I  shkli  love  him 
TEueh,  for  1  have  mpch  to  be  forgiven.  But  the 
qmditam  need  not  disoQurage  me,  nnoe  tlmte  is 
One  wJhoeealeaeoiBnt  can  suffice  for  all.     '   •" 

T«  A m^ m^Mfm^ mm 91,  mm '^uAinO' iiAAfMr 

Accept  our  joint  remembnnoes,  and  betierve  me, 
aflectionately  yours,  ^  W.'  C. 


NdiwiehnMhteHl  Ta  whW  I  iroply,  H  wilT  be 
by  no  means  luipieper.  On  the  contraiy,  I  aak 
permaded  that  Ae  wilt  ghe  h#  nime  v^h  a  very 
^Sood  iVtifl,  for  she  Is  ihuiAi'tti  admire  of^jtosi^ 
tharis-woitiiy to  b^  adaliied;  und  suc^  I  think^. 
judging'iby^the  spechaea,  thtf  poesy  of  t^maid^ 
en;  Eatzabeth  Bealley  <tf  Ner^Mi,  is  likely  to 
prove'.  ' 

l^fA  tbklJ  dB  myrieir  inolitted  td  eiepect  ik 
general  giteai^  mattsik,  in  the  poetical  way,  from 
persdns  vrhose  HI  ftftnne  it  h*  beenr  tb.want  the 
commMi  advantages  of  edocillon*,  ndther  do  I 
aooount  itf  in  general  a  Mindness  to  such,  to  en- 
oofsage  them  in  the  indulgent  of  a  plopensity 
more  likely  b  do  Ihem  hartn  in  the  end,  than  to 
advioice  their  int^ie^l.  fi|any  sufeh  pheimmen* 
have  ailsiMi^vtidiin  nly  rAnembranoe,  at  which  all 
tlie  TikMrfd  haS#oifedaed  ibr  a ieaeon,  and  heathen 
forgot  th'em. 

The  fact  is,'thkt  though  strong  natural  genius 
is  always  accompanied  with  strong  natural  ten- 
dency lo  its  object,  yet  it  often  happeps  that  the 
tendency  is  found  where  the  genius  is  wantiilg: 
In  the  present 'inslanee,  hibwover  (the  poems  ef  a . 
certain  Mrs.  Leapor  excepted,  ivho  publishe<f 
sofn^  forty  yean  ag6)  I  dlMem,  i  think,'  more 
marks  of  a  true  pbelloal  talent  than  I  remein- 
her '  to'  haive  observed  ia  the  verses  of  any 
otiwr,  male  or  ftipale,  so  disadvaotageously  di^ 
camstanced.  I  wkh  her  IlieKsfottB  good  speed, 
andsttbserilietohertnthallniy  heart   • 

•Yon  wiir  rejQioe  vHiea  I  teD-yoQ  that  I  have-, 
some  hopes,  after  aO,  of  'a  hanrast  from  Oxford  * 
also;  Mr.  Throekmoctmi  haewritlen.  to  a  person 
^oonndeisble  inAoenee  there,  which  he  has  de- 
simdhhn  to  eaert  in  my  fiivenr;  and  hi*  request, 
1  ^ould  imagine,  vrill- hardly  prove  a  vaih  one. 
•  Adieo.  W.  O. 


'  TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESO.    ' 
fTeston,  iUfircA  19, 1791. 

MT  DEAREST  /OBMNT, 

You  fsk  if*  it  piay  net  be  improper  to 'Solicit 
Lady  fieskethS  snbeeiipQan  to  the  poems'  of  the 

2r 


TO  SaMtjel  rose,  feso. 

tfr  DSAB  FsiEKn,      IIMen,\Mir^S4, 1791.' 

You  ap^logi»  for  yeur  eilenoe  in  a  manner 
wliich  MSatda  nm  so  mueh  pleasme^  that  I  ican 
not  biit  be  saliBfied.  Let  business  be  (he  capse, 
and  i  am  coitaited*  Thitt  is  a  caiae  to  which  I 
would  even  be  aficeesary  myself,  and  would  m- 
tnease  yours  by  any  means,  except  by  a  lawsuit 
of  my  own,  at  the  expense  of  all  your  opportuni-. 
ties  of  writings  oftener  than  tlirice  in  4  twelve* ' 


Your  application  to  Dr.  Dunbar  renkinds  me 
of  two  lines  *t»  be  found  somewhere  in  Dr, 
iToung: 

.'   "And  now  a  po6t*8  latitude  70a  ne: 
*  Grant  blm  two  favoKUi^  and  IWIlaric  for  thna' 

In  this  particular  therefore  I  peieeive  thai  a  noei, 
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and  a  poet*!  Mend,  bMr  a  ftAiBcni^blMiee  td 
eachothct.  The  Doolor  will  bl«i  hiaiaelf  that 
tiM  number  of  Sedtcli  mihmtiflt  ia  not  lai^Br, 
aanira^  tliitit  if  they  eqiMdled  thoift  m  England,  m. 
nunber  of  ooUegea,  yon  would  gne  him  no  xeit 
til  he  had  engaged  them  aU.  It  is  tioe,  aa  Lady 
Heaketh  told  yon,  that  I  ahall  not.  ftai  in  the 
ihatter  of  anhacriptbn  a  eompariaoii  enpen  ^Mk 
Pope  himself;  cmiaidariiig  (I  mean)  that  ire  live 
4n  daya  of  tiBTiiUe  taxation,  and  when  vene,  not 
beix^  a  nebeamy  of  life,  ia  adkSoonted  dear,  be  it 
what  it  may,  enn  at  the  loweat  pooe.  I  am  no 
yyjy  good  arithmetiflian,  yet  I  calwilated  Ihe  other 
day  in  my  morning  walk,  that  my  two  ^umea, 
at  the  priiea  of  thne  guineaa,  will  ooat  the  poi^ 
chaaer.  leaa  t^  the  aevant^  part  of  a  fiurthing 
per. line.  Yet  thei^  are  linea  amin^  them,  that 
have  coit.nie  the  kbour  of  hpm,  and  oene  that 
have  noC  ooat  me  aome  lahoiur.  W.  Q. 


TO  LADY.HESEETH. 

Pndof  night,  Mfft^  96, 1791. 

MT  DCAABBT  001,  • 

Johnson  wntea.  tna^woid  that  he  haa  kepeaied- 
ly  cfdled  on  Horace  Walpole,  and  haa  never 
Ibund  htm  at  hema.  He  has  alao  written  to  him, 
and  leeeived  na  anawA.  I  chaigk  thee  dMrefere 
on  thy  allegianbe,  that  'Chen  move  not  a  finger 
move  in  this  bonneoa  My  back  imp;  and  I  can 
net  bear  the  thotigfat  of  wooing  him  any  .foithe», 
nor  would  do  it,  though  he  were  aa  pig  a  gentle- 
man  (kx>k  yon!)  as  Lneilv  faimaeIC  I  have 
Wielch  blood  in  me,  if  tiw  pedigree  of  the  Doimei 
aay  tme,  taid  e^^iydrop  of  it  asya-*"  Let  him 
alone!" 

I  ahoilld  have  dined  iCt  the  Hall  to^ay,  )iaving 
engaged  myself  to  do  sp;  but  an  untoward  oocnr- 
rence,  that  happened  last'  night,  or  nther  this 
morning,  prevented  me.  It  waa  a  thundering 
rap  at  the  doorj  just  after  the  clock  ^reck  thme. 
First,  Ithought  the  house  Waa  on  flie.  Then  I 
thought  the  Hall.vraa  on  fire.  Then  I  thought 
It  waaa  house-breaker's  tiiek.  Then  thought  it 
waa  an  ei^nas.  In  an^  caaa  I  thou^  that  if  it 
ahould  be  repeated,  it  would  awaken  and  ferri^ 
•Mrs.  Unwin,  and  kill  her  with  spasms.  The 
consequence  of  aU  these  thoughts  was  the-wont' 
nervous  fever  I  ever  had  an  my  life,  although  it 
was  the  shortest  The  rap  waa  given  but  once, 
though  a  multifeiix^us  one.  Had  I  heard  a  second,- 
I  ahould  havfe  risen  myself  at  aU  adventures.  It 
was  the  only  minute  since  you  went,  in  which  I 
have  been  glad  that  you  were  hot  here.  Soon 
after  I  came  down,  I  learned  that  a  drunken  party 
had  paaqed  tfar6ugh  the  village  at  that  tune,  and 
Ihey  were  no  doubt  the  authors  of  thn  vdtty,  but 
'bfoiiUraonie  invention. 


Our  thataks  are  due  to  yon  lor  the  book  you 
ptni  ua.  BliB.  UQwin  has  read  me  aeveral  parte 
pi  it,  which*  I  have  much  adnured.  The  obser- 
vatieas  are  ehrewd  mud  pointed;  and  there  is 
inuchwitintfaeqmiks  and  iDditntioB^*'  Yeta 
remark  struck  me,  which  I^oould  not- help  makmg 
vitd  eeee^m  the  opcasioB.  If  the  book  has  any 
real  value,  and  doeb  in  tradi  deeerve  the  notice 
taken  df  it. by  those  to  whom  it  is  addressed,  its 
daim  is  fennded  neither  OB  the  expresnon,  nor  on 
the  afyle,  nor  on  the  viit  of  it,  but  aHogether  on 
the  truth  that  it  eontam&  Now  the  aaiUB  trutha 
are  delivered,  to  my  knowledga,  perpetually  from 
the  pulpit  by.  ministeriiwIiGin  the  admirers  of  this 
t^riter  would  diMlain  to  heaii  Yet  the  troth  is 
not  the  hsB  important  fer  not  being  accompanied 
and  reoopuBtfnded  by  brilliant  thimghts  and  ex- 
piessk)ns;^n«ither  is  God,  from  whom  comes  afl 
tiruthy  any  more  a  i^Bspeicter  of  wit  than  he  is  of 
perNni^  It  will  ^>peer  soon  whether  they  ap- 
plaud the  book  for  the  «ake  of  ito  unanawerable 
aigumen^^  or  only  to^ferale  the  aigumant  fer  the 
sake  of  tiie  -splendid  Aaqner  in  which  it  is  ^n- 
foBc^  I  vnsh  aa  heartily  that  it  may  do  them 
good,  as  if  I  were  Uiyself  t^e  author  of  it  But 
alasi  my  wuhes  and  hopea  are  much  at  variance. 
It  wiU.be  the  talk  of  the  day,  aa  another  publica- 
tion of  the  aame  kind  haa  been;  and  then  the 
noise  of  Yanity-ikir  WiU  drown  the  voice  of  the 
preadier.    . 

I  am  ^  to'leam  t|iat  the  Chanoellor  does  not 
forget  me,  though  more-fer .his  sake  thkn  my  own; 
for  I  aee'net  hew  he  can  ever  aerve  >  man  like 
me.  ^  Adieu,  my  dearest  .Cob,  W.  C. 


TO  MRS^THBOCmjORTOlC. 

VT  DEAR  MRS.  FROO,  April  1,  l*!!}!. 

A  WORD  or  two  before  breakfest;  which  is  aU 
thtt  I  sfaaU  have>ne  to  aend.^Yott  have  not,  I 
hope,  forgot  to  tell  Mrs.  Frog,  how  much  I  am 
obliged  40  him  for  his  kind,  thoqgb  unsoooesBful 
attempt  in  my  favour  at  Oidbri  Itssemsnota 
little  extraordinary,  that  persons  so  noUy  patron- 
ized themselves,  on  the  score  of  literature,  should 
resolve  to  give  no  encouragement'  to  it  in  return. 
Should  I  find  a  fair  opportnnity  to  thank  them 
hereafter,  I  wiU,  not  ne^ect  it 

OoaU  Homer  ooow  htmnl^  dlAiMi^d  and  poor, 
And  tUM.hto  Imp  el  Rliedicliift'^iloar, 
^e  rich  old  Tizen  lAwU  ezdpha  (I  ftar. 
"BegoDtti  DotmnpergeMftftiUUnglMn." 

.  I  have  read  your  husbaxid^B  pamphlet  through 
add  through.  '  You  ma^f  thgnk  perhaps,  and  so  thay 
he,  that  a  question  sO  remcte  from  aU  concern  of 
mine  could  not  interest  me ;  but  if  you  think  eo, 
you  are  both  afristeken.    He  can  vrrite  nothing 
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thai  will  not  mteiwt  me;  m  the  &n^  ^lace,lbr 
tlie  writer's  Mke;  and  in  the^n^xt  place  iMcanse 
be  writes  better  and  reaaona  better  than  nitjiodjf 
with  mofa^  fandour,  ^nd  move  auflSciencyj  and 
consequently  with  more  aatialactinn  to  all 
lead^ia,  safe  (mly  his  oppcmaita.  Thsj,  I  think, 
by  thiaiime,  wish  that  they  had  let  him  alobe.. 

Tom  is  delighted  paat  measaxe  with  his  wooden 
nag,  and  gallops  at  k  rate  that  would  kill  any 
hone  that  had  a  life  to  lose.        Adieu,  W.  C. 


HomerhasnonewtftoteUus;  and  when^aH  other 
camforta  of  life  having  riam  in  price,  poetry  hat 
of  couw  &Uen.  Icall  it  a  "oomfortof  li&i^.il 
is  so  to  others;  bat  to  myself  it  has  become  «vea  a 
hia  necessary. 

These  holiday  times  are  .very  un&TOurable  to 
the  "printer's  progmss.  He  and  alhhis  demons  are 
making  tlysmselTea^meixy,  fmd  me  sad,  fori  mourn 
at  ^eiy  l^dianoe.  W.  C. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESO. 

MT  DEAR  JOHNNY,  II^Mm,  April  6y  1791i 

A  THoirsANT)  thanks 'for  your  spleifdid  assem- 
blage of  Cambridge  luminarfesl  If  yon  aie  not 
contented  with  ytmf  collection  k  can  only  be  1»- 
canse  ymi  are  nnreasonaMe;  for  I  who  may  be 
supposed  more  cofetoos  on  this  occasion  thani^y 
body,  am  highly  satisfied,  and  efen^delightedwi^ 
it.  If  indeed  yon  fhould  find  it  practicahlQ  to  add 
stili  to  the  nmnber,  1  have  not  the  least  objectioD. 
Bnt  tins  charge  I  givte  yoii: 

Aaa0  Ik  roiiftm  9v  /  m  ^^<  fioMM  wuru 

Stay  not  an  hour  beyond  the  time  yon  hafo  men- 
tioned, even  though  yod  should  be  able  to  add  a 
thoilkand  namesby  so doingl  For  I  can  not  af- 
fofd  to  purchase  them  at  that  cost.  I  long  to  see 
you,  and  so  do  we  both,  and  will  not  sufler  yon  to 
postp<me  your  ^irit  for  any  such  consideration. 
No,  my  i^ar  boy  t  in  the  afibir  of  subscriptkms 
we  are  aheady  illustrious  enoi^;  shaD  be-so  at 
least^  when  yon  riiall  have  enlisted  a  college  or  two 
more,  whkh  perhiqps  you  fi|iay  be  enabled  to  do  in 
the  course,  of  the  ensuing  week.  L  foel  m^r^If 
much  oblig^  to  your  university,  and  much  dis- 
posed te  admire  the'  liberality  of  spirit  they  have 
dmwn  on  this  oooasion.  Certainly  I  had  not  da- 
served  mueh&vour  of  their  ha&ds^  all  thingsooo- 
rideied.  But  (hfl  causd  6f  literatuieseems  to  have 
some  weight  with  them,  and'ta  have  auperaeded 
the  resentment  they  might  be  suppdeed.fo  enter- 
tain on  the  score  of  certain  oetunues,  that  yon  wot 
of.    ItisnotsoafrOadbid.  W/C^ 


TO  SAMUlSt  ROSE,  £SGL 

MT  DfiAH  FRIBND,  AprU  99,  I7&1. 

I  FORGOT  if  I  told  yon  that  Mr,  Huockmorton 

had  applied  through  the  modhnn  of v—  to 

the  university  of  Ozfoid.  He  did  so,  biit  without 
success.  Their  answer  was,  **  thatihey  subscribe 
tonothmg." 

Pope's  subacriiytions  M  no^  amount,  I  think,  to 
six  hundred ;  acdmltte^wiU  not  fidl  very  fiir  short 
of  five     Noble  doings^  at.  a  tune  of  day  when 


TO  THE  ret:  WALTER  BAGOT. 

MT  DBiLS  iliiBND,  Wbtttm^Moy  f^  1791. 

MoNDAT  being  a  day  in  Which  Homer  has  now^ 
4M)  denumdion  me,  I  shaHgive  part  of  the  preaent 
noonday  to  you.  Bnt.  it  this  teoment  occurs  to 
me  that  the  pitypesition  vrith  which  I  begin  vrill  be 
obseuie'to  you,  unless  followed  by  a9  explanatiun. 
Yon  are  to  undemtand  therefore  that  Monday  b*- 
ing  no  postday,  I  have  cAnsequenfly  no  proof-eheets ' 
tt>  correct,  the  collection  of  whkh  ia  neariy  afl 
that  I  have  to  do  with  Homer  at  pr^aent:  I  say 
neariy  all,  because  I  am'fikewiae  occasion^  em- 
ployed in  i«idkig  over  the  whole  of  what  iaaireac^ 
printed,  that  J  may  make  a  tahleof  errata  to  each 
of  the  poems.  How  iuuch  is  already  printed  say 
youi — I  ansvisr-^the 'whole  Iliad,  and  afanost 
seventeen  books  of  the  Odyssey. 

About  a  fortnight  sfaioe,  peihaps  three  weeks,  t 
hiphd  a  visit  firam  your  nephew,  Mx,  Bagot,  and  his 
tutor,  Mr.  Hurlock^  who  came  higher  under  con- 
duct of  your  niece.  Miss  Barbark.  So  were  the 
^deride  of  Ulysses  qmdocted  to  the  palace  of  An- 
tiphates,  the  LBstrigonian,  by  that  monarch's 
daughter.  But  mme  u  no  palace^  neither  am  I 
agiant,  neither  did  I  devour  any  one  of  the  par- 
ty—on the  obntraiy ,  I  ^ve  them  chocolate,  and 
penmtted  them  to  depart  in  peace..  I  was  much 
pleased  both  with  the  young  man  and  his  tutor. 
In  the  countenance  of  tlw  former  I  saw  much 
Bagotism,  andjMt  kasin manners.-  I .wiQ  leave 
yoa  io  guess  what  I  mean  by  that  exptesuon. 
Physiognomy  is  a  study  of  which  I  have  almost- 
as  hi|^4Ln  opinion  as  Lavater  himielf,  the  prolan 
sorof  it,  and  fotr  this  geodreasoui  because  it  never 
yet  deceived  mie.  But  perhiqps  I  shall  speak  more 
truly  if  I  aay  that  I  am  somewhat  of  an  adept  m 
the.aM,  although  I  have  never  ahuhbd  it;  for 
whether  I  wJU  or  not,  I  judge  of  every  human 
creature  by  the  countenahoe,  and,  aa  I  say,  have 
never  yet  seen  reassn  to  repent  of  n^' judj^ent 
Somerimes  I  feel  myself  powerfully  attracted^  a» 
I  waa  by  your  nephew,  and  aonaetimes  with  equal 
Tehemence  repulsed,  which  attraction  and  repul- 
sion have  always  been  justified  in  the  sequel. .  ' 

I  have  lately 'read^  and  with  more  attention  than 
I  ever  gave  them  before,  MOton's  Latin  poenuk- 
But  these  Tmust  make  thesubject  of  some  fiitnrs 
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UOnr,  in  wfaieb  Utrv^  be  fSttn  to  one  that  ywt 
fi4aftd  fiainad  Jdhnflon  g«to  another  «Iap  ov  two 
at  the  hands  of  font  bumble  aervaaft.  Pray  read 
tAem  yousMlf,  afnd  ^th  as  puch  attentioif  as  I 
did  j  then  read  the  Doctor's  remarks  if  ycKi  have 
then^  and  then  t^  ine  whtt  you  Hank  of  both. 
It  will  be  {nr^ty.sport  for  you  on  rach^  day  as  this, 
which  b  the  fourth  that  we  hare  had  of  almost 
mcsssant  rain:  The  .weather,  ai|d  a  pold,  the 
effect  of  it,'  have  coqjSned  me  ever  since  last  Thurs- 
day. Mrs.  Unwin  however  is  well,  and  joins  pae 
in  etery  good  wish  to  you  and  your  &mily,'  I  ai 
my  good  £dend,  Most  truly,  yours,  W.  C. 


'TO  Tips  RKT.  MR.  6U0HANAN. 

'  anr  d&ar  sir;  Wutont,May  11^  V19X. 

You  )wfe  sent  me  i^  bfeantifiil  poem,  .wanting 
nothing  but  metre.  I  would  to  Heaven. that 
you  would  give  it  that  requisito  youndf ;.  foe  he 
who  could  make  the  fketoh,  can  not  but  be  well 
qualified  to  finjsh.  But  if  you  will  not^  I  wiU;. 
provided  always  neiqertbelew,  that  God.gives  me 
abSlity^for  it  vrill  requiro  no  common  share  to  do 
jusfeioe  to  j^oenoeptions.' 

I ammueh  yours,  W.  C, 

Tour  little  messenger  "vemidie^  befbre^  I  could 
:atch  him.  '         '      ' 


TO  ropN  JOHNSON,  ^O.  ^ 

.iret<^Miyd3,  1791.' 

■ar  DEAREST  JOHNNY, 

Did  I  not  know  that  yonmn  ne^  nMoe  in  your 
element,  tiian  when  you  vo  exerting  yourself  in 
my  causes  I  shonjd  congeatulate  you  oh-  the  hops 
thisre  saems  to  be  th^  your  labour  wilisooB  lunv 
an  end. 

You  will  wonder  perhaps,  my  Johni^,  that 
Mrs.  Unwin,  by  my  deore,  enjoined  you  to  secre- 
cy concemii^.  the  translation  of  the  Frogs  and 
Miee.  Wonderful  it  may  well.seem  io  you  that  I 
should  wish  to  hide  lor  a  short  time  iroai  pi  few, 
what  I  api  just^oing  to  putrfish  to  all.  But  I  had 
more  reasons  than  one  for  this  mysteriopa-  man- 
agement; that  is  to  say,  I.  had  two.  In  the  first 
pjace,  I  vnshed  to  surprise' my. nsaders  agreeably 
Jkdgieoo^y,  I  wisbsd  to  aUow  none  of  my  fiiends 


.     •    .TO-i-ADY  HESKETH. 

'  The  Lodge,  iMoy  18,' 1791 
MT  nsMunrr  ooz,- 

Hip  another  of  my  .lettem  fidlen  shevt  of  its 
destinatbn;  or  vHierdbfe  is  it,  that  thou  wat- 
est  notl  One  letter  in  five Weei^is  a  poor  aikw- 
attoe  ibr>  your  friends  at-  We8to'n«\0ne  that 
I  reoeivM  two  or  three  days  dinee.  from  Mrs.  Frog, 
has  not  at  all  enlij^ned  me  on  tiqs  bend.  But 
I  wander  in.  a  wildemosu^of  wtih  oonjeeture'. 

I  have  had  a  letter  lately  ttom  New  York,  fr^m 
a'  Dr.  Cogtwell  of  that  place  to  thuik  me'ibr  n^ 
&aie  verses,  -and  to  tell  me,  which  pleased  me  patr 
tieubtrly,  that  after  having  mad  the  Task,  my  first 
volume  fell  into  his  hands,  v^iicb  he  read  ^Iso,  and 
was  equally  pleased  ^tfa.  This  is  tihe  only  in* 
stance  I  can  recdlect  of  a  teader,  ytho  has  done 
justice  to  my  first  e^sions :  fer  I  am  sure,  that  in 
jjoint  of  expression  they  .do  not  fell  a  jot  bebw  my 
seoottdj  and  HuA  in  point  of  subject  tjiey  are  fer 
th0  most  part  superior.  But  enough,,  and  too 
much  of  ihi»  The  Task,  he  tells  m^  has  been 
reprinted  in  that  oily. 

Adieul  m^  dearest  ooK. 

We  haje  blooming  scenes  under  wintry  skies, 


and  with  iry  blasts  to  fan  them. 

Ever  thine, 


W.C. 


an  opportuidty  to  object  to  the  measuse,  who  might 
think  it  perhaps  a  measure  more  bountiful  than 
prudent  But  I  bav9  had  my  suffioient.  rewaiU, 
though  not  a  pecuniary  one.  k  is  a  poem  of  much 
humour,' and  -accordingly  I  found  the  translation 
of  it  very  amusing.  It  strock  me  too,  tbat  I  must 
either  make  it  par^  tf  tiie  (HPesent  pu^IioatioB,  or 
never  pubfish  it  at  all;  it  would  bav^  been  so.  ter- 
ribly out  of  its  place  in  any  odier  yolume. 

1  kmg  for  the  time  that  shaU  bring  you  onoe 
more  to  Weston,  and  all  your  etjcetaraamTBth  you. 
O!  what  a  n^nth  of  May  baa  this  beenl  Let 
never  poet,^  English  poet  at  least,  give  himseU'  tc 
the  praiiies  of  May'agAin*    '  W.  (X  . 


TO  LADY  HESEETH. 

MT  DEABBsf  c<x,  \  Tke  Lodge^  Mo^  37, 1791. 

I,  WHO  am  neither  dead,  nor  sick,  ner  Mb 
should.have  no  excuse,  were  I  av.tardy  in  ansfwer 
ing,  as  you  in  writing.  I  live  indeed  where  IdsoM 
alxAmdtf;  and  you,  where  Idsure  ianot:  a  difier* 
^noe  that  a6oounts  sufi&ciently  bpth  fopr  your  aknoe 
and  my  loquacity. 

When  you  told  Mrs.  —  ,  that  my  QObwr 


wpuld  come  forth  in  May,  you  told  her  what  yoo 
lieved^  and  therefore  no  fklsehood.  But  you  toU 
her  at4he  same  time  what  will  not  happen,  and 
therefore  not  a  trutb.  There  is  a  medium  between 
truth-  and  fiJsehood ;  uid  (I  believ^)  the  word  mis* 
take  expwsBSs  it  exactly.  I  will  therefeie  say 
that  you  were,  mistaken.  If  instead  of  May  yo« 
bad*  mentioned  June,  I  flatter  mysetf  that  yoo 
would  have  hit  the  toark.  For  in  June  theie  is 
every  piobability  that  we  shall  publish.  You  will 
say,  *'  hang  the  printer !-*fbr  it  is  his  fenit!'*  But 
sNqr,  my  dear,  hang  )iim  not  just  now !  For  to 
execute  iiim,  and  find  anothfer.  Will  cost  us  lime. 
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and  so  much  too,  that  I  question  if,  in  that  case, 
we  .aheuld  pwbliah  ■ooner  than  in  August.  l*o 
say  truth;  I  am  not  perfectly  syre'that  there  wiJl 
be  any  neceanty  to  hang  him  at  all!  though  that 
ia  ft  matter  which  I  desire  to  leave  entirely  at  your 
discretion,  alleging  only  in  the  mean  time,  that 
the  man  doetf  no(  appear  to  me  during  the  last 
hidf-yeat.  to  have  been  at  all  in  fault.  His  re- 
mittance of  riieets  in  all  that  time  has  been  punc- 
tual, save  and  except  while  the  Easter  holidays 
lasted,  when  (I  suppose)  he  found  it  impossible  to 
keep.his.devilp  to  their 'business.  I  shall  however 
xeoeive  the Jast  sheeiof  the  Odyssey  to-monow,  and 
have  already  sent  up  ^e  Pre£aee,  together  with 
all  the  needful.  You  see  therefore  that  the  pub- 
Ueation  of,  this  famous  work  can  not  be  delayed 
much  longer. 

As  £yr  polities^  I  reek  hpt,  having  no  room  in 
n^j  bead  Ibr  any  fhing  but  the  Slave-bilL  That 
?■  kik;  a^d^all  therest  is  a  trifle.  I  have  not  seen 
Paine's  book,  but  re&aed  to  see  it  when  it  nf  as 
afieied  to  met  No  man  shall  convince  me  that  I 
I       am  improperiy  gofipmed,  while  I  feel  the  contrary. , 

Adieu!  W.  C. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESa. 

WeUon^Jwe  1, 1791, 

IfT  OBlKSST  JOKNNT, 

Nem  yon  may  rest^^Now  I  can  give  you  joy 
of  t^  period,  of  which  I  gave  you  hope  in  my 
laet ;  the'^peiiod  of  all  yo^r  labouxs  in  my  service. 
— ]^  this  I  can  foretell  yoi^  also,  that  if  you  pei^ 
teveie  m  serving  your  friend^  at  thl^  rato,  your 
life  is  Bkely  to  be  a  life  of  lU>our:— -yet  persevere! 
your  rest  will  be  the  fweeter  h^eilfter!  In  the 
mean  time  I  wish  you,  if  at  any  time  you  should 
&id  oecasion  ioa^.  himj  just  such  a  fiiend  as  you 
bavepfoved  tomel  W.  C. 


/ 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HURDIS. 

MT  DKAB^am,  Weatoiij  June  13, 1791. 

i  ouoHT  to  ha^e  thanked  yoa  fb^  your  agreeable 
and  enteartaiiUng  letter  much  sooner,  but  I  ha^ 
many  oomspoi^dents,  who  will  not  be  said,  nay; 
and  have  beenrobKged of  lato  to.givemy  last  atten- 
tiDii«  to  EEolner.  The  very  last  indeed;  for  yes- 
teiday  I  daspelched  to  town,  aHer  xevisbg  them 
oaicfiiHy,  the  pioof  aheeta  of  subacdbers'  names, 
amonf  which  I  took  special  notice  of  youis,  and 
am  imieh  obliged  to  you  for  k^  We  have  con-- 
tmed,  01"  TBlbei  my  bQok9eller  aiid  pimter  iiave 
ttmftri^  (for  they  have  never  waited  a  moment 
fof  me,)  to  pidiJish  as  critically  at  the  wrong  time, 
as  if  ay  whole  interest  and  sueeess  had  depended 
qpon  It.  March,  April,  a^d. May,  said  Joltfuon 
34 


to  xn^in  a  letter  that  I  recdved  from  him  m  Febru* 
ary,  are  the  best  months  for  publication.  Xlbsre. 
fore  now  it  14  de^rmined  that  Homer  shaH  come 
out  on  the  fii«t  of  July;  that  is  to  say,  exactly  at 
the  moment  when,  except  a  few  lawyers^  not  a 
creature  wiH  be  left  in  town  who  will  ever  caie 
one  farthing  about  him.  To  which  of  these  two 
friends  of  mine  I  am  indebt^  for  this  manage- 
ment, I  know  not.  It  does  not  please ;  but  I  would 
be  a  philosopher  as  well  as  a  poet,  and  therefore 
make  no  complaint,  or  grumble  at  all  about  it. 
Yoii,  t  presume,  have  had  dealings  with  them 
both — ^how  did  they  manage  for  youl  An4  if  as 
they  have  for  nie,  how  did  you  behave  under  it? 
Some  who  love  me  qomplaih  thai  I  am  too  passive; 
a^  I  should  be  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  justij^ 
my^lf  by  your  example..  The  fiict'  is,  should  I 
thunder  ever  so  Ipyd,  no  eflbrts  of 'that  sort  will 
avail  me  now  ;^therefore  like  a  good  economist  of 
my  bolts,  I  chooee  'to  reserve  th^m  for  more  pro- 
fitable occasions. 

I  am  glad  to  find  that  your  amuseaients  have 
been  so  similar  to  mine;  for  in  this  ipstanoe  too  X 
seemed  to  have  need  of  somebody  to  keep  ma  in 
counten^uoce,  -especially  in  my  attention  and  at- 
tachment to  animals.  All  the  notice  that  we  kida 
of  the  creatieii  vouchsafe  to  bestow  <m  the  crea-  / 
tores,  is  geneoJly  tovabuse-them;  it  4b  well  there- 
fore that  here,  and  the7«^a  miLn  ahould  be  found  a 
little  womani^  or  petha^  a  little  childish  in  thia 
matter,  who  will  make  some  amends,  by  kissinji^ 
and  coaxing,  and  laying  ^em  in  one's  bosons ' 
You  remember  the  little  ^we  lamb,  mentjoned  by 
the  prophet  Nathan;  the  prophet  perhaps inveqtod' 
the  t^  for  the  sake  of  its  application  to  David  V 
cpnsdence;  but  it  is  mere  probable  that  Grod  in< 
spired  him  with  it  for  that  puipose.  -  If  he  .did,  it 
ameuatato  a  proof  that  he  does  not  overk>ek,  but 
on  the  contrary  much  notices  such  little  paitialk- 
ties  and  kindness  to  his  dumb  creatures^  as  we^ 
because  we  articulate,  are  pleased  to  call  them. 

Your  sisters  aze  fitter  to  judge  than  I,  whetiier 
aipembly  nx^ns  are  the  places  tif  ail  othem,  in 
which  the  lacfies  may  be  studied  to  mo^  advan- . 
tage.  I  am  an  ol^folbw^but  I  had^onoe  my. 
dancing  days,  as  you  Jiave  how;  ye^  I  ooold  never 
find  I  learned  half  so  much  of  a  wooian's  rpal  - 
rbsnirter  by  dancing  with  her,  as  by  conversing 
with  her  at  home,  where  I  oould  observe  her  be- 
haviour at  the  table,  at  ihe  fireside,  and  in  all  the 
tryingdrcumstancesofdomestkslife.  Weareidl 
-good  when  we  are  pleaaed;.  but  she  is  the  good 
woman,  who  wants  not  a  fiddle  to  sweeten  heiy 
If  I  am  v?rong,  the  young  ladies  win  set  me  right, 
in  the  mean  time  I  will  not  tease  you  with  graver 
arguments  on  the  subje^.  especially  as  I  have  a 
hope  that  yean,  and.  Uie  study  of  the  Scripture, 
and  Hi4  Spirit,  whose  word  it  is,  will,  m  due  time, 
bring  you  to  my  way  of  thinkijajgy    I  aqLuoi  nae 
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of  those  sages,  who  require  that  young  men  should 
lift  as  old  as  themselves  before  they  have  timfi  to 
be  00. 

With  my  love  to  your  fair  sistersj  I  remain, 
Dear  sir,  most  truly  yours,    W.  C. 


to  SAMUEL  ROSE,'  ESa. 

The  Lodge^  June  15, 1191. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND, 

If  it  win  afford  you  any  comfort  fhat  you  have 
a  share  in  my  affections,  of  that  comfort  you  may 
avail  yourself  at  all  times:  You  tiiave  acquired  it 
by  means  which,  Unless  I  shotild  become  worthless 
myself,  to  an  uncommon  degfee,  will  always  se- 
cure'you  from  the  loss  of  it.  You  ard  Icftming' 
what  all  learn,  though  few  ait  so  early  an  age,  that 
man  is  an  ungrateftil  animal;  and  that  benefits 
too  often,  instead  of  securing  a  due  return,  operate 
rather  as  provocations  to  ilP  treatment.  This  I 
take  to  be  the  summum  malum  of  the  human 
heart.  Towards  God  we  are  all  guilty  of  it  more 
or  less ;  but  between  man  and  man,  we  may  thank 
Grod  for  it,  there  are  some  exceptions.  He  leaves 
this  peccant  principle  to  operate  in  some'  degree 
against  himself  in  all,  fbr  our  humiliation  I  silp- 
pose;  and  hecaxae  the  pernicious  eSedta  of  it  in 
reality  can  not  injure  him,  he  can  not  stltfer^'by 
Uiem ;  but  he  knows  that  unless  he  should  restrain 
its  influence  on  the  dealings  of  mankind  with  each 
other,  the  bonds  of  society  would  be  distfblved,  and 
all  charitable  intercourse  at  an  end  amongst  tis.  It 
was  sdd  of  Archbishop  Cranmer,  "Do  him  an  ill 
turn,  and  you  make  him  your  friend  fwevfer;" 
of  others  it  may  be  said',  "Do  them  a  goodt)ne, 
and  they  will  be  fbr  ever  your  enemies."  It  is  tde 
Grace  of  GM  only  that  makes  the  difference. 

The  ab^nce  of  Homer  (fbr  we  have  now  shaken 
hands  and  parted)  is  well  supplied  by  three  relk- 
tionsof  mine  from  Norfi^.  My  cousin  Johnson, 
an  aunt  of  his,  and  his  sister.  I  love  them  all 
dearly,  and  am  well  contented  to  resign  to  them 
the  place  in- my  attentions  so  lately  occupied  by  the 
chie&  of  Greece  and  Troy.  His  aunt  and  I  have 
spent  many  a  merry  day  together,  when  ve  were 
some  forty  years  younger;  anil  we  make  shif^  to  be 
merry  together  stilt.  HiA  sister  is  a  4weet  young 
woman,  graceful,  good-natured,^  and  gentle,  jast 
what  I  had  imagined  her  to  be  before  Ihad  seen 
her.  Fai«wcU.    W.C. 


TO  DR.  JAMES  COGSWELL, 

NEW  YORK. 

Weston  Vnderwoodfnear  (Xney^  Budcs^ 
IM7AR  81ft,'  June  15,  1791. 

Your  letter  and  obliging  present  'from  so  great 
a  distance  dt  erved  a -speedier  acknowledgment) 


and  should  not  have  wanted  one  so  long  had  not 
circumstances  so  fallen  out  dnce  i  leceived  them 
as  to  make  it  impossible  for  me  tovmte  sooner.  It 
is  indeed  but  within  this  ^ay  or  two  that  I  have 
heard  how,  by  the  help  of  my  bookseller,  I  may 
.transmit  kn  answer  to  you. . 

My  title  page;  as  it  well  might,  misled  jou.  It 
speaks  me  of  the  Inijier  Temple,  and  so  I  am,  but 
a  member  of  Ihat  society  only,  not  lus  an  inhabi- 
titnt.  I  Uve  here  almost  at  the  distance  of  six^ 
miles  from  London,  which  I  have  not  visited  these 
eight  and  twenty  years,  and  prbbiCbly  never  shall 
again.  Thus  it  fell  out  that  Mr.  Morewood  had 
sailed  again  for  Americ^  before'youf  parcel  reached 
me,  nor  should  I  (it  is  likely)  have  receited  it  at 
all,  had  not  a  cousin,  of  mine,  ^Who  lives  in  the 
Temple,-  by  good  fortune^  receive^  i£  first,  and 
opened  your  letter;  finding  fbr  whom  it  was  in- 
tended, he  transmitted  to  me  both  that  and  th0 
parcel.  Your  testimony  of  approbation  of  what  I 
have  published,  comiz^  fhxa.  another  quan^r  of 
the  globe,  could  not  but  be  extfemdy  flattering,  as 
was  your  obliging  notice,  that  the  Taak  had  been 
reprinted  in.  your  city.  Both  volumes,  Ihope,  have 
a  tendency  to  diseountenance  vice,  and  promote 
the  best  interests  of  mankind.  But  how  hi  they 
shall  be  effectual  to  these  invaluable  porpdsea,  de- 
pends altogether  on  his  blessing,'  whose  truths  I 
have  endeavoured  to  inculcate.  In  the  mean  time 
I  have  «ufficient  pn)6f  that  readers  may  be  pleased, 
may  approve,  and  yet  lay  down  the  htxAi  unedified. 

Duriiig  the  last  five  years  I  have  been  occofned 
«with  a  work  of  a  very  dififerent  nature,  a  transla- 
tion of  tlie  Iliad  and  Odyssey  into  Uank  verse, 
and  the  work  is  now  ready  for  publication.  I 
undertook  it  partly  because  Pope's  is  too  lax  a 
version,  which  has  lately  ooeasbned  the  learned 
of  this  country  to  call  aloud  fbr  a  new  one,  and 
partly  because  I  oQuld  fiUl  on  no  better  expedient 
to  amuse  a  mind  too  much  addicted  to  ^melafi- 
choly. 

I  send  you  in  return  for  the  volumes  with  which 
you  fiivoured  me,a^iee  on  religious  satgeets,  popu- 
lar productions  that  have  not  been  long  published, 
and  that  may  not  therefore  yet  have  leached  yoot 
country;  The  Christian  Oflioer's  Panoply,  by  a 
marine  ^cer— The  Importance  of  the  Manneis 
of  the  Great,  and  an  Esdmato  pf  the  ReBgion  of 
the  Fashionable  World.  The  two  last  are  saUd  to 
be  written  by  a  lady.  Miss  Hannah  More,  and  ars 
universally  read  by  people  of  that  nmk  to  whkh 
she  addiessesthem.  Your  mannen  I  suppose  may 
be  more  pure  than  ours,  yet  it  is  not  untikely  that 
even  among  you  may.i)e  found  some  to  whom  her 
strictures  azeappficable.  I  return  you  my  thanks, 
air,  $nr  the  vdumes  yon  sent  me,  two  of  which  I 
have  read  with  pleasure,  Mr.  Edwards'  book,  and 
the  Con<lue8t  of  Canaan.  The  rest  I  ha^ve  not 
had  time  to  read,  except  Dr.  Dwigfat's  Sermon, 


Digifized  by 


Google 


Let.  371, 373. 


LETT£ltS. 


361 


whkJi  pleased  me  ahnpst  mors  than  any  that  I 
ha^  ^er  .seen  or  heard. 

I  ahall  account  a  oorreqKmdence  with  yon  an 
honour,  and  shall 'remain,  dear  sir, 

>  Your  ohiiged  and  obedient  serrAnt,  W.O. 


TO  the;  rev.  WALTER  BAGOT. 

MT  DE^R  FRiEKD,  Weston^  Aug.  2, 1791. 

'  I  WIS  much  obliged,  and  still  feel  myself  much 
obliged  to  Lady  Ba£^,  for  the  tisit  withi^hich 
she  favoiired  me.  Had*  it  been  possible  that  I 
could •ha.ve  seen  Lord  Bagbt  too,  I  should' haiTe 
1]een  completely  happy.  For,  as  it  happ^ed,  I 
was  that  monung.in  better  spirits  tbai^  usual;  and 
though  I  arrived  late,  and  after  li  long  walk,  and 
extremely  hot,  whicii  is  a  drcumstanca  very  apt' 
to  disconcert  nie,  yet  I  was  not  disconcerted  half  so 
much  as  I  genexfdiy  am  at  the  sight  of  a  stranger, 
especially  of  a  stranger  lady,  and  more  especially 
at  t]\e  nght  of  a  stranger  lady  of  quality.  When 
Che  servant  told  me  that  ladj  Bagot  was  in  the 
parlonf,  r  felt  my  spirits  idnk  ten  degrees;  but  the 
moment  I  saw  her,,  at  least  whoi  I  had  been  a 
minute  in  her  company,  I  felt  them  rise  again, 
and  they  soon  rose  above  their  ibrmer  pitch.  I 
know  two  ladies  of  fashion  now,  whose  manners 
have  this  effect  upon  me.'  The  lady  in  •question, 
and  the  lady  Spencer.  I  &m  a  shy  animal,  and 
want  much  kindness  to  midce  me  easy.  Such  I 
shall  be  to  my  dying  day. 

Here  sit  J,  callmg  myself  »hy,  yet  have  juft  pnb- 
fished  by  the  &y,  two  great  volumes  of  poe^. 

This  reminds  me  of  Ranger's  observation  Yn  the 
Suspkaous  Husband,  who  sayd  to  somebody,  I  fbr- 
get  whom—"  Tkere  is  a  degree  qf  auuxanoe  in 
you  modest  men,  that  we  impudent /elhm  eon 
neverarH«ea#/"—Asrardnce  indeed!  Have  you 
seen  'emi  What  do  you  ibmk  they  are't  Nothing 
leas  I  can  tell  you  than  a  translation  of  Homer.  Of 
the  sublimest  poet  in  the  World.  Thaf  s  all.  Cajoi  1 
ever  have  the  impudence  to  call  myself  shy  again  1 

You  livd,  I  think,  in  the  neighbourhood  o?  Bir- 
minghaml  What  must  you  not  have  fiJt  on  the 
late  aIarniing''occasion!  You  I  suppose  could  see 
tBiB  fires  ffofn  your  vHndows.  We,  who  only  heard 
the  nevTB  of  them  iiave  trembled.  Nevdr  sure  was 
religious,  zeal  more  terribly  manifested,  or  more 
to  the  prejufice  of  its  own  Cause. 

Adieu,  my  dear  friend.'  I  am,  with'  Mrs^  Un- 
winds best  tompUments,         EveryouTBjW  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  .MR.  HX7RDIS. 

MT  DEAR  SIR,  J^tuion,  Aug.  9, 1791. 

I XGTER  make  a  correspondent  vndt  for  an  an- 
swer through  idleness  or  want  of  proper  respect 
lor  him;  bat  if  I  am  silent  it  is  because  I  am  busy,'  kwe  a  tittle,  having  vraribed  harAto  earn  ik 


or  not  well,  or  becaude  I  stay  till  something  occur, 
that  ipayinake  my  letter  at  least  a  litUe  bett0^ 
thfui  mere  blank  paper.  1  therefore  write  speedily 
in  reply  to  yours, -Iwing  at  present  ndther  modi 
occv^pied,  nor  at  -all  indisposed,  nor  forbidden  by  a 
dearth  ef  materials.. 

'  I  wish  always  when  Ihave  a  newpiecein  hand' 
to  be  as  secret  as  you,  alid  Ihere  was  atime  when 
I  could  be  so.  Then  I  lived  the  fife  of  a  solitary, 
was  not  visited  'by  a  singfe  ndghbour,  because  I 
had  none  vnth  whom  I  couU  associate;  nor  ever 
had  an  inmate.  This  viras  when  I  dwelt  at  01- 
ney*  but  since  I  have  removed  to  Weston  the  case 
IS  different.  Here  I  am  vinted  by  all  around  me, 
and  study  in  a  room  exposed  to  all  manner  of  in- 
roads. It  is  on.  the  ground  floor,  the  room  in  which 
we  dine,  and  in  which  I  am  sure  to  be  found  by  all 
who  seek  me.  They-find  me  generally  at  my  desk, 
and  With  my  work,  whatever  «t  be,  be^  me,  un- 
less perhaps  I  have  conjured  it  into  its  hiding 
pbbcfs  before  they  have  had  time  to  enter.  Thii 
however  is  not  alvrays  the  case,  and,  consequ^tly, 
sdbner  or  later,  I  can  not  fell  to  be  detected.  Pos- 
nbiy  you,  who  I  s(ippose.have  a  snug  study,  would 
find  it  impracticable  to  attend  to  any  thing  closely 
in  an  apartment  exposed  as  mine;  but  use  has 
ma^e  it  ftmilitfr  to  me,  and  so  femiliar,  that  neithet 
sei^ants  going  and  coming  disconcert  me;  nor  even 
if  a  lady,  vrith  an  oblique  glance  of  hef  eye,  catches 
two  or  three  lines'of  my  MS.*,  dol  feel  Inyself  in- 
clined to  blush,  though  naturally  the  shyest  of  man- 
kind. 

You  did  well,  I  believe,  to  cashier  the  subject 
of  w4uch  you  gave  me  a  redtal.  It  certainly  wants 
those  ctgrtmens^  which  are  necessary  to  the  soo- 
cess  of  any  subject  in  verse.  It  is  a  curious  story, 
and  so  &r  M  the  poor  y^tmglady  was  concerned 
a  very  affecting  one;  but  there  is  a  coarseness  in 
the  character  of  the  here,  that  would  have  spoiled 
an.  In  feet,  I  find  it  myself  a  much  easier  matter 
to  write,  than  to  get  a  convenient  theme  to  written. 

I  am  obliged  to  you  fer  comparing  me  as  you  go 
both  with  Pope  and  vvith  Homer.  It  is  imjMssible' 
in  any  other  way  ofmanagement  to  know  whether 
the  Translation  be  well  executed  or  not,  and  if 
well,  in  v?hfit  d^ree.  It  was  in  the  cburse  of  such 
a  process,  that  I  first  became  dissatisfied  with 
Pope.  More  than  thirty  yean  since,  and  when  I 
was  a  yovn^  Templar,  I  accompanied  him  with 
his  original,  line  by  line,  throngh  both  poems.  A 
fellow  studient  of  mine,  li  person  of  fine  classio 
taste;  joined  himself  with  me  in  the  labour.  We 
were  neither  of  us,  as  you  mayimai^,  very  dili- 
gent in  our  propeif  business. 

I  shall  be  glad  if  my  Re^ewte,  whosoever  they 
may  be;  will  be  at  the  pains  to  read  me  as  you  d^ 
I  want  no  praise  that  I  am  not  entitled  to;  hvt 
of  that  to  which  I  am  entitled  I  should  be  kth  to 
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lUjian  poems/  apd  to  |(iye\a  correct  text    I  diaH 
have  jenn  allowed  me  to  do  it  in.  W.  C. 


I  would  heartily  second  the  hishop  of  SaH^uiy 
in  xecommeadii^  to  jon  a  close  purpuit  of  jqnx 
EEebrew  studies,  were  it  not  that  I  wish  you  to 
publish  what  I  may  undeiBtan4.  Do  hoth,  aiid  I, 
^all  be  satisfied.    . 

Your  remarks,  if  I  may  but  r^cei^e  them  soon 
enough  to  serve  me  in  case  of  a  new  edition,  will 
be  extremely  welcome,.  W.  C 


*     TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  JSSO. 

MT  DEAREST  SQBNKY,       Wettont  Afig.  9«  1791. 

Th£  Uttle  ihivt  I  have  heard  about  Homer  my- 
self has  been  equally,  or  more  flattering  than  Dr. 

J  's  intelligence,  so  that  I  have  good  reason 
to  hope  that  IJultc  xtot  studied  the  old  Grecian, 
and  -how  to  dress  him,  so  loQg,imd  so  intently,  to 
no  purpose.  At  present  I  am  idle,  both  on  acs 
oounf  of  my  eyes,  and  because  I  Jmow  not  to  what 
to  attach  myse^"  in  part^ular.  Many  difien^ 
plans  and  projects  are  recommended  W  m^.  Soo:^ 
call  aloud  for  original  verse,  others  ior  move  tfjim- 
lation,  anil  otheiyi  fpr  -other  things) .  Providence,  I 
hope,  will  direct  me  in  my  choice;  &it  other  guidd 
I  have  none,  nor  wish  for  another. 

Gh)d  hleas  you,  my  dearef^  Johnx^.    W.  G/ 


TO  SAMU3SL  ROSE,  ESa 

iiT  DEAR  FRiEMB,     The  Lodge^  Sept.  14, 1791. 

Whoxysr  reviews  me  will  in  &et  have  a  labo- 
rious task  of  it,  in  the  performance  of  which  hfi 
ought  to  move  leisurdy,  and  to  exertas^  mvtch 
crjjcal  discernment.  In  the  mean  timei^my  ,cdu- 
sage  u  kept  up  by  the  arrival  of  such  tfsriraon^PB, 
in  my  favour,'as  give  me  thagjeateit  pleasuce; 
ooming  from  quvters  4he  nkMt  respectable.  I 
have  reason  therefore  to  hope  that  our  periodical 
ju4gei  vfiU  not  bet  veiy  adverse  io  me,  fod  Ibat 
piMrbaps  thsy  may  even  &vpur  n^  If  ope  man 
of  taste  and  letten  is  pleased,  another  man  so 
qualified  can  hard^  be  displeasedj  ajfid  if  critiqs 
oif  a  difieient  description  gnimhle,  they  win  not 
hjBiwevertn^ateriaUy  hurt  me. 
.  T^u,  who  tajow  how  peocsiaiy  it  is  ta  me  to.be 
deployed,  will  begUd  to  hear  that  I  ^have  been 
called  to  a  new  Uteraiy  exigagement,  afid  that  I 
have  ncft  refiw?!  it.  A  Milton  that  is  to  riv^, 
and  if  poaail^  to  .exceed  in  sfdeiidour  Boy^U's 
Shiikspeare,  is  in  cgntemplatioi^^and  I  am  in  the 
edijtor's  office.  PuseUis  tlw  paijfter.  My  busi- 
ness will  be  to  select  note^  fiom  others,  and.to 
WQlte  «WfUd  Bpt^;  to  translate  the  Iiatin  and 


*4[totraiatatkMi  aljadad  to  in  iMs  Mtonvas  that  ofthe 
Ijain  lad  Itdiaa  poetry' oTHilKiD,  vUGh  .Oowpir  was  r». 
1  b/lUs  teekstUsr  tQWMkrfalfA. 


TO  THE  BJSY.  WALTER  BAO0T. 

JCT  DtASL  FRIEND,  .  Wtttoti,  Sept.  81, 1791. 

Op  all  the  testimon&Bs.in  favour  of  my  Homer 
that  I  have  xieceived,  none  has  given  me  so  ain- 
ceie  a  pleasure  m  th«t  of  Lord  Bagot  It  is  an 
umojt^  pleasure  and  without  a  drawjtwck:  be- 
ca^ise  I  J(npw  him  ^to  be  perfectly,  and  in  aH  i»- 
sp^pts,  nbheth^  erudition,  or  a  fine  taste  l»  in 
questicn,  so  wefi  qualified  to  j\idg^  me,  thai  I  can 
neither  expect  i^r  vrish  a  spntonce  TOfoo  valuaUa 
thafibisr- 

•  .  mu^  tofrfit» 

Iluppel^  this  timie  yen  have  received  your  vo 
lom^,  4md^are  prepared  to  secoqd  the  applauses 
of  your  brother— else,  vro  be  to  ycnil  I  wrote  to 
Johns4^  iiymfdifttely  oA  the  receipt  of  your  las^ 
ignrii^  him  a  strict  inj^mction  to  despatch  them  to 
you  without  delay.  He  Jtwid  sold  some  tune  since 
a  hu];drfid  of  jthe  unsCibsczibed-lbr  cop^^    . 

I  have  i^  ahistoiy  in  the  world  except.Baker's 
Ch^nide,  jabd  that  I  borrowed  three  years  ago 
firam  Mz*  TJurockmorton.  Now  the  case  is  this; 
I  am  translating  Milton!s  third  Elegy— his  ]Slsgy 
cm  the  dbath  of  the  Bishop  of  Winchester.  Bo 
1)egins  it  wtth  sajing  that  while  he  w;m  sitting 
alone,  dejected,  and  musing  on  xpany  melancholy 
themea;  first,  the  idea  of  the  jdague  presented  i^ 
self  to  his  mipd,  and  (xf  the  havoc  made  by  M 
iam9Qg  the  great.— Thei^  he  proceeds  thus; 

Ttan  xoemini  clarique  dodi^  ftatrtoqne  venodi 
•     IntampiaiiTlfloaMicninataroglB: 
-Btinaninl  BenNmi,'qiiai  Vidit  ad  allMBa  sapioiL 
JRoyitstsinlaQsBJgUkUMkdaoea  > 

I  can  not  learn  firom  xny  only  orade,  Baker,  wii* 
this  famous  Iqa^  and  his  reverend  bralher  were. 
Neither  does  he  M  all  ascertgin  lor  me  the  event 
alluded  to  in  the  second  of  these  couplets.  I  am 
not  yet  ^pssessed  of  Warton,  who  prsbably  ex- 
plains it)  noir  can  be  fixrii  month,  to  come.  Coo* 
snlt.lum  fixr  nie.if  you  have  him,  or  if  yon  have 
him  not  consult  soma;  other.  Or  you  may  find 
the  intelligence  perhaps  in  your  own  budg^;  i^ 
matter  how  yon  come  by  it,  only  send  it  to  me  if 
you  ean,  and  as  soon  as  you  can,  for  I  hate  to 
Jeave  unsolved  difficuhies  behind  me.  In  the 
first  year  of  Gharies  the  Furst,  Milt<m  was^se^on- 
teen  y^rs  of  age,  and  then  wrote  .this  £h^. 
Th^  period  therdbre  to  which  I  would  (efer 
you,  is  the  two  or  throe  kst  years  df  James  the 
Fitit. 

.Evaryows,  W.  C. 
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TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 

MT  DEAB  FRIEMI),  fTettofi,  Oct  25, 1'79L 

Your  nnezpeeted  and  tranaient  Tuit,  like  every 
tidng  else  that  is  paat,  has  now  the  appearance  of 
a  dream;  Vtit  it  was  a  pleasant  one,  and  I  heaftfly 
wish  thai  such  dreams  coold"  recur  more  frequent- 
ly. Your  hrother  Chester'  repeated  his  ^t  yes- 
terday, and  I  never  saw  him  In  hetter  spirits.  At 
such  tinfes  he  has,  now  and  then,  >tite  very  look 
that  he  had  when  he  was  a  boy;  and  When  I  see 
it,  I  seem  to  be  a  boy  myscjf,  and  entirely  foiget 
for' a  shoif  i&oroent  the  years  that  have  intervened 
since  I  wtd  one.  The  look  that  I  mean  is  one 
that  you,  I  dare  say,  have  observed; — Then_  we 
are  at  Westminster  again.  He  left  with  me  that 
poem  of  your  brother  Lord  Bagot's,  whicl^  was 
mentioned  when  you  were  here.  It  was  a  trea( 
to  me,  and  I  read  it  to  my  cousin  Lady  Hesketh 
and  to  Mrs.  XTnwin,  to  whom  it  Whs  a  treat  also. 
It  has  great  sweetness  of  numbers^  and  much  ele- 
gani^  of  expression,  and  is  Just  such  a  jpoem  as  I 
riionld  be  happy' to  have  composed  mjrself  about 
a  year  ago,  when  I  was  loudly  called  upon  by -a 
certain  nobleman,  to  celebrate  the  beauties  of  his 
vifla.    But  I  had  two  insurmpnntable  difficulties 


to  contend  wkh.    One  i^aff,  uat  I  had  never  seen,  in  your  country.    Sufficient  proofs  have  reached 


tab  villa;  and  the  other,  that  I  htu]  no  eym  at  that 
time  for  anything  but'Homer.  Should  I  at  .toy 
time  hereafter  undertake  the  task,  I  shall  now  at 
least  know  how  to  go  about  it,  which,  tiO  I  had 
seen  Lord  Bagot's  poem,  I  verily  did  not    I  was 


particularly  charmed  with  the  parody  of  those  reasoh  to  be  satisfied. 


beautifbl  lin^  of  MiltoiT 

'*'nie«>nf  waBpardalybutdMbanDODy— J^^  . 
(Whatcould  k  lev,  whdn  spiriii  inunortalrik^l) 
BuveDdedHell,  and  took  with  nvUmwni 
Tth^  thxonglQg  MuUaiice." 

There's  a  parenthesis  for  you!  The  paientheas 
it  seems  is  out  of  iaihion,  and  perhaps  the  modems 
are  in  the  right  to  pitoacribe  what  they  can  not 
attain  Xol  I  will  answer  fiir  it  that,  had  we  the 
art  at  this  day  cX  in'sinviating  a  sentiment  in  this 
graceful  manner,,  no  leader  of  taste  would  quarrel 
with  the  practice^  Lord^  Bagot  showed  his  by 
selecting  the  passage  for  hu  imitation. 

I  vTOuld  beat  Warton  if  he  were  living,,  for  sup- 
posing that  Milton  ever,  repented  of  his  compli- 
ment to  the  memory  of  Bishop  Andrews.  I  nei- 
ther do,  no^  can,  nor  wiD  brieve  it  l^ton's 
mind  could  not  be  narroviM  by  any  thing;  and 
though  he  quarrelled  Mih  episcopacy  in  the 
church  of  England  idea  pf  it,  I  am  persuaded  that 
a  good  bishop,  a^  .well  as  amy  other  good  man,  of 
Whatsoever  rank  dr  order,  had  always  a  share  of 
his  veneration.    Yours,  my  dear  friend,' 

Vexy  aflfeotionately,  W>  C. 


.  .TO.  JOHN  JOHNSON;  ES<*. 

MY  DEia  JOHNNT,  '^ewion,  Oct.  31, 17^1. 

YouB  kind  and  afiectionate  letter  well  deserves 
my  thanks,  ai|d  should  have  had  them  long  ago, 
had  I  not  been  obliged  lately  to  give  my  attention 
to  a  mountain  of  unanswered  letters,  which  I  have 
just  now  reduced  to  a.m6lehill;  yours  lay  at  the 
bottom,  and  I  have  at  last  worked  my  way  down 
toit  ... 

It  gives  me  great  pleasure  that  you  have  found 
a  hbuse  (o  your  minds.'  May  you  all  three  be 
happier  |n  it  than  the  happiest  that  ev^r  occupied 
it  before  ^ouj  But  my  chief  (flight  of  all  is  to 
feaifl  that  you  and  Kitty  are  so' completely  cured 
of  your  long  and  threatenii;ig  malaises.  I  always 
{bought  highly  of  Dr.  Kerr,  but  his  extraordinary 
success  iq  you^  two  instances  has  even  inspired 
me  with  an  affection  for  him. 

My  eyes  are  much  better  than  when  I  wrote 
last,  though  seldom  perfectiy  well  many  days  to- 
gether. At  this  season  of  the  year  I  catch  perpe- 
tual oolds,  and  fdiall^  continue  to  do  so,  till  I  have 
got  the  better  oif.  that  Wdemess  of  habit  with 
which  the  summer  pevef  fails  toafiect  me. 

I  am  glad  that  you  have  heard  well  of  my  work 


md  fxom  various  quarters,  t&at  I  have  not  plough- 
ed the  fieldof  JTroy  in  vain.       , 

Were  you  here  I  would  gratify  you  with  an 
enumeration  of  pafticnlars;  but  since  you  are  not, 
it  tnust  ctmtent  you  to  be  told,  that  I  have  every 


3G 


Mrs.  XJnwinj  I  think,  in  her  letter  to  cousin 
Balls,  i&ade  mention  of  my  new  engagem^t  I 
haver  just  entered  on  it,  and  therefore  can  at  pre- 
sent say  littie  about  it 

It  is  a  very  creditable  one  in.  itself;  and  may  i 
but  acquit  ^lyself  of  it  witii  sufficiency^  it  will  do 
me  honour.  The  oooimentator's  part  however  is 
a  new  dpe  to  me,  andtxne  that  I  littie  thought  ta 
appear  in. 

Remember  your' promise,  that  I  shaB  dee  youu 
thetpring. 

The  H&ll  has  been  fbll  of  company  ever  since 
you  we|it^  and  at  present  my  Ca^tiiarina  w  there 
singing  and  playing  ISke  an  angel.  W..G. 


TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESGl. 

MY  DEAR  FUEND,      .  NoV.  14,  1791. 

'  I  HAVE  waited  andwisbed  for  your  opinion  witli 
the  feelings  that  bek>ng  to  the  value  I  have  for  it, 
a^d  am  very  happy  to  find  it  so  fiivourahle.  In 
my  table  ^wer  I  treasure  up  a  bundle  of  suffrar* 
ges,  sent  me  by  those  of  whoee  apprabataon  I  "Wm 
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most  ambitiooB,  and  shall  prakently  insert  yours  have  done  in  one  instance,  eVen  a  little  against  Uip 
amongthem.  bias  of  my  own  opinion. 

I  know  not  why  we  should  quairel  with  oom- 
poond  epthets;  it  is  certain  at  leait  they  are  a| 
agreeable  to  the  genius  of  our  language  as  to  that 

of  the  Grieek,  which  is  sufficiently  prbved  by  thdr'  The  sense  I  had  give^  of  these. words  is  theseoM 
being  admitted  into  bur  common  aiid  Colloquial  in  which  an  old  scholiast  has  understood  them,  as 
dialect  Black-eyed,  nut-brown,  crook-shapked  J  appears  i^' Clarke's  note  in  loco.  Clarke  indeed 
hump-backed,  are  all  compound  epithets,  and,  to-  prefers  the  other,  but,  it  does  not  appear  plain  to 
gether  with  a  thousand  other  such,  are  used  con- 1  me  that  l^e  does  it  with  good  reason  against  the 
tinuaUy,  even  by  those  who  profess  a  dislike  to  judgment  of  a  vezy  ancient  commentator,  and  a 
such  combinadons  in  poetry.  Why  then  do  they  Qrecian.  And  I  am  the  rather  inclined  to  tins 
treat  with  so  much  finu^arity  a  thing  ,that  they  ^persuasion,  because  Achilles  himself  seems  to  have 
say  disgusts  themi  I  doubt  if  they  could  give  this  j  apprehended  that  Agamemnon  would  not  pontent 
question  aleasonable  answer;  unless  they  should  himself  with  Briseis  only,  when  he -says, 
answer  it  by  confessing  themselves  unreasonable. 

I  have  made  a  considerable  progress  in  the  trans- 
Ution  of  Milton's  Latin  poems.  I  give  them,  as 
opportunity  otfers,  all  the  variety  of  measure  Uiat 
I  can.  Some  I  render  in  heroic  rhyme,  some  in 
stanzas,  some  in  seven,  and  some  in  dght  syllable 
measure,  and  some  in  blank  verse.  They  will, 
altogether,  I  hope,  mak«  an  agreeable  miscellany 
for  the  English  reader  They  are  certainly  good 
in  themselves,  and  can  not  iidl  to  please,  but  by 
the  &tilt  of  their  translator.  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 
WestonrUndencood,  Dec.  5, 1791. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND, 

Your  last  brought  me  two  cordials;  for  what 
can  better  deserve  that  name  than  the  pordial  ap- 
probation of  two  such  readers  as  your  brother,  the 
Ushop,  and  your  good  friend  and  neighbour,  the 
clergyman^  Thd  former  I  have  ever  esfoemed 
and  honoured  with  the  justest  cau^,  and  am  as 
ready  to  honour  and  esteem  the  latter  as  you  can 
wish  me  to  be,  anjd  as  his  virtues  and  talents  de- 
serve. Do  I  h^. a  parson  1  Heaveii  forbid!  I 
love  you  all  when  you  are  good  for.any  thing ;  and 
as  to  the  rest,  I  would  mend  them  if  I  oduld, 
and  that  is  the  worst  pf  my.  intentions  towards 
them. 

I  heard  above  a  month  since,  that  this  first  edi- 
tion of  my  Work  was  at  that  time  nearly  said.  It 
will  po".  therefore,  I  presume,  be  long  before  1  must 
go  to  press  again.  This  I  mention  merely  from  an 
eamesi  desire  to  avail  myself  of  all  other  strictures, 
that  either  your  good  neighbour.  Lord  Bagot,  the 
bishop,  or  yourself, 

may  happen  to  have  made,  and  will  be  so  good  as 
to  favour  me  with.  Those  of  the  good  Evander 
contained  iA  your  last  have  served  me  well,  and  t 
Lave  already,  in  the  three  different  pl&oes  referred 
to,  accommodated  the  text  to  them.    And  this  I 


But  I  have  oUmr  preckxM  thingaon  board, 
•    Or<fte««takaYioyieftwa7«riUioutm7toa?e^*c. 

I 

It  is  certain  that  the  words  are  ambiguous,  and 
that  the  sense  of  them  depends  altogether  on  the 
punctuation.  Biit  I  am, always  under  the  correc- 
tion of  so  able  a  critic  as  your  neighbour,  and 
have  altered,  as  I  say,  my  yenson  aooonlingly. 

As  to  Milton,  the  die  u  cast  I  am  en^^ged, 
have  bargained  with  Johnson,  and  can  not  recede. 
J  shoi^d  otherwise  have  been  glad  to  do  as  you 
advise,  to  make  the  translation  of  his  Latin  and 
Italian,  part  of  another  volume ;  for,  with  such  an 
addition,  I  have  nearly  as  much  verae  in  my 
budget  as  would  be  required  for  the  purpose.  This 
squabble,  in  the  mean  time,  between  Fuseli  and 
Bojdell,  does  not  interest  me  at  all;  let  it  ter- 
minate as  it  may,  I  have  only  to  perform  my  job, 
and  leave  the  event  to  be  decided  by  the  comba- 
tants. 

Amw  mail  roafno  tvitaQtibaa  seqaon  walk 
E  tana  b^entem  alterinstpeeiarB  Uionin. 

Adieu,  my  dear  friend,  I  am  most  sincerely 
yours,  -  W.  0. 

Why  should  you  suppose  that  I  did  not  admire 
thej)oem  you  showed  me?  I  did  admire  .it,  and 
told  you  so,  but  you  carriedit  off  in  your  pocket, 
and  so  doing,  left  me  to  forget  it,  and  without  the 
meaifs  of  inquiry. 

I  am  thus  nimble  in  answering,  merdy  with  a 
view  to  ensure  mytelf  the  receipt  of  other  re- 
marks in  tiule  for  a  new  impressbn. 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HURDIS. 

DEAR  SIR,  tfiuian,  Dee.  10,  I79L 

I  AM  much  obliged  to 'you  for  wishing  thai  i 
were  employed  in  aomo  original  worii  rather  thac 
in  translation.  To  teU  you  the  truth,  I  am  oi 
your  mind ;  and  unless  I  could  <find  another  Ho? 
mer,  I  shaU  promise  (I  believe)  and  vow,  when  I 
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have  done  with  Milton,  never  to  translato  again. 
But  my  veneration  ibr  ottr  greait  cbuntrjjrman  is 
equal  to  what  I  feel  for  the  Grecian ;  and  conse- 


quently I  am  happy,  and  feel  myself  hdhoutably  riiould  have  sufiered  with  you  during  the  whole 


employed  whatever  I  do  for  Milton.  I  am  now 
translating  hiB  Epitapkium  DamontSy  a  pastoral 
in  my  judgment  equal  to  any  of  Virgil's  Bucolics, 
bat  of  whicb  Dr.  Johnson '(so  it  pleased  him) 
ipeaks,  as  I  remember,  oontemptdously.  But  he 
who  never  saw  any  beauty  in  a  rural  scene  was 
not  likely  to  have  much  tast6  for  a  pasto^.  In 
pace  ijuieaeat! 

I  waji  chaimed  With  your  friendly  offer  to.  be 
my  advocate  w)th  the  public ;  should  I  want  one, 
I  know  not  where  I  could  find'  a  better.  The  re- 
viewer in  the  Gentleman's  Magamne  grows  more 
and  more  civil  Should  he  continue  to  sweeten  at 
tfaifl  rafie,  jm  he  proceeds,  I  know  not  what  will  be- 
come of  all  the  little  modesty  1  have  lefl.  1  have 
availed  myself  of  some  of  his  strictures,  fbr  I  wish 
to  leam  frofn  every  body.  W.^C 


that  the  news  of  such  ills  a^  may  happen  to  either 
seldom 'reaches  the  other,  tHl  the  cause  of  com< 
plaint  is  over.     Had  I  been  next  neighbour  I 


indispoflition  of  your  two  children  and  your  own. 
As  it  is,  I  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  rejoice  in 
your  own  recovery  vxA  thdrs,  which  I  do  sincere- 
ly,' and  wish  only  to  leam  firran  yourself  that  it  is 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESGl.    ' 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,       The  Lodge,  Dec.  21,  itDl. 

It  gives  me,  after  having  indulged  %  litU^  hope 
that  I  might  see  yon'in  the  holidays,  to  be  Gt)liged 
to  disappoint  myself  The  occasion  too,  b  such  as 
wiH  ensure,  me  your  sympathy. 

On  Saturday  last,  while  I  was  at  my  desk,  near 
the  window,  and  Mrs.  Unwin  at  the  fire-side  op^. 
posite  to  it,  I  heard  her  suddenly  ezdaim,  "  Qh  I 
Mr.  Cowper,  don't  let  me  fall !"  I  turned  and  saw 
her  actudly  falling  together  with  her  chair,  and 
started  to  her  side  just  in  t^e  to  prevent  her.  She 
was  seized  with  a  violent  giddiness,  which  lasted, 
thougb  with  some  abatement,  the  Whole  day,  and 
was  attended  too  with  some  other  very,  very  alanur 
ing  symptoms.  At  preaenthoweVer  she  is  relieved 
from  the  vertigo,  and  seems  in  all  respecto  better. 

She  has  been  my  fidthful  and  afiectionate  nurse 
for  many  years,  and  consequently  has  a  claim  on 
all  my  attentions.  She  has  thcnn,  and  will  have 
them  as  long  as  she  wante  them;  which  will  pro- 
bably be,  at  the  best  a  considerable  tiine  to.come.  I 
feel  the  shock,  as  you  may  suppose,  in  every  nerve. 
God  grant  that  there  may  be.no  repetition  of  it 
Another  such'a  stroke  upon  her  would,  I  think, 
overset  me  com^etely;  hut  at  present  T  hold  up 
bravely.  '  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOT. 
Wetton-Underwoodf  Feb,  U,  1793L 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND, 

It  is  the  only  advantage  I  beHeve  that  they  who 
kve  each  other  derive  &om  living  at  a  (^stance, 


I  thank  you  for  suggesting  the  omission  of  the 
line  due  to  the  helineC  of  Achilles. '  How  the  omis- 
sion happened  I  know  not,  whether  by  my  fault 
or  the  printer's ;  it  is  certain  however  that  I  had 
translated  it,  and  I  have  now  given  it  its  proper 
place.  .  ' 

'  I  purpose  to  keep'back  \  second  edition,  tiD  I 
haver  had.  an  oppoAunity  to  avail  m3rself  ef  the  re- 
m^ks  both  of  fHends  and  strangers.  The  ordeal 
of  criticism  still  awaits  me  in  the  reviews,  and 
probably  they  will  all  in  their  turn  mark  many 
things  that  may  be-  mended.  By  the  Grentleman's 
Magazine  t  have  already  profited  in  several  in- 
standees.;  My  feviewer  there,  ^ough  favourable 
in  the  jjiain,  is  a  pretty  close  dbserver,  and  though 
not  always  right,-  is  often  so. 

In  the  affair  of  Milton  I  will  have  no  korrida 
bella\  if  I  can  help  it.  It  is  at  .least  my  present 
purpose  to  avoid  them  if^'posinble.  For  which 
reason,'  unieas  I  should  soon  see  occasion  to  alter 
my  plan,  I  shaH  confine  myself  merely  to  th^  busi*- 
need  of  an  annotator, 'which  is'tey  proper  province, 
and  shall  sift  out  of  Warton's  notes  every  tittlo 
that  relates  to  the  private  character,,  political  or 
refigious  principles  of  my  author.  .These  are  pro- 
perly subjecte  for  a  biographer's -handling,  but  by 
no  means,  a9  it^  seems  to  Ae,  fbr  «  commeBt»> 
tor'tf. 

In  answer  to  your  question  if  I  haVe  had  a  cor- 
respondenoe  with  the  Chancellor — I  reply — ^yei. 
We  exchanged  three  or  tdva  letters  on  the  subject 
of  Homer,  or  ra&er  on  the  subject  of  my  PrefiuDsi 
He  was  doubtful  whether  or  not  my  preference 
of  Uank  verse,  as  afibrdbig  c^^rtunity  for  a  closer 
versiop,  was  well  founded.  •  On  this  sulgect  he 
wiajied  to  be  convinced;  defended  rhyme  with 
much  learning,  and  much  shrewd  reasoning,  but 
at  last  allowed  me  the  honour  of  the  vietoryj  ex- 
pressing himself  in  these  words': — I  am  clearly 
convinced  thdt  Homer  may  be  best  rendered  in 
blank  verse,  and  you  have  stuoeeded  in  the  passor^ 
get  that  1  hdvelooked into. 

Thus  it  i9  when  a  wise  vfiui  diflers  in  opinion^ 
Such  i.  man  will  be  candid;  and  conviction,  not 
triumph,  will  be  his  object. 

Adieu  I^The  hard  name  I  gave  you  I  ttke  to 
myself,  and  am  your  , 

irr«7X0T«i<ref, 

w  ::. 
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TO  THE  LORD  THURLOW. 

MTLeBD, 

A  LETTER  reached  me  yesterday  from  Henry 
Gowper,  endofing  another  from  your  Lordship  to 
himself,  of  which  a  passage  in  my  work  formed,  the 
ftnbject.  It  gave  me  the  greatest  jdeasure;  your  stric- 
tures are  perfectly  just,  and  here  follows  the  speech 
of  AcfaiUes  accoilunodated.to.them  **•*•*• 

I  did  not  expect  to  find  .jovf  LoMahip  on  the 
side  of  rhvme,  remembering  well  with  how  much 
enerscy  and  interest  I  have  httud  you  repeat  pas- 
sages ftom  the  Paradise  Lost,  which  you  could 
not  have  recited  as  you  did,  unless  you  had  been 
pnorfecily  sensibls  of  their  music..  It  oomforts  me 
therefi>re  to  know  that  if  you  have  an  ear  fi>^ 
rhyme  you  have  an  ear  for  blank  veDW  also. 

It  seeibs  to  me.  that  I  may  gustly  complain  of 
rhyme  as  an  inconvenience  in  traiislation,  even 
Ibough  I  assert  in  the  sequel  that  to  me  it  has 
been  easier  to  rhyme  than  to  vrrite  without,  be- 
cause I  always  suppose  a  rhyming  translator  to 
tamble,  and  always  obliged  to  da  so.  Yet  I  allow 
your  Lordship's  version  of  this  speech  of  Achilles 
to'be  very  close,  and  closer  much  than  mine.  B^t 
I  believe  that  should  either  your  Lordship  or  I 
give  them  burnish  or  elevation,  your  lines  would 
be  found,  in  measure  as  they  acquired  sCateliness, 
to  have  lost  the  merit  of  fidelity..  In* which  case 
nothing  more  would  be-done  than  Pope  has  done 
abeady. 

I  can  not  ask  your  Lordship  td  preoeed  in  yqur 
sferictuxes,  though  I^  should  be  happy  Iq  reodve 
more  of  ^em.  Perhaps  it  is  possible  that  when 
y«a  retire  into  the  ocAmtiy,  you  may  now  and  then 
•muse  yoursdf  with  my  Translation.  Shoidd  your 
remarks  reach  me,  I  proniise  fidthfhUy  that  they 
shall  be  all  most  welcome,  not  only  as  yours,  but. 
^Mcanse  I  tax  sure  my  w6rk  will  be  the  better  for 


TO 'the  lord  THURLQW. 

MY  LOkD,      .  f 

We  are  of  one  mind  as  to  the  agreeable  efied 
<^  i)iyme  or  -aphony  in  the  lighter  kinds  of  poetry. 


With  sincere  and  ferveht  wishes  for  your  Lord- 
ship's health  and  happiness, 

I  remain,  my  Lord,  doc  W.  C* 

•TO  WILLIAM  €OWPER,ESa    .- 
JiVomLord  TiiurUnfi, 

DEAR  COWPER, 

On  comiiig  to  -town  this  morning,  I  .vras  sur- 
prised, particularly  at  receiving  irom  you  an  an- 
swer to  a  scrawl  I  sent.  Harry,  which  I  have  forgot 
too  much  to  resume  now.  But  I  thiiJL  I  could 
not  mean  to  patroniae.  rhyme.  I  have  fancied, 
that  it  was  introduced  to  mark  the  measure  in 
mifidem  uinguases,  because  they  are  less  numer- 
ous and  metricu  than  the  ancient ;  and  the  name 
seems  to  import  as  much.  Perhaps  there  was 
mdody  in  ancient  song,  vnthout  straining  it  fo 
musical  notes :  as  the  common  Oreek  nronunda- 
lion  is^said  to  nave  had  the  compass  of  five  parts 


of  an  octave.  But  surely  that  woid  is  only  figura- 
tively applied  to  modem  poetry:  euphony  seem* 
to  be  the  liighest  term  it  will  bear.  I  have  hzkcaed 
also,  that  euphony  is  an  impressbn  derived  a  good 
deal  firom  hamt,  rather  than  sucgested  by'nature: 
therefore  in  some  degree  acdoenta],'  and  oonae- 
ouently  conventionaL  Else  why  can't  we  bear  a. 
drama  with  rhymct;  or  the  French  one  without 
it?  Suppose  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  Windsor 
Forest,  L'AlIejjTo,  D  Pe^eereso,  and  many  other 
little  poems  which  please,  stripped  of  the  rhyme, 
which  might  easily  De  done,  would  they  jdease  as 
Weill  it  would  bo  unftir  to  treat  rondeaus,  baflada, 
and  odes  in  the  salne. manner, 'because  ihyme 
makes  in  some  sort  a  part  of  the  conceit.  It  waa 
this  way  of  thinking,  whicl^  made  me  suppose^ 
that  habitual  prejumce  would  miss  the  rhyme: 
and  that  neither  Diyden  nor  Pop^  would  have 
dared  to  give  theb  great  authors  in  blank  verse. 

I  wondered  to  hear  you  say  you  though^  rhyme 
easier  in  original  compositions;  but  you  explained 
it,  that  you  could  go  fiirther  a-field,  if  you  were 
pushed  for  want  of  a  rhyme.  Aii  expression  pre- 
ferred-for  the  sake  of  the  rhyine  looks  as  if  it  were 
worth  more  than  j^ouallow.  Buttobesureintrans- 
latidn  the  necessity  o£  chyme  imposes  very,  heavy 
fetters  updn  those  who  mean  ^^anslation,  not  para- 
phrase. Our  common  hennc  metre  is  enoufffa ; 
the  pure  iambic,  bearing  onh'  a  scaring  introduc- 
tion of  spondees,  trochees,  Ac.  to  vary  Ibe  mea- 
sure. 

Mere  tranda^on*  I  Uke  to  be  impossible,  if  no 
metre  were  requ^ed.  But  the  difference  of  lambio 
and  herbic.me^Bure  destroys  that  at  once.  It  is 
also  impossible  to  obtain  the  same  sense  from  a 
dead  language, .  and  an  ancient  author,  wUeh 
those  of  ms  own  time  and  'taantfcy  G0neei^«d; 
words  and  phraflBs  oontmcty  fimm  tuM  and  wm, 
such  strong  shales  of  difference  fiomthefforijnnal 
import  In  a  living  language,  with  the  ftnmiari- 
ty  of  a  whole  life,  it  is  not  easy'to  conceive  truly 
the  actual  sense  of  current  expressions;  much  less 
<^  older  anthoTB.  No  two  la^iguaffes  furnish  eqtd" 
poUerU  words;  their  phrases  dim,  their  lyntaz 
and  their  idioms  still  more  widely.  But  a  trans- 
lation strictly  so  called  requires  an  exact  conformi- 
ty ^n  all  those  particulars,  and  also  in  numberB: 
.therefore  it  is  imposuhle.  I  really  thiiik  atpiesent, 
'^notwithstanding  the  opinion  expressed  m  your 
Prefooe^  that  a  trandator  asks^himself  a  goomns- 
tion.  How  would  my  ^uthor  have  eoqSenea  the 
sentence.  I  am  turning,  in  English^  for  every  idea 
Oonveyed  in  the  original  should  be  expressed  in 
English,  as  litendly,  and  folly,  as  the  tfraius,  and 
use,  and  character  of  the  language  wiu  admit  o£ 

In  the  passage  before  us  ttbrrd.  was  the  fondling 
expression  of  <£i]dhood  to  its  parent;  and  to  those 
who  first  translated  the  lines  conveyed  feelingly 
that  amiable  sentiQient  Tt^ui  expressed  the  re- 
.verence  which  naturally  accrues  to  age. 

htorft^t  implies  an  history.  Hosjntafity  was 
an  article  of  religion,  strangers  were  supposed  lo 
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The  pieoeB  Whioh  yoor  lohhlnp  m^tionfl  ^mnHd 
certainly  be  spoiled  by  the  loss  of  H,  and  w>  would 
•II  Buch.  The  Afana  would  loie  all  its  neatness 
and  smaitneis,  and  Hndibras  all  its  htunour.  Bnt 
in  grave  poems  of  extreme  length  I  apprehend  ihat 
the  cose  is  difieroit '  Long  before  I  thooght  of 
commencing  poet  myself,  I  have  complained  and 
heard  others  complain  of  the  weaxisomenesB  of  such 
poems.  Not  that  I  itoppose  that  tsdirnn  the  ef- 
fect of  fffayme  itself,  but  rather  of  the  perpetual  le- 
eunrence  of  the  same  pause  and  cadence,  unaToida- 
Ue  in  the  English  couplet. 

I  hope  1  may  say  truly,  it  was  not  in  a.  spirit 
of  preeumption  that  I  undertook  to  do  what,  in 
your  Lord^p's  opinion,  neither  Dryden  nor  Pope 
would  have  dared  to  do.  On  the  contrary,  T  see 
not  how  I  could  have  escaped  Aat  imputation, 
had  I  followed  Pope  in  his  own  way.  A  closer 
translation  was  caJied  fpr.  I  Terily  befieve  that 
ihyide  had  betrayed  Pope  into  hit  deviations:  For 
me  therefore  to  have  used  his  mode  Of  Tersifying 


be  sent  by  God,  and  honoured  acco^nglv.  Jove's 
altar  was  placed  in  ^ofbxuof.  Phcenix  had  been 
describing  that  as  h^  situation  in  the  court  of  Pe- 
leus:  ana  his  Aiotm^  refen  to  it-^-But  yoi)  must 
not  iramOate  that  litl^rally— 

"Old  daddy  FtaDBnix,  a  God-wnd  fat  m  tomaintalD." 

PreeUna  Umbs  was  at  first  an  expression  of 
great  feeling ;  ^^  vagabonds,  draymen,  &c.  brought 
iqx>n  it  the  character  of  coarseness  and  ridicble., 

It  would  run  to'  gre&t  kmgth,  if  I  were  to  so 
dnrough  this  one  speech  thus— 4his  is  enough  rar 
an  exainpie  of  tol^  idea,  and  to  prove^the  ne^Sssity 
of  fortlier  deviation  v  wnich  still  is  departing  from 
the  authoTy  and  justifiable  only  by  strong  necessity, 
such  as  should  not  be  admitted,  till  the  sense  of  the 
originaJ  had  been  laboured  to  the  utmost,  and  been 
foiuid  irreducible. 

I  will  end  this  by  «vin|^  yon  the  strictest  trans- 

ktion'I  cah  invent,  leaving  you  the»  double  task 

of  XmofOi^  it  closeTj  and  S  polishing  it.  into  the 

tyle  (^pc«try. 

Ah  1  Ftaais^  MBd  FadMT,  goflst  of  JoT«  I  • 
I  Rliab  no sucb  noaouis:  larmy  hqpo 
b  to  be  hoiioiii:*d  by  JDve'ft  &tM  wlu,  * 
Which  keopn  me  dosB  berido  iheia  siO)!*  drim 


lOQg  ae  the  bnath  diall  io  nurboeoin  nay, 
Or  as  my  pJ«clouB  knees  retsfn  their  sprtfl^. 
Fiuther  1  say ;  and  cast  it  in  your  mind ! 


Jlelt  not  my  sfsrit  down  bjr  weeping  ihua 
Add  wailiiik,  only  fox  that  great  man's  ssKe, 
Atxides:  nettlnr  ought  you  lov6  that  man, 
L«t  1  should  hate  the  friend  I  love  so  well 
With  me  united  Mis  yottr  lUiUer  part 
To  nil  his  spirit,  who  hss  galled  mine. 
Wiui  me  feign  equals  half  m/  bonoois  sham. 
These  will  report;  stay  yoa  nere,  and  repose 
On  a  soft  bed ;  and  wim  the  iMsmlng  mom 
OoMult  wsb  whstber  to  go  homsi- or  stay. 

I  have  -  thocttht,  Uiat  hero  has  contracted  a  dif- 
ferent sense  thCtn  it  had  in  Homer's  time,  and  is 
better  rendered  great  man:  but  1  am  aware  that 
the  encUUcks  and  other  little  wonis,  falsely  called 
expletives,  arc  not  Introduced  even  so  much  as  the 

FsniuB  of  our  language  would  admit.  The  euphony 
leave  entirely  to  you.    Adieu ! 

2a 


would  have  been'to  eiipoee  myself  to  tiie  i 
ndsearriage,  At  the  sann  time  that  I  had  not  hit 
talents  to  atone  for  it . 

I  agree  with  your  Lordship  that  a  translation 
perfectly  ck)ae  u  impoerible,  because  time  has  sunk 
th^  original' strict  import  of  a  thousand  phrases, 
and  wehave  no  meaiis  of  recovering  it  But  if  we 
can  not  be  unimpeachably  fidthful,  that  is  no  rear 
son  why  we  should  not  be  as  faithful  as  we  can; 
and  if  blank  vene  afibrds  the  fidrest  chance,  then 
it  claims  the  preference. 

Your  kndship,  I  will  venttjie  to  say,  can  com- 
mand me  nothing  in  which  I  will  not  obey 'with 
the  greatest  alacrity. 

Ei  iinofjiM  TiktB-eu  yiukim  tvHkkrfAHtui  wtu 

But  when,  having  made  as  dose  a  translation  as 
even  you  can  mvent,  you  enjoin  me  to  make  it  still 
closer,  and  in  rhyme  too,  I  can  only  reply  as,  Ho^ 
aoe  to  AxifpsaAxm, 


DeOduoi- 


"-oupldim,  pater  optims^  riras 


I  have  not  treacherously  departed  from  my  pat- 
tern that  Imight  seem  to  give  some  proof  of  the 
justness  of  my  own  opinion,  but  have  fidrly  and 
honestly  adhered  as  closely  to  it  as  I  could.  Yet 
your  lordship  will  not  have  to  compliment  me  on 
my  suocess^  either  in  respect  of  the  poetical  merit 
of  my  lines,  or  of  their  fidelity.  They  have  just 
enough  o\  each  to  make  them  deficient  in  the 
other. 

Oh  PhoBniz^  lathen^  friend,  igoest  sent  ftmnJofsl 
He  no  such  lionouis  ss  they  yield  can  move^ 
Fok'  1  expect  my  honoun  from  above. 
Hen  Jore  hasfiz'd  me ;  and  whOe  bnafli  andsOMe 
Hare  plaoe  within  ms^  I  wttl  nsTsr  tenee. 
Hear  toQ^  safrraaifc  we  weD— Haunt  not  mine  ean 
•  Withsighji^  nor  seek  to  m^t  me  with  thy  leais 
For  yonder  chief,  lest  urging  such  a  plea 
Through  love  of  him,  thou  hateful  prove  to  me. 
Thy  frienddiip  for  thy  friend  Aafl  brighter  dilna 
Woundhig  his  spirit  who  has  woundod  mine. 
*  Divide  with  me  the  honoun  of  my  throve— 
llieoB  dhall  mton^  and  make  their  tkUnp  Jmown; 
But  go  not  thott-^thy  couc^  ahall  here  be  drosafd 
With  softest  fleeces  for  thy  easy  rest. 
And  with  the  earii&et  blush  of  opening  day 
We  win  consult  to  seek  our  home^  or  stay. 

Since  1  wrote  these  I  have  looked  at  Pope's.  1 
am  certainly  somewhat  closer  to  the  original  than 
he,  but  further  I  say  not.— I  shall  wait  with  im- 
patience foir^our  lordship's  conclusions  from  these 
premises,  and' remain  in  the  mean  time  with  great 
truth,  My  Lord,  &&  W.  C, 


TO  THE  LORD  THURLOW. 

MT  LORD, 

I  HAUNT  you  with  letters,  but  will  trouble  yOb 
now  with  a  short  )ine  only  to  t^U  your  loidsbip 
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how  happy  I  am  that  ai^y  pait  of  my  work  ha^ 
pleAaed  you. — I  have  a  comfortable  conaciovaneH 
that  the  whole  haa  been  executed  with  equal  in^ 
duatry  and  attention;, and  am,  my  I^ord,  with 
many  thanka  to  you  for  matching  iuch  a  haaty 
moment  to  write  tp  me,* 

Your  Lordahip's  obliged  and  a^ctionate 
hilmble  aervant, 

WM.  COWPER. 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HURDIS. 

irr  DEAR  SIR,  Wesion,  Feb,  81, 1792. 

My  obligationato  you  on  the  score  of  your  kind 
and  friendly  remarks  demanded  from  me  a  much 
iDore  expeditious  acknowledgment  of  the  numerous 
pacqueta  fhat  contadlied  them;  but  I  hav^  been 
hin^red  by  many  causes,  each  of  which  you 
would  admit  as  a  sufficient  apology,  but  none  of 
which  I  will  mention,  lest  \  should  give  too  much 
of  my  paper  to  the  subject.  My  acknowledgments 
are  llke^nae  due  to  your  fair  sister,  who  has  tran- 
scribed so  many  sheets  in  sO  neat  a  hand,  and 
with  so  much  accuracy. 

At  present  I  have  no  Idsure  for  Homer,  but 
shall  certai^nly  find  lebure  to  examine  him  with  a 
reference  to  your  strictures,  before  I  send  him  a 
second  time  to  the  printer.  This  I  am  at  present 
unwilling  to  do,'  choosing  rather  to  wait,  if  that 
may  be,  Ull  I  shall  have  undergone  the  discipline 
of  all  the  reviewers;  none  of  whom  yet  ha^ve  taken 
me  in  hand,  the  (Gentleman's  Magazine  excepted. 
By  several  of  his  .remarks  I  hacve  benefited,  and 
shall  no  doubt  be  benefited  by  tlie  remarks  of  all, 

Milton  at  present  engrosses  me  altogether.  His 
Latin  pieces  I  have-  tranalated,  and  have  begun 
with  the  Italian.    Thes^  are  few,  and  will  not 


♦TO  WILLIAM  COWPER,  EfiO. 
/Vow  Lord  Thurlaw.  , 

DEAR  COWPER, 

I  HAVE  received  your  letter  on  mj  journey 
through  London,  and  aj9  the  chaise  waits  I  .shall 
be  short. 

I  did  not  mean  it  as  a  ogn  of  any  presumption 
that  you  have  attempted  what  neither  Dryden  nor 
Pope  would  have  dued ;  but  merely  as  a  proof  of 
their  addiction  to  rhyme;  for  I  am  dearly  con- 
vinced that  Homer  md.y  be  better  translated  than, 
into  "rhyme,  and  that  you  have  succeeded  in  the 
places  1  have  looked  into.  But  I'have  fancied  fhat 
It  might  have  been  still  more  literal,  preserving 
the  ease  of  genuine  English  and  melody,  and  some 
degree  of  that  elevation  which  Homer  derives  fiom 
simplicity.  But  I  could  not  do  it,  or  even  near 
enough  to  form  a  judgment,  or  more  than  a  fiuicy 
about  it.  Nor  do  I  fancy  it  could  bo  done  "  staixs 
pede  in  uno."  But  when  the  mind  has  been  fiilly 
unpregnated  with  the  original  passage,  often  re- 
volving it  and  waiting  for  a  happy  moment  may 
still  be  necos&acry  to  the  best  trained  mind.  Adieu. 


detain  me  long.  I  shall  then  proceed  immediately 
to  delib^ate  upo|i,  and  to  settle  the  plan  of  my 
conutaentary,  which  I  have  hitherto  had  but  little 
time  to  consider.  I  look  forward  to  it,  for  this 
reason,  with  some  anxiety.  I  trust  at  least  thai 
this  anxiety  will  cease  when  1  have  once  satisfied 
myself  about  the  best  manner  of , conducting  it. 
But  after  all  I  seem  to  fear  more  the  labour  to 
which  it  calls  me,  than  any  great  difficulty  ^h 
which  it  is  likely  to  be  attendol.  To.  the  labours 
of  venifying  I  have  no  objection,  but  to  the  labours 
of  criticism  I  am  new,  and  apprehend  that,  I  shall 
find  them 'wearisome.  Shoi^  thac  be  the  case,  I 
shall  beduU,  and  must  be  eontented  to  share  the 
oensure  of  being  so,  with  almost  all  the  commen- 
tators that  have  ever  existed. 

I  have  expected,  but  not  wondered  that  I  have 
not  received  Sir  Thomas  More  and  the  other  M8S. 
you  promised  me,  because  my  silence  hasubeen 
such,  considering  how  loudly  I  was  called  ^pon  to 
write,  that  you  must  have  concluded  me  eather 
dead  or  dying,  and  did  jioti^oose  perhaps  to  trust 
them  to  executors.  W.  C. 


.  TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HURDIS. 

MT  DEAR  SIR,  Wiuton,  March  3, 1793. 

1  HATB  this  moment  finished  a  comparison  of 
your  ^remarks  with  my  text,  and  feel  so  sensibly 
my  obligations  to  yo^  great  accuracy  and  kind- 
ness, that  I  can  not  deny  myoelf  the  pleasure  of 
expressing  them  immediately.  I  only  wish  that 
instead  of  revising  the  two  first  books  of  the  Ihad, 
you  could  have  found  leisure  to  revise  the  whole 
two  poems,  sensible  how  miich  my  w.ork  would 
have  benefited. 

I  have  not  always  adopted  your  lines^  though 
often  perhaps  at  least  as  good  as  my  own ;  becaoae 
there  will  and  n^ust  be  dirtnmilari^  of  manner  be- 
tween two  so  accustomed  to  the  pen  as  we  am. 
But  I  have  let  few  passages  go  unamMided^  which 
you  seemed  to  think  exceptionable;  and  this  not 
at  all  feom  complaisance;  for  in  such  a  cause  I 
would  not  sacrifice  %n  iot»  on  thai  principle,  but 
on  clear  conviction.  •' 

I  have  asyel  heard  notlung  firom  Johnson  about 
the  two  MSS.  you  announce,  but  feel  ashamed 
that  I  should  waht  your  letter  to  remind  me  of  your 
obligmg  offer  to  inscribe  Sir  Thomas  More  tome, 
should  you  resolve  to  publish  him  Of  my  consent 
to  such  a  measure  you  need  not  doubt  I  am  co> 
vetous  of  respect  and  honour  fiom  all  such  as  you. 

Tame  hare,  at  present,  I  have  none.  But  t^ 
maker  amends,  I  have  a  beautiful  little  apani^ 
caHed  Beau,  to  whom  I  will  give  the  kiss  yout 
sister  Sally  intended 'lor  the  former.  Unless  shtf 
should  conimand-me  to  bestow  it  elsewhere;  i| 
shall  attend  on  her  directions.   •  * 
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I  am  going  to  take,a  laiit  dinncit  with  a  mqirt 
agreeable  family,  wiiD  haT«  been  mj  only  neigh- 
bours ever  once  I  have  lived  at  Weston.  On 
Monday  they  go  to  I.ondon,  and  in  the  summer 
to  an  estate  in  Oxfordshire,  which  is  to  be  their 
home  in  future.  The  occasion  is  not  at  all  a  plea- 
sant on^  to  me,  nor  does  it  leave  me  spirits  to  add 
more  than  that  I  am,  dear  sir,   - 

•  •  Most  trulj[  yours,  W.  C. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESCt 


!MT  DEAREST  JOHNNY,     Wiegton,  March  11, 1792. 
Yoa  talk  of  primroses  that  you  pulled  on  Can- 
dlemas day;  but  what  think  you  of  me  who  he^rd 
^a  nightingale  on  New  Year's  dayl    Perhaps  I 
the  only  man  in  England  who  can  boast  of 
IBUch  good  fortune;  goodindeed,  for  if  it  was  lit 
I  an  omen,  It  could  not>  be  an  un&vtiUrable  one. 
The  winter,  however,  is  now'  making  himself 
Is,  alid  seems  this  more  peevish  for  havid^ 
encroached  on  at  so  undue  a  season.    No- 
ung  less  than  a  large  slice  out  of  the  spiking  wUl 

rhim. 
Lady  Heskcth  left  us  yesterday.  ^  She  int^ded 
indeed  to  have  left  us  four  days  sooner  j  but  in  the 
evening  before  the  day  fixed  for  her  departure, 
•now  enough  fell  to  ooqunoh  just  so  much  delay 
of  it      ' 

We  have  &int  hopes  that  in  the  month  of  May 
we  shall  see  her  again.  I  know  that  you  have 
had  a  letter  from  her,  and  you  will  no  doubt  have 
the  grace  not  to  make  her  wait  long  for  an  answer. 
We  expect  Mr.  Rose  on  Tuesday  ;^ut  he.^ays 
with  us  only  till  the  Saturday  following.  With 
him  I  shall  have,  some  conforenoes  on  the  subject 
of  Homer,  respecting,  a  new  edition  I  mean,  and 
some  perhaps  aq  the  subject  of  Milton;  on  him  I 
have'not  yet  begun  to  comment,  or  even  fix  the 
time  when  I  shall. 
Forget  net  your  promised  visit !  W.  C. 


at  forgetting  ^hat  I  have  seen.  But  jf  I  am  right 
I  can  not  help  recommending  the  omitted  passagei 
to  your  reconsideration.  If  the  play  were  designed 
for  representalion,  I  should  be  apt  to  think  Ceci- 
lia's firsl  speech  raCher  too  long,  and  should  prefer 
to  have  it  broken  into  dialogue,  jt)y  an  interposition 
pow  and  th^n  from  one  of  her  listers.  But  fdnoe 
it  h  designed,  as  I  understand,  for  the  closet  only, 
ufxit  objection  seems  of  no  importance;  at  no  rate 
however  wouid  I  expunge  it;  because^  it  Js  both 
prettily  imagined,  and  elegantly  written.    . 

I  have  read  your  cursory  remarks^  and  am  Biucfa 
pleased  both  with  the  style  atid  the  argument. 
Whether  the  latter  foe  new  or  not,  I  am -not  com- 
^petent'tb  judge;  if  it  be,  you  are  entitled  to  much 
praise  for  the  invention  of  it  Where  other  data 
are  wanting  to  sscertain  the  time  when  an  author 
of  many  piec^  wrote  each  in  particular,  there  can 
be  no  better  criterion  by  which  to  determine  the 
point,  tiian  the  more  or  less  proficiency  manifested 
in  the  composition.  Of-this  proficiency,  where  it 
appears,  and  of  those  plays,  in  which  it  i^ppears 
not,  you  seem  to' me  to  have  judged  well  and  tiuly; 
and  consequently  I  approve  of  your  trrangement 

I  attended,  as,  you  desired  me,  in  reading  the 
chanufter  of  Cecilia;  to^th/e  hint  you  gave  me  con- 
cerning your  sister  Solly,  and  give  you  joy  of  such 
a  sister.  This  however  not  exclusively  of  the  rest, 
for  though  they  may  not  be  all  Cecilias,  I  have  a 
Strong  persyasion  that  they  are  all  very  amiable. ' 

•W.€. 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HURplS. 

MT  DEAR  SIR,  Weston,  Mdtch^,  1192. 

I  HAVE  ^ad  your  play  earefolly,  and  with  great 
pleasure;  it  seems  now  to  be  a  performance  that 
can  not  fidl  to  do  you  much  citAiX.  Yet,  unless 
jny  memory  deceives  me,  the  scene  betwisQU  Cedlia 
and  Heron  in  the  garden  has  lost  something  that 
pleased  me  much  when  I  saw  it  first;  and  I  am 
not  sure  that  you  have  not  likewise  obliterated  an 
account  of  Sir  Thomas's  execution,  that  I  found 
very  pathetic.  It  would  be  strange  if  in  these 
two  particulars  I  should  seem  to  miss  what  never 
existed;  you  will  pre^ekitly  know  whether  I  am  ds 
good  at  remembering  what  I  never  saw,  as  I  am 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 


MY  DEAREST  coz,    7%eLodgef  March  25, 1792. 

Mr. 'Rose's  bnger  stay  than  he  at  first  intended 
was  the  occamon  of  the  longer  delay  of  my  answer 
to  your  date,  as  you  may  both  have  perceived  by 
the  date  thereof,  and  learned  from  his  information. 
It  was  a  daily  tix)uble  to  me  to  see  it  lying  in  the 
window  seat,  while  I  knew  you  were  in  expectar 
tion  of  its  arrival.  By  this  time  I  presume  you 
have  seen  him,  and  haye  seen  likewise  Mr.  Hay- 
ley's  fnendly  letter  and  complimentary  sonnet,  as 
,well  as  the  letter  of  the  honest  Ctuaker;  all  of 
which,'  at  least  the  two  former,  I  shall  be  glad  to 
receive  i\gain  at  a  fair  opportunity.  Mr.  Hayle/s 
letter  slept  six  weeks  in  Johnson's  custody.  It  was 
necessary  I  should  answer  it  without  delay,  and 
accordingly  I  answered  it  the  very 'evening  on 
which  I  received  it,  giving  him  to  understand, 
among  other  things,  how  much  vexation  the  book- 
seller's folly  had  cost  me,  who  had  detained  it  so 
long;  especially  on  account  of  the  distress  that'  I^ 
knew  it  must  have,  occasioned  to  him  also.  Froiyi 
his  reply,  wUch  the  return  of  the  post  brought  me, 
I  learn  that  in  the  long  interval  of  my  noncorres- 
'  pondence  he  had  suffered  anxiety  and  mortiflratinr 
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enough;  so  much  that  I  dare  say  he  made  twenty 
rovn  never  to  h««ad  again  either  letter  or  compli- 
ment to  an  nnknbwn.  author.  What  tiideed  could 
he  imagine  len,  than  that  Itneant  bynich  an  oh- 
•tinate  nience  to  tell  him  that  I  valued  neither 
him  nor  hie  praiees,  nor  his  proffered  firiendship; 
i&  short  that  I  considered  him  as  a  rival,  and 
therefore,  like  a  true  author,  hated  and  despised 
him?  He  is  now  however  convinced  that  I  love 
him,  as  indeed  I  do,  and.l  account  Him  the  ^hief 
•cquisitioi^that  ray  own  veree  has  ever  procured 
me.  Bruteshouldlheif  I  did  not,  ibr  he  promises 
me  every  assistaiye  in  his  power. 

I  have  likewise  a  veiy  pleavng  letter  fiom  Mr. 
Park,  winch  I  wish  you  were  here  to  read;  and  a 
veiy  pleasing  poem  (hat  came  enclosed  in  it  for 
my  revisal,  vnitten  when  he  was  -  only  twenty 
yean  of  age,  yet  wonderfully  weU  w^tten,  though 
wantL^g  some  correction. 

To  Mr,  Hmdia  I  return  Sir  Thomas  M«e  to- 
D^srow;  having  revised  it  a  second  time.  He  is 
now  «  very  -respectable  figure,  and  vnll  do  my 
fiiend,  who  gives  him  io  tho  public  this  spring, 
codsiderable  credit    .  .    W.  C, 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESGL 

irr  DEAflT FRIEND,    .  MoTch  30, 1793. 

|4y  mcymings,  ever  since  you  went,  have  been 
"given  to  my  correspondents;  this  morning  I  luive 
already  written  a  Idng  ktter  to  Mr.  Paric,  givmg 
my  opinion  of  his  pc^em,  which  is  a  fitvourable  one. 
I  forget  whether  I  showed  it  to  you  when  you 
weva  here,and  even  whether  I  had  then  received 
it  He  has  genius  and  delicate  taste;  and  if  he 
were  not  aKk  engraver  might  be  one  of  our  ^rst 
fafends  in  poetky.  .  W.  0. 


.  Tp  fiAMUEL  ROSE,  ESa 

TTeston,  Apra  6, 1793. 

.  YoiUalk,  my  dear  fiiend,  as  John  Bunyan  says, 
Uke  one  that  hae  the  egg-sheH  still  upon  his  head. 
Vou  talk  of  thfr  mighty  fitvoun  that  you  hkve  re- 
ceived from  me,  and  finget  entirely  those  for  which 
lam  indebted  to  yott;  out  though  you  forget  them, 
I  shall  not,  nor  ever  think  that  I  have  requited 
you,  so  long  as  any  opportunity  presents  itself  of 
rendering  you  the  smallest  service;  small  indeed 
is  all  that  I  can  ever  hope  to  render. 

You  now  perceive,  and  sensibly,  that  not  with- 
uut  reasoti  I  complained  as  I  used  to  do  of  those 
tiresome  rogues  the  printers.  Bless  yourself  that 
you  have  not  two  thick  quartos,  to  hfing  forth  as 
1  had.  My  vexation  was  always  piuch  increased 
by  this  reflection;  they 'are  every  day,  and  all  day 
iong,  employed  in  printing  for  somebody,  and  why 


not  for  mel  •  This  was  adding  aaOrtiJBcatioa  to 
disappointment,  so  that  I  often  lost  all  patience. 

The  suffrage  of  Dr.  Robertson  makes  mora 
than  amends  for  the  scurvy  jest  passed  upon  me 
by  the  .wag  unknown.  I  regard  him  npt;  nor, 
except  for  abou£  two  moments  after  I  fSrst  heard 
of  hiB  doin^,  have  I  ever  regarded  him.  I  have 
somewhere  a  secret  enemy;  I  know  not  for  what 
cause  he  should  be  so,  but  he  I  imagine  supposes 
.that  he  has  a  cause;  It  is  well  however  to  have 
but  one;  and  I  will  take  all  the  earel  can  not  to 
increase  the  nudiber. 

1  have  begun  my  notes,  and  W  playing  the 
.commentator  manfully.  The  wont  of  it  is  that 
I  am  anticipated  in  almost  all  my  (^portunities  to 
shine  by  those  who  have  gone  before  me. 

W.  C. 


TO  WILUAM  HAYLEY,  l^SGt. 

MT  BEAR  FRIEN0,  Wctton,  April  6, 1T92. 

God  grant  that  this  friendship  of  ours  may  be 
a  comfort  to  us  all  the  rest  of  our  days,  in  a  world 
where  true  friendships  are  rarities,  and  especially 
where  suddenly  formed  they  are  apt  soon  to  ter- 
minate!  But  as  I  said  before,  I'foel  a  disposition 
of  heart  toward  you  that  I  never  felt  for  one  whom 
I  hibd  never  seen;  and  that  shall  prove  itself  t 
trust  in  the  event  a  propitious  omen. 

Horace  says  somewhere,  though  I  may  quote 
perhaps,  for  I  have  a' terrible  memory. 


*  *  •  *'Ou^  ttars  conBent,  at  least  have  had  an  in- 
fluence somewhat  similar  in  another,  and  mora 
important  article.— —*♦  ♦ 

h  gives  me  tl^e  sinoerest  pleasure  thal7  may 
hope  to  see  you  alt  Weston;  for  as  to  any  milgra- 
tbns  of  mine,  they  must,  I  fear,  notwithstanding 
the  joy  I  should  feel  in  bsing  a  guest  of  yours,  be 
still  considered  in'  the  light  of  impoanbilitiea. 
Gome  then,  my  friend,  and  be  as  welcome,  as  the 
country  people  say  here,  as  the  ffewers  in  May ! 
I  am  happy,  as  t  say,  in  the  expectation-,  but  the 
fear,  or  rather  the  consciousness  that  I  shall  not 
answer  on  a  nearer  view,  makes  it  A  trembling 
kind  of  happiness,  and  a  doubtful. 

After  the  privacy  which  I  have  mentioned 
above,  1  went  to  Huntingdon;  soon  after  my  ar- 
rival there,  I  took  up  my  quarters  at  the  house  of 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Un^Kdn:  I  lived  with  him  while  he 
lived,  and  ever  since  hid  death  have  lived  with  hie 
widow.  Her,  therefoj^e,  you  will  find  mistress  of 
the  house;  and  I  judge  of  you  amiss,  or  you  wiH 
£nd  her  just  such  as  you  would  wish.  To  me 
she  has  been  often  a  nuxw,  and  invariably  the 
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kindest  tfeii^  through  a  fhouscLnd  adi^ernties 
that  I  have  had  to  grapple  with  in  .ihe  coune  of 
almost  thirty  yean.  I  thought  it  better  to  intro- 
duce her  to  ydu  thas,  than  to  present  her  to  you 
at  your  oommg  quite  a'  stranger.     . 

Bring  with  you  any  books  that  you  think  may 
be  useral  to  my  commentatorship,  for  with  you 
for  an  interpreter  I  shall  be  afrajd  of  none  of 
them.  And  in  truth,  if  you  think  that  you  shall 
want  them,  you  must  bring  books  for  your  own 
use  alsOj  for  they  are  an  articTe^with  yrhioh  I  un 
keirumsly  unprovided;  being  mu<?h  in  the  con- 
dition of  the  man  whose  libraiy  Pope  desoribes  ^ 

Nosa4gbtriiaD»l 
Bis  own  works  iMstly  baand,«Qd  ttttbman! . 

YoQ  shall  kxu>w  how  tfais^has  <;oifte  to  pass  l^ere- 
after. 

Tell  me^  my  fiietad,  are  your  letters  in  your  own 
faibdwriting;  if  so,  I  am  in  pain  for  your  eyes,  lest 
by  such  frequent  demands  upon  them  I  should 
hurt  them.  I  had  rather  write  you  three  letters^  for 
one,  much  as  I  prize  your  letters,  than  that  should 
happeif.  And  now,  for  the  present,  adieu — I  am 
going  to  accompany  Milton  into  the  lake  of  fire 
and  brimstone,  having  juM  begun  my  aanotaiidns. 

W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HURDI6. 

MT  DEAR  SIR,  Wuton,  AptU  8, 1793. 

Your  entertaining  and  pleasant  letter,  resem- 
bling in  that  ngped  all  that  I  receiTe  from  you, 
deserved  a  more  expeditious  answer;  and  should 
hav6  had  what  it  so  well  deserved,  had  it  not 
reached  me  at  a  time  when  deep^  in  debt  to 
all  my  correspondents,  I  had  letters  to  write  with- 
out number.  Like  autumnal  Jeaves  thi|t  strew 
the  farpoks  in  VallambrotOf  the  unanswered  far- 
rago Uj  before  me.  If  I  quote  at  all,  you  must 
expect  me  hnioeforth  to  quote  none  but  Milton, 
since  for  a  long  time  to  cpme  I  shall  be  ^oocup^ 
with  him  only.  \ 

I  wa«  much  pleased  with  the  extnct  yov  gave 
me  from  your  sister  Eliza's  letter;  she  writes  veiy 
ekgantly,  and  (if  I  might. say  it  without  seeming 
to  flatter  you)  I  should- say -mucH.  in  the  manner 
of  her  brother.  It  is  well  for  your  sister  Sally, 
that  gloomy  Dis  is  already  a  married  man;  else 
perhaps  findiiig  her,  as  he  found  Proserpine,  stu- 
dying botany  in  the  fields,  he  might  transport  her 
to  his  own  jflowerless  abode,  where  all  her  Jiopes 
of  improvement  in  that  science  would  be  at  an  end 
forever. 

What  letter  of  the  tenth  of  December  is  that 
whidi  you  Ay  you  have  not  answered)  Consider 
it  is  April  now,  and  I  n^er  remember  any  thing 
that  I  write  half  so  long.    But  perhaps  it  relates 


to  Cakhas,  Sht  1  do  remember  that  you  have  n(4 
yet  furnished  me  with  the  secret  history  of  him 
and  his  fomily,  which  I  demanded  from  you. 

Adieu. '  Yoursj  most  sincerely,  W.  C. 

I  rejoice  that  you  are  so  well  with  the  learned 
Bishop  of  Sarum,  and  well  remember  how  be  fer- 
reted the  vermin  Lauder  out  of  all  his  hidings, 
when  I  was  a  boy  at  Westminster. 

I  have  not  yet  studied  with  your  last  remarks 
before  me,  but  hope  sooq  tq  find  an  opportunity. 


TO  JUADY  THROCKMORTON.^ 
J^C9$an,  April  16,  1792. 

BIT  DBAR  LADT  PROG, 

I. THANK  you  for  your  letter,  as  sweet  as  it  was 
short,  and  as  sweet  as  good  news  could  make  it 
You  eaoourage  a  hope  that  has  made  me  happy 
ever  since  I  faAve  entertainfed  it  And  if  my  wkb- 
es  can  l^ssten  the  event,  it  jwill  not  be  long  sus- 
pended. As  to  your  jealousy,  I  mind  it  not^  or 
onl^  to  be  plnsed  with^it;  1  shall  say  pe  mSte on 
the  subject  al  present  than  this,  that  of  all  ladies 
living,  a  certain  lady,  whom  I  need  not  name, 
would  be  the  lady  of  my  choice  for  a  certain  gen-' 
tkman,  wen  the  whole  sex  submitted  to  my  ele& 
tion.  • 

Whatji'deliffbtfbl  ansedote  is.that  tdnohyou 
tell  mft  of  a  Joimg  ledy  detected  in  the  very 
act  of  stealing  our  CatharinaJb  praises;  is  it  pos- 
ble  that  she  can  survive  the  shame,  the  mortifica- 
tion of  such  a  disod«try  I  Can  sb»  ever  see  the 
same  oompeny  again,  €V  any  company  tiiat  she  can 
suppose  by  the*  remotest  probability,  may  have 
heard  the  tidings  1  If  sbe.can,8hamiMhavean 
aasfiraace  equal  to  her  vanity.  A  lady  in  Lon- 
don stole  n^  song  en  the  broken.  Rose,  or  rather 
would  havestolen,  and  liava  pnaed  It  for  her  own. 
But  she  too  iras  nnfbvtnnate  in  her  attempt;  fir 
there  happened  to  be  a  femsle  cousin  of  mine  in 
company,  who  knew  thai  I  had  written  it  It  i» 
very  fiattering  tq  a  poet's  pride,  that  the  ladies 
should  thns  haiMd  evuy  thing  for  the  sake  of  ap* 
propriating  his  verses.  I  may  say  with  "Milton, 
that  I  am  fiUlen  on.evU  tonguu^  end  evil  days^ 
being  qot  only  pkmdcraa  of  that  which  bek>ngs  io 
me,  but  being  charged  with  that  which  does  not 
Thus  it  seems  j(aad  I  have  learned  it  firom  more . 
qiiaxten  than  one)  that  a  report  is,  and  has  been 
some  time  current  in  this  aiid  the  neighbouring 
counties,  that  though  I  have  given  myself  the  air 
of  declaiming  against  the  Slave  Trade  in'  the 
Task,  I  am.  in  reality  a  finend  to  it;  and  last  night 
I  received  a  kstter  from  Joe  Rye,  to  inform  me 
that  I  have  been  much  traduced  and  calumniated 
on  this  account  Not  knowing  how  I  could  better 
cr  more  efleetually  leflUe  the  scandal,  I  have  tins 
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morning  sent  a  copy  to  the  Northampton  ^per, 
prefaced  by  a  short  letter  to  the  printer,  flpedfying 
the  occasion.  The  verses  are  in  honour  of  Mr. 
Wilberforce,  and  sufficiently  ezpresstve  of  my 
present  sentiments '  on  the  subject  You  are  a 
wicked  fair  one  for  disappointing  us  of  bur  ex- 
pected vudt,  and  therefore  out  of  mere  spite  I  will 
not  insert  them.  I  have  been  very  ill  these  ten 
days,  and  for  the  same  spite's  sake  will  not  tell 
you  what  ailed  me.  But  lest  you  fehould  die  of  a 
fright,  I  will  have  the  mercy  to  tell  you  that  I  am 
recovering. 

,Mi8.  G r  and  her  Httle  ones  are  gone, 

but  your  brother  is  still  here.  He  told  me  that  he 
hadsome  expectation  of  Sir  John  at  Weston;  if 
hs  come)  I  shall  most  heartily  rejoice  once  more 
to  see  him  at  a  table  so  many  years  his  own. 

W.C. 


TO  THE  REV.  J.  JEKYLL  RYE. 

•f T  DEAR  SIB,  Wuton^  AffU  16, 1793. 

I  AU  truly  sMiy  that  you  should  have  suffered 
any  apprehensions,  such  as  your  letter  indicates, 
to  molest  you  for  a  moment  I  bdieve  yoa  to  be 
as  honest  a  man  as  lives,  and  consequently  do  not 
believe  it  possible  that  yota  could  in  your  letter  to 
Mr.  Pitts,  or  any  otherwise  wSfully  misrepresent 
me.  In  &ct  you  did  not;  my  opinions  on  the  sub- 
ject in  question  were,  when  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing^'you,  spch  as  in  thai  letter  yon  staled  them 
to  be,  and  auch  they  still  oontinue. 

If  any  man  concludes,  because  I  allow  myself 
the  use  of  sugar  and  rum,  that  therefore  I  am  a 
friend  to  the  SUne  Tirade,  he  concludes  rashly, 
and  does  me  great  wrong ;  for  the  man  jives  not 
who  d>hoiB  it  more  than  I  do.  ^  My  reasons  for 
my  own  praodoe  are  satisfrctory  to  myselfl  and 
they  whose  practice  is  cxmtFaiy,  are,  I  suppose, 
satisfied  with  theirs.  So  far  is  good.  Let  every 
man  act  according  to  his  own  judgment  and  cob- 
scieraoe;  but  if  we  condemn  another  for  not  seeing 
with  our  eyes,  we  are  unreasonable ;  and  if  we 
reproach  him  on  that  account,  we  are  unchaiita- 
ble,  which  is  a  still  greater  evil 

I  had*  heard,  before  I  received  the  tkfoat  of 
yours,  that  such  a  repott  of  me^  as  yon  mention, 
had  spread  about  theconntcy.  But  my  informant 
told  me  that  it  was  founded  thus :  The  people  of 
Olney  petitbned  Parliament  for  the  abolition— -my 
nauie  was  sought  among  the  subsciiben,  but  was 
not  found— a  question  was  asked,  how  that  hap- 
Ijenedl  Answer  was  made,  that  I  had  once  in- 
deed been  an  enemy  to  the  Slave  Trade,  but  had 
changed  my  mind ;  for  that  lately  having  read  a 
nistory  or  an  account  of  Africa,  I  had  seen  it  there 
aiwnrtiBd^tbattaUhe 


the  negroes,  multiplying  at  a  prodigbus  rate,  were 
necessitated  to  devour  each  other;  for  whidi  rea- 
son I  had  judged  it  better,  that  the  trade  should 
continue,  than  that  they  should  be  again  reduced 
to  so  horrid  a  custooL 

Now  an  this  is  a  foble.  I  have  read  no  such 
history ;  I  never  in  my  lifo  read  any  such  asser- 
tion ;  "oat,  had  such  an  ftssertion  presented  itself  to 
me,  should  I  have  drawn  any  such  conclusion  from 
it :  on  the  contrary,  bad  as  it  were,  I  think  it  would 
be  better  the  negroes  should  have  eaten  one 
another,  than  that  we  should  carry  them  to  map- 
kit  The  single  reason  why  I  did  not  sign  the 
petition  vnuB,  because  I  was  never  asked  to  do  it; 
and  the  reason  why  I  was  never  asked  was,  be- 
cause I  am  not  apaiishioner  of  Olnej. 

Thus  stands  the  matter.  Yon  will  do  me  the 
justice,  I  dare,  say,  to  speak  of  me  as  a  man  who 
abhon  the  commerce,  which  b  now  I  hopein  a 
foir  vTay  to  be  abolished,  as  often  as  you  shall  find 
•ccasion.  And  I  beg  you  henceforth  to  do  your- 
self the  justice  to  believe  it  impossible,  that  I  should 
for  a  moment  suspect  you  of  dupUdty  or  misre* 
presentation.  I  have  been  greedy  slandered,  but 
neither  by  you,  nor  in  consequence  of  any  thing 
that  you  have  either  said  or  written.  I  remain 
therefore,  stall  as  heretofore,  vrith  great  respect, 
Jfiic^  and  truly  yaurtf  W.  C 

Mis.  Unwin's  colnpliirt»nte  attend  yoo. 


TO  LADY  HESKEtH. 


BIT  DBARCST  coz,  Wuton,  May  5, 1799^ 

t  RBioiCB,  as  thou  reasonably  suppooest  me  to 
do,  in  the  matrimonial  news  communicated  in  your 
last  Not  that  it  was  altogether  news  to  me,  for 
twice  I  had  received  broad  hints  of  it  from  Lady 
Frog  by  letter,  and  several  times  vivd  voce  while 
she  was  here.  But  she  enjoined  me  secrecy  as 
well  as  you,  and  yon  know  that  all  secrets  are 
safewithme;  saforfiurthan  the  winds  in  the  bags 
of  JEohis.  I  know  not  in  iaet  the  lady  vrhom  it 
would  give  me  more  pleasure  to  call  Mrs.  Courte- 
nay,  than  the  lady  in  question;  partly  because  I 
know  her,  but  especially  because  I  know  her  to 
be  all  that  I  can  wish  in  a  neighbour. 

I  have  often  observed  that  there  is  a  regular  al- 
ternation of  good  and  evil  in  the  k)t  of  men,  so 
that  a  fovourabie  incident  may  be  considered  as 
the  harbinger  of  an  unfavourable  one,  and  vtee 
vend.'  Dr.  Madan's  experience  witnesses  to  the 
truth  of  this  observatian.  One  day  he  gets  a 
broken  head,  and  next  a  mitre  to  hetl  it  I  re- 
joice that  he  has  met  with  so  eflectual  a  cure, 
though  my  joy  is  not  unmingled  with  concern:  for 
of  that  traffic 'till  now  I  had  some  hope  of  seeing  him,  but  since 
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I  live  in  the  North,  and  hv  episcopal  call  is  in 
the  West,  that  is  a  gratification  I  suppose  which 
I  must  no  longer  look  for. 

My  sonnet,  which  I  sent  you,  was  printed  in 
the  Korthampron  paper  last' week,  and  this  week 
it  produced  me  a  complimentary  one  in  the  same 
paper,  which  served  to  convince  me  at  least  by 
the  matter  of  it,  that  my  own  was  not  published 
without  occasion,  and  that  it  had  answered  its 
purpose.  . 

My  correspondence  with  Hayley  proceeds  brisk- 
ly, and  is  veiy  affectionate  on  both  sides.  I  expect 
him  hete  in  about  a  fortnight,  and  wish  heartily, 
with  Mrs.  Unwin,  that  you  would  give  him  a 
meeting.  I  have  promised  him  indeed  that  he 
•hall  find  us  alone,  but  you  are  one  of  the  family. 

I  wish  much  to  print  the  fisUowing  lines  in  one 
of  the  daily  papers.  Lord  ^'s  vindication  of  the 
poor  culprit  in  the  affair  of  Cheit-^ing  has  con- 
firmed me  in  the  belief  thut  he  has  been  injurious- 
ly treated,  and  I  think  it  an  act  merely  of  juitioe 
to  take  a  little  notice  of  him. 

TO 

WARREN  HA'STINGS,  ESa. 

BY 
AN  OLD  SCHOOLFELLOW  OF  HIS  AT  WESTMINSTER. 

BASrriNGS!  IkfieiraieeTDiin^aidoramin^ 
While  Toung,  humane^  eoarsrnhla,  and.klnd 
Nor  on  I  well  beliate  ihM^  gentle  ftefi, 
Mow  growna  Tillain,  and  the  vxtrst'of  mbD. 
Bat  rather  some  eoepect,  who  have  ot>pnil^d 
And  worried  ihee^  as  not  themselTei  the  beti. 

If  thou  wilt  take  the  pains  to  send  theii\.  to  thy 
news-monger,  I  hope  thou  wilt  do  well.    Adieu ! 

W.  C. 


the  sooner  after  June  the  better;  till  then  we  shall 
have  company. 

I  forgot  not  my  debts  to  your  dear'sister,  and 
your  aunts  Balls.  Greet  them  both  with  a  brother's 
kiss,  and  place  it  to  my  account.  I  win  vmte  to 
them  when  Milton  and  a  thousand  other  engage- 
liients  vriD  give  me  leave,  Mr.  Hayley  is  here  on 
a  visit  We  have  formed  a  friendship  that  I  trust 
will  last  for  life,  and  render  us  an  edifying  exam- 
ple to  all  future  poets. 

Adieiul  Lose  no  time  in  eoming  after  the  tuno 
motioned.  W.  C. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESO. 

We^Um^  May  90, 1793. 

MT  DEAREST  OF  ALL  JOHNNIES, 

I  AH  not  Sony  that  your  ordination  is  post- 
poned. A  year's  learning  and  wisdom,  added  to 
your  present  stock,  will  not  be  more  than  enough 
to  satisfy  the  demands  of  your  function.  Neither 
am  I  sony.that  you  find  it  difficult  to  fix  your 
thoughts  to  the  serious  point  at  all  times.  It  proves 
at  least  that  you  attempt,  and  wish  to  do  it,  and 
these  are  good  symptoms.  Woe  to  those  who  en- 
ter on  the  ministry  of  the  Gospel  without  having 
previously  asked  at  least  firom  Gtod  a  mind  and 
ggmt  suited  to  their  occupation,  and  whose  expe- 
rience never  differs  firom  itself,  because  they  are 
always  alike  vain,  light,  and  inconsiderate.  It  is 
therefore  matter  of  great  joy  to  me  to  hear  you 
complain  of  levity,  and  such  it  is  to  Mn.  Un- 
win.  She  is,  I  thank  God,  tolerably  well,  and 
loves  you.    As  to  the  time  of  your  journey  hither, 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

Westofiy  May  24, 1792. 

I  WISH  with  all  my  heart,  my  dearest  Coz, 
that  I  had  not  ill  news  for  the  subject  of  the 
present  letter.'  My  friend,  my  Mary,  has  again 
been  attacked  by  the  same  disorder  that  threat- 
ened me  last  year  with  the  loss  of  her,  and  of 
which  you  were  yourself  a  witness.  Gregson 
would  not  allow  that  first  stroke  to  be  par^ytic, 
but  this  he  acki;owled]^e8  to  be  so;  and  with  re- 
sped  to  the  former,  I  never  had  myself  any  doubt 
that  it  was;  but  this  has  been  tnuch  the  severest. 
Her  speech  has  been  almost  unintelligible  from 
the  moment  that  she  was  struck;  it  is  with  diffi- 
culty that  she  optas  her  eyes,  and  she  can  not 
keep  them  open;  the  muscles  necessary  to  the 
purpose  being  contracted ;  and  as  to  self-moving 
powers,  firom  place  to  place,  and  the  use  of  her 
right  hand  and  arm,  she  has  entirely  lost  them. 

It  has  happened  well,  that  of  all  men  living  the 
man  most  qualified  to  assist  and  comfort  me  is 
here,  though  till  within  these  few  days  I  never 
saw  him,  and  a  few  weeks  since  had  no  expecta- 
tion that  I  ever  should.  You  have  already  guefsed 
that  I  mean  Hayley.  Hayley  who  loves  me  as 
if  he  had  known  m^  fipom  my  cradle.  When  he 
returns  to  town,  as  he  must,  alas!  too  soon,  he 
win  pay  his  respects  to  you. 

I  will  not  conclude  without  adding  that  our  poor 
patient  is  beginning,  I  hope,  to  recover  from  this 
stroke  also;  but  her  amendment  is  slow,  as  must 
be  expected  at  her  time  of  life  and  in  such  a  dis- 
order. I  am  as  weQ  myself  as  you  have  ever 
known  me  in  a  time  of  much  trouble,  and  even 
better. 

It  was  not  possible  to  prevail  on  Mrs.  Unwiit 
to  let  me  send  far  Dr.  Kerr,  but  Hayley  has  writ- 
ten to  his  firiend  Dt.  Austin  a  representation  of 
her  case,  and  we  expect  his  opinbn  and  advice 
to-morrow.  In  the  mean  time,  we  have  borrowed 
an  electrical  machine  ftom  our  neighbour  Socket, 
the  efiect  of  which  she  tried  yesterday,  and  the 
day  before,  and  we  think  it  has  been  of  materini 


Digitized  by 


Google 


fM 


COWPER*S  WORKS. 


Let.  400, 401,  402,  ¥fX 


She  wu  seised  while  Hayley  vid  I  were  walk 
big,  and  Mr.  Greatheed,  who  called  while  we 
were  abeent,  was  with  her. 

I  forgot  in  n^  last  to  thank  thee  for  the  pro- 
posed anwndments  of  thy  fnend.  WboeTcr  he  is, 
make  my  compUments  to  him,  and  thank  him. 
The  passages  to  which  he  obj^s  kave  been  all 
altered;  and  when  he  shall  see  them  new  dressed, 
I  hope  he  will  like  them  better.  W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

The  Lodge,  May  9B,Vm, 

MT  DEABEST  COUSIN, 

Knowing  that  you  will  be  anxious  to  learn  how 
we  go  on,  I  write  a  few  lines  to  inform  you  that 
Mrs.  Unwin  daily  recovers  a  little  strength,  and  a 
little  power  of  utterance;  but  she  seems  strongest, 
and  her  speech  is  most  distinct,  in  a  morning. 
Hayley  has  been  all  in  all  to  us  on  this  very  afflic- 
tive occasion.  Love  him,  I  charge  you,  dearly 
for  my  sake.  Where  could  I  have  found  a  man, 
except  himself,  who  could  have  made  himself  so 
necessary  to-me  in  so  short  a  time,  that  I  abso- 
lutely know  not  how  to  live  without  him  ? 

Adieu,  n^  dear  svreet  Cos.  Mrs.  XTnwin,  as 
plainly  as  her  poor  lips  can  speak,  sends  her  best 
love,  and  Hayley  threatens  in  a  few  days  to  lay 
close  mtBgp  to  your  affections  in  person. 

W.C. 

There  is  some  hope,  I  find,  that  the  Chancellor 
may  continue  in  office,  and  I  riiall  be  glad  if  he 
does;  because  we  have  no  single  man  worthy  to 
succeed  him. 

I  (^xsn  my  letter  again  to  thank  you,  my  dearest 
Cos,  for  yours  Just  received;  Though  happy,  as 
you  weU  know,  to  see  you  at  all  times^  we  have 
no  need,  and  I  trust  shall  have  none,  to  trouble 
you  with  a  journey  made  on  purpose;  yet  once 
again  I  am  willing  and  desirous  to  believe,  we 
ahall  be  a  happy  trio  at  Weston;  but  unless  ne- 
cossity  dictates  a  journey  of  charity,  I  wish  all 
yours  hither  to  be  made  for  pleasure.  Farewell. — 
TAou  shalt  know  how  we  go  on. 


TOMRaBODHABl 

MT  DEARS8T  BOSS,  Westoti,  Jum  4, 1793. 

I  AM  not  such  an  ungrateful  and  insensible  ani- 
mal, as  to  have  neglected  you  thus  long^  without 


I  can  not  say  that  I  am  sorry  that  our  dear 
Johnny  finds  the  pi^lpit  door  shut  against  him  at 
peesent.  He  is  young,  and  can  aflbrd  to  wait  an- 
othfT  year;  neither  u  it  to  be  regretted,  that  his 


time  of  preparation  ibr  an  office  of  so  much  im- 
portance as  that  of  a  minister  of  God's  word  should 
have  been  a  little  protracted.  It  is  earner  to  direct 
the  movements  of  a  great  army,  than  to  guide  a 
few  souls  to  Heaven ;  the  way  is  narrow,  and  AiO 
of  snares,  and  the  guide  himself  has  the  most  dif- 
ficulties to  encounter.  But  I  trust  he  will  do  welL 
He  is  single  in  his  views,  honest  hearted,  and  de- 
sirous, by  prayer  and  study  of  the  Scripture,  to 
qualify  himself  for  the  service  of  his  great  Master, 
who  will  suffer  no  such  man  to  fail  for  want  of  Ms 
aid  and  protection     Adieu.  W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESCt. 

all'«  wxll;  Weaton,  June  4, 1793. 

Which  woids  I  place  as  conspicuously  as  pos- 
sible, and  prefix  them  to  my  letter,  to  save  you  the 
pain,  my  friend  and  brother,  of  a  moment's  anxious 
speculation.  Poor  Mary  proceeds  in  her  amend- 
ment still,  and  improves,  I  think,  even  at  a  swifter 
rate  thui  when  yon  left  her.  The  stronger  she 
grows,  the  faster  she  gathers  strength,  which  is 
perhaps  the  natural  course  of  recovery.  She  walk- 
ed so  well  this  morning,  that  she  told  me  at  my 
first  visit  she  had  entirely  forgot  her  illness ;  and 
she  spoke  so  diskinctiy,  and  had  so  much  of  her 
usual  countenance,  that,  had  it  been  possible,  she 
would  have  made  me  fbjget  it  too. 

Returned  from  my  walk,  blown  to  tatters—found 
two  dear  things  in  the  study,  your  letter,  and  my 
Mary!  She  is  bravely  well,  and  your  beloved  epis- 
tle does  us  both  good.  I  found  your  kind  pencil 
note  in  my  song-hook,  as  soon  as  I  came  down  in 
the  morning  of  your  departure;  and  Mary  was 
vexed  to  the  heart,  that  the  simpletons  who  vTalch- 
ed  her  supposed  her  asleep,  when  she  was  not; 
fiir  she  learned  soon  after  you  were  gone,  that  you 
would  have  peeped  at  her,  had  you  known  her  to 
have  been  awake.  I  perhaps  might  have  had  a 
peep  too,  and  therefore  was  .as  vexed  as  she;  but 
if  it  please  Grod,  we  shall  make  ourselves  largo 
amends  for  aU  lost  peeps  by  and  by  at  Eartham. 

W.C 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESCt 

Weston,  June  5,  IT93. 
^  Yestebdat  was  a  noUe  day  with  us— speech 
almost  perfect— eyes  open  almost  the  whole  day, 
without  any  effort  to  keep  them  so;  and  the  step 
wonderfully  improved.  But  the  night  has  been 
almost  a  sleepless  one,  owing  partly  I  believe  to 
her  having  had  as  much  sleep  again  as  usual  the 
night  before;  for  even  when  she  is  in  tolerable 
health  she  hardly  ever  sleeps  well  two  nights  to- 
gether.   I  found  her  accordingly  a  little  out  of 
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■pints  thk  monoing^  but  rttlT  vamnCuig  on  it  that  i6  advance  in  her  recovery.  So  in  fact  she  does, 
■he- is  better.  Indeed  she  always  tells  rae  so,  and  .and  has  perfonned  several' little  feats  to-day,  such 
will  pvobably  die  with  tho«e  very  words  up9n  her  .as  either  she  could  not  perform  at  all,  or  very 


fips.  They  will  be  true  then  at  least,  for.  then  she 
nkH  be  best  of  all.  She  is  now  (the  clock  has  just 
stnick  eleven)  .endeavouring,  1  believe,  to  get  a 
little  sleep,  for  which  reason  I  do  not  yet  let,  ber 
know  that  I  )iave  received  your  letter. 

Can  Lever  honour  you  enough  ibr  your  zeal  to 
serve  me 7  Truly  I  think  not:  I  am  however  so 
-sensible  of  the  love  I  owe  you  on  this  aocpunt,  tha^ 
I  every  day  regret  the  acuteness  of  your  feelings 
for  mei  convinced  that  they  expose  you  to  much 
trouble,  mortification,  and  disaf^gointment  I  have 
in  shoict  a  poor  opinion  of.  my  destiny,  jis  I  told 
you  when  you  were  here;  and*  though  I  befieve 
that  if  any  man  hvhig  can  do  me  good,  you  will,  I 
can  not  yet  {wrsuade  myself  that  even  you  will  he 
Aiocessfol  in  attempting  it  But  it  is  no  matter, 
you  are  yours<^  a  good  which  I.cafi  never  value 
imough,  and  whether  lich  or  poor  in  other  respects, 
I  shall  always  account  myself  better  provided  for 
than  I  deserve,  with  such  a  friend  at  iby  back  as 
you:  Let  it  please  God  to  continue  to  me  my 
Wiffiam  and  Mary,  and  I  will  he  more  reasonable 
than  to  grumble. 

I  rose  tlus  morning  wrapped  round  with  a  cloud 
of  melancholy,  and  with  a  heart  full  of  fears  ^  but 
if  I  see  Mary's  amendment  a  Uttie  advanced  when 
she  rises,  I  shall  be  bettef . 

I  have  just  been  with  her  again.  Except  that 
she  is  &tigued  for  waht  of  slee^,  she  seems  as  well 
as  yesterday.  The  post  brings  me  a  letter  from 
Hurdis,  who  is  broken-hearted  for  it  dying  sister; 
Had  we.  eyes  sharp  enough,  we  should  see  the  ar- 
rows of  Death  flying  in  all  directions,  and  account 
It  a  wonder  that  we  and  our  frielub  escape  them 
a  single  day.  W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESa 

Wutpn^  June  7, 1792. 
Of  what  materials  can  yoo  snppo^  me  made, 
if  after  sll  the  rapid  ptot«ft  that  you  have  given  m6 
of  your  fiiendship,  I  do  not  love  yon  with  all  my 
heart,  and  regret  your  absence  continually  1  But 
you.  must  permit  me  nevertheless  to  he  melancholy 
now  and  then;  or  if  you  will  not,  J  must  be  so 
without  your  penubision;  for  that  sable  thread  i» 
so  intermixed  with  the  very  thread  of  my  Existence, 
as  to  be  inseparable  from  It,  at  least  while  I  exist 
in  the  body.  Be  content  therefore;  let  me  ngh 
and  groan,  but  alway»  be  sure  fhat  I  love  you! 
You  win  be  well  assured  t^at  I  should  not  have 
indulged  myself  in  the  rhapsody  about  myself,  and 
my  mdanchoiy,  had  my  present  mood  beeir  of  that 
complexion,  or  had^not  our  poor  Maiy  seemed  still 

*  .  H 


feebly,  while  you  were  wid^  us. 

I  shall  be  glad  if  yon  have  secn^  Johnny,  ns  I 
call  him,  my  Norfolk  cousin;  he  is-a.  sweet  lad,  but 
as  shy  as  a  bird.  It  costs  him  always  two  or  three 
days  to  open  his  meuth  beCore  a  stranger;  but 
when  he  does,  he  is  sur^  to.  please  by  the  innocent 
cheerfulness  of  his  conversation.  His  sister  £oo  is 
one  or  my  idols,  for  the  resemblance  she  bears  to 
my  mother. 

Mary  and  you  have  all  my  thoughts;  and  how 
should  it  be  otfierwisel  She  looks  well,  is  better, 
and  bves  you  dearly.  Adieu,  my  brother.    W.C. 


TO  WILLIAM. HAYLEY,  ESQ. 

Wuton^  June  JO,  1792. 

I  DO  indeed  aiuoously  wish  that  every  thing  you 
do  may  prosper;  and  should  I  at  last  prosper  by 
your  means,,  shall  taste  d<fuble  sweetness  in  proe- 
perity  for  that  reason. 

I  rose  ^is  morning,  as  I  usually  do,  with  a 
mind  all  in  sables.-  In  this  mood  I  presented  my- 
self to  Mary's  bedside,  whom  I  found,  though  after 
many  houn  lying  awake,  yet  cheerful,,  and  not  to 
be  affected  with  my  desjwnding  humoOr.  It  is  a 
great  blessing-  to  vA  bcAh  that,  poor  fooble  thing  as 
she  is,  she  has  a  most  in\incible  courage,  and  a 
trust  in  Ghxl's  goodness  that  nothing  shakes.  She 
is  now  in  the  study,'  imd  is  certainly  in  some  de- 
gree better  than  she  wag  yesterday,  but  how  to 
measure  that  little  I  know  not,  except  by  saying 
that  it  is  just  perceptible, 

I  am  glad  that  you  hove  aten  niy  Johnny  df 
'Norfolk,  because  I  know  it  will  be'  a  comfort  to 
you  to  have  se^n  your  sncoesaor.  He  arrived,  (o 
my  ^reat  joy,  yesterday;  and  not  having  bound 
himself  to  any  particular  time  of  gohig,  will,  I  hope, 
stay  long  with  us.  -  You  are  now  once  more  snug 
in  your  retrtat,  and  I  givjB  you  jey  of  your  retuni 
to  it,  after  (he  imsUe  in  whidi  yoti  have  ]|ved  since 
you^  left  Weston.  Weston  mourns  your  absenoe, 
and  will,  mourn  it  till  she  s^  you  again.  What 
is  to  become  of  Milton  I  know  not;  Tdo  nothing 
but  scribble  to  you,  and  seem  to  have  n»  relish 
for  finy  other  employment  .  I  have  however  in 
pursuit  of  your  idea  to  compliment  Darwin,  put  a 
few  stanzas^  together,  whidi  I  shaU  subjoin;  yoa 
win  easily  give  them  all  that  you  find  they  want 
and  match  the  song  vrith  another.     . 

I  un  now  going  to  walk  with  Johnny,  mucli 
cheered  since  I  b6gan  ^ting.to  yob,  and  by  Ma- 
ry'j  looks  and  good  spirito.  W.C. 


'  Lints  addfeaed  to  Dr.  Darwin.    (See  foetOL 
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TO  LADY  HESKET^. 
MT  DEAREST  coz,  ITeftoR,  Jufie  tl,  119Si, 

Thou  art  ever  in  my  thougbtfl,  whether  I  am 
writing  to  thee  or  not-,  and  njy  oorreepondenee 
aeems  to  grow,  upon  oie  at  such  a  rate^.'that  I- am 
not  able  to  address  thee  so  often  as  I  would.  In 
fact,  I  live' only  to  write  letters.  Hayley  is  as  you 
see  added  tothe  number,  and  to  him  I  write  almost 
as  duly  as  I  rise  in  the  ntoming;  nor  is  he  only 
added,  but  -his  friend  Carwaidine  also-^airwar- 
dine  the  generous,  the  disinterested,  the  friendly. 
I  seem  in  short  to  have  stumbled  suddenly  on  a 
race  of  heroes,  men  who  resolve  to  have  no  interests 
of  their  owii  till  mine  are  served.  ^ 

But  I  will  proceed  to  other  matters,  that  concern 
me  more  intimately,  and  more  immediately,  than 
all- that  can  be  ^  done  for  me  either  by  the  great  or 
the  small,  or  by  both  united.  Since  I  wTQte  last, 
Mrs.  Unwin  has  been  continually  improving  in 
strength,  but  at  so  gradusj  a  rat^  that  I  can  only 
mark  it  by  saying  that  she  moves  about  every 
day  with  less  support  than  the  former.  Her  re- 
covery Ib  most  of  all  retarded  by  want  pf  sleejx  Ou 
the  whole  I  believe  she  goea  on  as  well  as -could  be 
expected,,  though  not  quite  well  enough  to  satisfy 
me.  And  Dr.  Austin,  Speaking  from  the  repdrts 
I  have  made  of  het^  ssjfs  be  has  no  dou^  of  her 
restoration.' 

During  the  kst  two  months,  I  seem  to  myself  to 
have  been  in  a  dream.  It  has  been  a  most  event- 
ful period,  and  fruit^I  to  ah  uncommon  degree, 
both  in  good  and  evil  I  haye  been  very  ill,  and 
suffered  excruciating  pun.  I  recovered,  and  be- 
came quite  well  again.  I  received  within  my  doois 
a  man,  but  lately  an  entire  stranger,  and  wbooiow 
loves  me  as  his  brother,  and  Ibigets  himself  to  •serve 
me.  Mrs.  Unwin  has  been  seiaed- with  an  iilneas 
that  for  many  days  threatened  to  deprive  me  of  her, 
and  to  cast  a  gloom,  an  impenetrable  one,  on  aH 
my  future  |>rospect9.  She  is  now-grsated  to  ihe 
again.  A  few  days  sino^  I  ^ould  have  thought 
the  moon  might  have  descended  into  my  purse  as 
likely  as  sny  eipolument,  and  now  it  seems  not 
impossible.  All  this  has  copie  to  pass  with  such 
rapidity  as  events  move  with  in  romance  indefMl  j 
but  not  ofVen  in  real  life.  Events  of  all  softs  creep 
oar  fly  exactly  as  God  pleases. 

To  the  foregoing  I  have,  to  add  in  condonon 
the  arrival  of  my  jTohnny,  just  when  I  wanted  him 
most,  and  when  only  a  few  dayft  before  I  had  no 
expectatbn  of  him.  He  cacne  to  dinner  on  Satur- 
day^  and  I  hope  I  shall  keep  him  l«ng.  What 
comes  next,  I  know  not;  hut  shall  M&deavoor,  as 
you  exhort  me,  to  look  fftr  good,  and  I  know  I 
Khali  have  yomr  (trayers  that  I  may  not  he  disi^- 
pcmted. 

Haley  tells  me  you  begin  to  be  jealous  of  him, 
l<vit  1  should  love  him  moro  than  I  love  you,  and 


bids  me  say,  ''that  should  I  do  so,  yon  in  zevcEnge 
Qxust  love  him  move  than  I  do.'*-^Him  t  knovr 
you  will  iove,  and  me,  hecaUw  yon  liave  such  a 
habit  of  doing  it  that  you  can  not  6eip  iL  ' 

Adieu!  My  knuckles  ache  with  letteir  wriliiig* 
With  my  poor  patient's  .afiectionats  zemeni* 
brances,  and  Johnny's, 

I  am  evc^  thine,  W.  G. 


TO  WILUAM  HALEY,  ESCt 

'  Wutan,  June  19,  119^ 
*  •  *  .*  Thus  have  I  filled  a  whole 
page  to  my  deair  William  of  Eartham,  and  have 
not  said  a.  syllable  yet  about  my  Mary.  A  suie 
sign  that  she  goes  on  well.  Be  it  kiK>wn  to  joa 
that  we  have  these  four  days  discarded  oiir  sedan 
with  two  dhows.  Here  is  no  more'  canying,  or 
being  catried,  but  she  walks  up  stain  boldly,  with 
one  hand  upon  the  balustrade,  and  the  other  under 
my  arm,  and  in  like  manner  she  conies  down  in  a 
morning.  Still  I  coilfess  she  is  feeble,  and  misses 
much  of  her  former  strength.  The  weather  too 
is'  sisully  against  her:  it  depri'^'es  her  of  many  a 
good  turn  in  the  orchard,  and  fifty  times  hiave  I 
wished  this  very  day,  th&t  Dr.. Darwin's  scheme 
of  giving  ruddeiB  and  kuIb  to  the  Ice-islands,  that 
spml  all  our  .summers,  were  actually  put  in  prac- 
tice. So  should  ire  have  'gentle  aizs  instead  of 
churiish  hlasts;  and  those  everlasting  sources  of 
bad  weather  being  once  navigated  into  the  south- 
ern heniisphere,  my  M^iy  would  recover  as  fast 
again.  We  are  both  of  your  mind  respecting  the 
journey  to  Eaitham,  and  think  that  July,  ^  by 
that  time  she  have  strength  for  the  journey,  will 
be  better  than  Augusts  We  shall  have  more 
k>ng  days  before  us,  and  them  we  shall  want  as 
much  for  our  return  as  fpr  our  going  fbarth.  This 
however  must  be  left  to  the  (Hver  of  all  good.  If 
our  visit  to  you  be  aocording  to  his  will,  he  will 
smooth  oar  way  before  us,  i^  appoint  the  tims 
of  it;  and  thus  L  speal^'  not  hecause  I  wish  to 
seem  a  saint  in  your  eyes,  hut  hecanae  my  poor 
Mary  actually  is  one,  and  would  npi  set  her  foot 
over  the  threshold,  to  save  her  life,  unhss  die  had, 
or  ihoughi  she  had,  Grod's  firee  permissioB.  With 
that  she  would  go  through  floods  and  ^n,  though 
without  it  she  would  be  aficaid  of  every  thing:- 
afraid  even  to  vidt  you,  dearly  as  she  iove^  and 
much  as  she  longs  to  see  you.  W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  WLLEY,  ESO. 

.  .ffeston,  Jitne  27. 1799L 
Wsio.  then— let  us  talk  about  this  journey  to 
Eartham.    You  wish  ine.  to  settle  the  time  of  it, 
and  J  wish  with  all  mv  heart  to  he  able  to  dp  sc\ 
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Imng  in  hci^  metiiwhiie  tbat  f  diaO  be  able  to 
doUfloon.  But  0onie  IjUtle  time  miut  neoeMtfti^ 
intttyene.  Our  Maxymtigt  be  able  (o  walk  alone/ 
to  fut  her  ovm  food,  to  Ibed  heiael^  and  to  wear 
bee  own  iboea,  for  at  preaent  ahe  wea«  ubae. 
AQ  tbiqga  eonaiaend,i)(iy  fiieod  add  brolber,  ytn 
will  aee  tbe  expedient  of  waiting  a  Utle  befine 
we  set  off  t&EardianL  We  mean  indeed  beibie 
that  day  arriTca  to  make  atilal  of  the  atmngth  of 
her  head,  how  &r  it  may  be  aUe  to  bear  the  mo- 
tion  of  a  carriage,  a  modon  that  It  baa  not  ftit 
theee  aeven  yea]^  I  gzieve  that  we  are  tlma  dr- 
comatanced,  and  that  we  can  not  gralt^  oorsehrea 
in  a  dalightfol  and  mnocent  prq|eet  without  all 
theee  precautionafi  but  when  We  have  luf-gfM  to 
handle,  we  mual  do  it  tsnderiy . 

I  thank  you,  my  brother,  both  for  pteaentbg 
my  anthocriup  toyoor  fiiend  Ghiy, and  fiir  the  ex- 
odlent  Tenea  with  which  you  have  inaeribad  your 
pseaent  There  are  none  neater  or  better  turned 
-*with  what  ahaU  I  teqintoToal  I  have  nothing 
to  aand  you  but  a  ghncrack,  which  I  have  pre- 
pared for  my  bride  and  bridegroom  na^hbours, 
who  are  expected  to-mancow.  You  aaw  in  my 
book  a  poem  entitled  Catharina,  frhlch  concluded 
with  a  wiah that ,vre had  her  ibr  a  neighbour;  thia 
therefine  ia  called  Catharina;  the  aeoond  part 
Oaher  marpage  to  Geoige  Courtenay,  Ea^* 


TO  WnOJAM  HALEY,  ESO. 

WetUm^  Jvly  4, 1793. 

I  SHOW  not  hpw  you  proceed  in  your  life  of 
Milton, bntl  auppoae not veiy r^iidly, ii»r vridle 
you  wen  here,  andrinoe  youldfc  ua,  yon  have  bad 
no  other  theaae  but  me.  Aa  for  myaeli;  elcept 
my  lelteca  to  yoii,  and  the  nuptial  aong  I  inaerted 
in  n^  hat,  I  have  literally  done  niotl^  abce  I 
aaw  you.  Nothing  I  a(iean  in  the  writing  way, 
thoi^  a  groat  deal  in  another;  that  ia  to  aay,  in 
attending  vxjf  poor  Mary,  and  endeavouring  to 
nuxw  her  up  fir  a  journey  to  Eartham,  fnthia 
I  have  hitherto  aabceeded  tolerably  weQ,  and  h#d 
rather  carry  thia  point  oompletoly,  than  be  tbe 
moat  fianeoa  editor  of  Milton  that  the  world  hae 
ever  aean,  pvahall  aae. 

Your  humoroua  deacant  upon  my  art  of  vriah- 
ing  made  ua  many,  and  oonaequently  did  good  to 
ua  both.  I  aent  my  wiah  to  the  Hall  ye^erday. 
They  are  cosoelknt  nngfa^uie,  attd  ao  ftiendly  to 
loe,  that  I  vriahed  to  gratify  them.  When  1  went 
to  pay  n^  fiiat  visit,  Oeoigeflew  into  the  court  to 
meet  me,  and  when  I  entered  the  parioV)  CaOuir 
rina  ^irang  into  my  arma.  W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HALEY,  ESfiL 

rnKon,  July  15,  I'M. 

Tin  pngnaaof  the  old  noxae  in  Terence  ia  veij 
mudi  l&e  the  pn^greaa  of  my  poor  patSent  in  th« 
read  of  reeoveiy.;  I  can  not  indeod  aay  that  afae 
movea,  but  advaneea  not,  ibr  advaneea  ase  evt* 
tainly  ^nade,  but  the  progreaa  of  a  week  ia  hanlly 
perceptible.  Iknownottherefoe  at  proaent  what 
to  aay  about  thia  long  poa^poned  Journey.  The 
utavMt  that  itia^aalb  for  me  to  aay  at  this  moment 
ia  thkr-You  knoW  that  you  am  dear  to  ui  botk; 
thie  It  ia  that  you  aro  ao,  and  equally  true  that 
the  very  hiatant  we  feel  ouneKea  at  liberiy  vre 
wiflflytoKiiitbam.  I  have  been  but  once  vritfain 
the  Hall  door  rince  the  Courtenaya  came  hon^, 
much  aa  I  have  been  preaaed  to  dine  thero,  and 
have  hardly  eacaped  giving  a  little  oflenee  by  de« 
dining  it;  but  though  lahouldoflendaDtheworid 
by  my  otirtinacy  in  tMa  inatance,  1  vrould  not  leavo 
my  poor  Maiy  alone.  J(dmny  aervea  me  aa  a  re- 
pveaentattve,  and  him  I  aend  without  acriipleL  Aa 
to  the  aflair  of  MiUmi,  I  know  not  what  vrill  be- 
come of  it  I  wrote  to  Jobnaon  a  week  ainoe,  to 
ten  him  that  the  ihtentption  of  Mra.  Vnwin'ii 
iOneaa  atill  continuing,  uid  being  likely  to  oon« 
tinue,  I  knew  not  when  I  ahould  be  able  to  pro- 
ceed. The  tranalationa  (t  aaid)  vrero  BsAjAm^ 
^cept  the  leviaal  of  a  part 

GodbleaayourdearBttle  boy  and  poet r  Itiumk 
him  for  exeidaing  hia  drawing  geniila  upon  me, 
and  ahall  be  atill  happier  to  tiiank  him  in  peraon. 

Abbot  h  painting  ma  tt  trai 
Tliit  Onat  me)  joQ  irooU  rtan^ 

And  bflONOy  know,  at  ifao  fott  vlowi 
iriwaMkeii^ortiMBa 

I  have  aat  twice;  and  ttie/pw,  who  haw  aaen  the 
copy  of  me,  aiho  much  atiruck  with  the  reaem- 
i.  He  iv  a  adber,  quiet  man,  which,  oond* 
dering  that  I  muat  have  him  at  leaat  a  vreek 
kmger  for  an  i^nyite,  Hi  a  great  comfort  to  me. 

My  Maiy  aeitda  yod  te  bear  bve.  0he  can 
walk  now,  leaning  on  my  arm  only,  and  her 
apeech  ia  certainly  moeh  inqnoved.  Ilongtoaee 
you.  Whycan  not  yonand  dear  Tom  apend  tha 
remainder  of  the  aummer  vrith  net  We  ndgfat 
then  aE  aet  off  for  Eartham  menrily  together. 
But  I  retract  thia,  cooadoua  that  I  am  unreaaona- 
ble.  It  ia  a  wratobad  worid,  and  vrlial  we  vi^ould, 
ia  almoat  alwaya  what  we  cannot 

Adieu!    Love  me,  and  be  euro  of  a  return. 

W.  O. 


TO  WILUAM  HAYLEY,  ESCL 

iTaatoii,  JiUy  iB8, 1792. 
Tnia  important  affie^f  my  dear  brother,  ia  at  laat 
Wedneadiqr  ae'n- 
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night,  if  nothing  occur  to  make'a  later  d&y 
«ai7, 18  tito  dajr  fiz«d  for  oar  joiomef.  Oar  rate 
of  IniTeling  muit  depend  od  Mary's  ability  to  bear 
iL  Our  ooodeof  ti&veling  will  occupy  thrfte 4«^ 
un&Toidabiyy  £»  we  ahaU  come  in  a  coach.  Ab- 
bot finishes  my  i»ctuie  to-morrow  *,  on  Wednesday 
he  vetorns  to  town,  aiid  ia  coihmisKianed  to  order 
one  down  for  us,  with  four  steeds  to  draw  ik^ 

"iIaUowpim9«*djadaiQf  Aflk, 

Hal  can  xMt  go  but  fony  milna  day." 
Send  us  ouk  route,  for  I  am  as  ignorant  of  it  al- 
most as  if  I  were  in  a  strange  country.  We  shall 
reach  St  Alban's  I  suppose  the  first  day ;  say 
where  we  must  finish  our  siecond  day's  journey, 
and  at  what  inn  we  may  best  reposed  As  to  the 
end  of  the  third  day,  we  know  where  that  will  find 
«s,  viz.  in  the  aims,  and  under  the^roof  oToui  Be- 
loTed  fiayley. 

Greneral  Cowper,  having  heard  a  KODKMir  of  this 
intended  migration,  deazes  to  meet  me  on  the  road, 
that  we  may  once  more  see  each  ether.  He  li^es 
at  HajB,  near -Kingston.  Shall  we  go  thiotigh 
Kingston,  or  near  it  1  For  I  would  give  him  as 
tittle  trouble  as  possible,  though  he  ofifers  very  kmd- 
ly  to  come  as  for  as  Bamet  for  tl^  pqrpose.  ^r 
moat  I  forget  Carwardine,  who  so  kindly  desind 
to  be  inform^  what  way  we  should  go.  On  what 
pointof  the  road  will  it  be  eaoest  for  him  to  find 
us  1  On  all  these  points  you  must  be  my  oracle. 
My  friend  and  brother,  we  shall  overwhelm  you 
without  numbers;  this  is  a)l  the  tR>uble  that  I 
have  left.  My  ^Johnny  of  Norfolk,  happy  in  the 
thought  of  accompanying  u^,  would  be  broken- 
hearted to  be  left  behind.  . 

In  the  midst  of  all  these  solicitudes  I  laugh  to 
think  what  they  are  made  of,  and  wh«t  an  impor- 
tant thing  it  is  for  me  to  traveL  Other  men  steal 
away  from  their  homes  silently,  and  make  no  dis- 
turbance; but  when  I  move,  houses  ama  turned 
upside  down,  maids  are  turned  out  of  thdr  l^, 
all  the  counties  through  which  I  pass  appear  to  be 
ia  an  uproar— €uny  greets  me  by  the  mouth  of 
the  General,,  and  JSssex  by  that  of  Caxwardine. 
Bow  strange  does  all  this  seem  to  a  man  who  has 
seen  no  bustle,  and  made  none,  for  twenty  years 
together.    Adieu.  W,  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESO. 

Through  Hoods  and  flames  to  yoarntraal, 

1  wfai  my  dflspYata  way, 
And  when  we  nieei,  if  e^«r  we  meef^ 
Will  echo  your  huzKB  I 
Yo0  will  wonder  at  the  word  detp^rate  in  the 
faticond  line,  and  at  the  if  in  the  third ;  but  could 
you  have  any  ooncqition  of  the  fears  I  have  had 
to  battle  with,  of  the  dejection  of  spirits  that  I  have 
9iifl«roi  conoemkg  this  Joomey,  you  would  -won- 


in.  my  resolution  to  undertake  it  .  Fortunately  fot 
my  intentions, it  haj^ns  Uiat  as  the  day  approacZi- 
es  my  terrors  abate;  for  had  they  continued  to  be 
what  tl^y  were  a  week  since,  I  must  after  all  have 
disappointed  you ;  and.wiis  actually  once  on  the 
verge  of  doing  it.  I  have  told  you  sometfiihg  of 
my  nocturnal  experienoes,  and  assure  you  now  that 
they  were  hardly  ever  more  terrific  than  on  this 
oocafflon.  Prayer  has,  however^  opened  my  pas- 
sage at  last,  and  obtained:  for  me  a  degree  of  con- 
fidance  that  I  trurt  will  prove  a  comfortable  viati- 
cum to  me  all  the  way.  On  Wednesday,  there- 
fore^ we  set  forth. 

The  terrors  that  I  have  spoken  of  Would  appeax 
ridiculous  to  most;  but  to  you  they  will  not,  for 
you  are  a  reaaonahle  creature,  and  know  well  that 
to  whatever  cause  it  be  owing-  (whether  to  consti- 
tution, or  by  Grod^s  express  appointment)  I  am 
hunted  by  spiritual  hounids  in  the  night  season.  I 
can  not  help  it  Tou  wiH  |nty  me,  and  wish  it 
Were  otherwise;  and  though  you  may  think  that 
there  is  much  of  the  imag^)ary  in  it,  will  not  deem 

it  for  that  reason,  an  evU  less  to  be  lamented 

So  much  for  fears  and  distresses/  Soon  I  luipe 
they  shall  all  have  a  jqyful  tetminadon,  and  I,  mf 
Mary,  my  Johnny,  and  my  dog,  be  skipping  with 
delist  at  Earthaml 

Wen  I  this  picture  is  at  last  finiidied,  ctnd  wel< 
finished,  I  can  assure  you.  Eve^  creature  thai 
has  seen  it  has  been  astonished  at  Uie  resemblance 
Sam's  boy  bowed  to  it,  and  Be^yjKftlked  op  to  it, 
wagging  his  tail  as  he  went,  and  evidently  show- 
ing that  he  acknowledged  its  likoiess  to  his  mas- 
ter. It  is  a  half  length,  as  it  is  technically,  but 
ahsurffiy  called ;  that  is  to  say;  it  gives  all  bat  the 
foot  and  ankle.  To-morrow  it  goes'  to  town,  and 
will  hang  some  months  at  Abbot's,  when  it  tviO  be 
sent  to  ita  due  destination  in  Norfolk. 

I  hope,  'or  rather  wish,  that  at  Eartham  I  may 
recover  that  habit  of  study,  which,  inveterate  as  it 
once  seemed,  I  now  seem  to  have  lost— lost  to  such 
a  degree  that  it  Is  even  painfiil  to  me  to  think  of 
what  it  will  cost  me  to  acquire  it  again. 

Adieu  I  my  dear,  dear  Hayley ;  God  give  us  a 
happy  meeting.  Mary  sends  her  love—She  is  in 
pretty  good  plight  this  morning,  having  slept  weq, 
and  for  her  part  has  no  fears  at  all  about  the  joui^ 
ney*  Ever  yaois,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  GREAIHEED. 

MY  DBiR  sia,  Batiham,  Aug.  6, 1792. 

Haying  lint  thanked  you  for  youi  aflbciionate 
and  acceptable  letter,  I  will  proceed,  aa  weB  as  I 
can,  to  answer  your  equally  affectibnato  Teq<«ieBt 
that  I  would  send  you  early  news  of  our  arrival  at 
Eartham.    Here  we  an  in>he  most  elegant  man- 
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mm  that  I  have  ever  hihabiM,  and  Btmoimded  hf 
liie  moet  delightful  pleamire  grounds  that  I  have 
ever  seen ;  biii  which,  diasipated  as  my  porven  of 
thought  are  at  present,  I  will  not  undertake  to  de- 
scribe. It  eihall  suffice  me  to  s^y  that  they  occu- 
py three  sides  of  a  hiU|  which.in  Buckinghamshire 
might  well  pass  for  a  mountain,  and  from  the  smn- 
mit  of  which  is  beheld  a  most  magnifiofent  landscape 
bounded  by  the  sea,  ttid  in  one  part  of  it  by  the 
Isle  of  Wight,  which  may  also  be  seen  plainly  fiom 
the  window  of  the  Ubraiy  in  which  I  amwriting.- 

It  pleasdd  Gk)d  to  carry  us  both  through  the  jour- 
ney with'  iar  less  difficulty  and  inconvenience  than' 
I  expected.  >  I  began  it 'indeed  with  a  thousand 
fears,  and  when  we  arrived  ^  first  evening  at 
Bamet,  found  myself  oppressed  in  spirit  to  a  de- 
gree that  could  hardly  be  eiKceeded.  I  saw  Mrs. 
Unwin  weary,  as  she  might  well  be,  and  heard 
such  a  variety  Of  noises,  both  within  the  house  and 
without,  that  I  Qoncluded  she  would  get  no  rest 
But  1  was  meiciiully  disappointed.  She  rested, 
though  not  well,  y^  sufficiently;  and  when  wc 
finished  our  next  day's  journey  at  Ripley,  we  were 
both  in  better  condition,  both  of  body  and  mind, 
than  on  the  day  preceding.  At  Ripley  we  found 
a  quiet  inn,^hat  housed,  as  it  happened,  that  night, 
no  company  but  ourselves.  There  we  slept  weU, 
and  rose  perfectly  refreriied;  And  except  some 
terrors  that  I  felt  at  paaang  over  the  Sussex  bills 
by  moonlight,  met  with  little  to  complain  of  till  we 
arrived  about  ten  o'ck)ck  at  Eartham.  •  Here  we 
•re  as  happy  as  it  is  in  the  power  of  terrestrial 
good  to  make  us.  It  is  almost  a  Paradise  in  which 
we  dwell;  and  our  reoeptbn  has  been  the  kindtft 
diat  it  was  possible  for  firiendship  and  hosjatality 
to  contrive^  Our  host  mentions  you  with  great 
respect,  andlnds  me4etl  you  that  he  esteems  you 
highly.  Mrs.  Unwin,'  who  is,  i  think,  in  some 
points,  already  the  better  for  her  excursion,  miites 
with  mine  her  best  compliments  both  to  yourself 
and  BdxB.  Gfreatheed.  I  have  much  to  see  and  en- 
joy befiire  I  can  be  perfectly  appriaed  of  all  the  de- 
lights of  Kaftham,<nd  will  therefore  now  subscribe 
myMlf, 

Yoois,  my  dear  sir,  with  great  sBicetity ,  W.  C , 


TO  MRS.  COURTENAY  ■ 

EarOuim,  Augiut  12, 1793. 

irr  DEASBST  CATRAHINA, 

TucfCOH  I  have  traveled  &r,  nMhing  did  I  see 
in  my  travels  that  surprised  me  half  so  agreeably 
as  your  kind  ktter ;  for  high  as  my  opinion  of  your 
good-nature  Is,  I  had  no  hopes  of  hearing  from  you 
till  I  should  have  vmtten'  first.  A  pleasure  which 
1  intended  to  allow  myself  the  first  opportunity. 

After  three  days'  confinement  in  a  coach,  and 


suffihting  as  we  went  all  that  conld  be  sufiered 
from  excessive  heat  and  dust,  we  found  ourselves 
late  in  the  evening  at  the  door  of  our  iriend  Hay- 
ley.  In  every  odier  respect  the  journey  vwa  eX- 
tremdy  pleluant.  At  the  Mitre  in  Bamet,  where 
we  lodged  the  first  evening,  vra  found  our  fifiend 
Mr.  Rose,  who  had  walked  thither  fiom  his  house 
in  Ohanceiy-kne  to  meet  us;  and  at  Kingston, 
where  we  dined  the  second  day,  I  found  my  old 
and  much  valued  firiend  General  Cowper,  whom  I 
had  not  seen  in  thirty  ^^ears,  and  but  for  this  jour- 
ney should  never  have  seen  again.  Mre.  Unwin, 
on  whose  account  I  had  a  thousand  fears  before  we 
set  out,  suffered  as  little  horn  fatigue  as  myself 
and  begins  I  hope  aheady  to  feel  some  beneficial 
effects  firom  the  air  of  Earthaqa,  and  the  exercise 
that  she  takes  in  one  of  the  most  delightful  plea- 
sure-grounds in  the  worid.  They  occupy  three, 
odes  of  a  hiU,  lofty  enough  to  oomma<kd  a  view'  of 
the  sea,  Which  skirts  the  hoxizon  to  a  length  of  j 
many  miles,  vrith  the  Isle  of  Wight  at  the  ei^d  of  it. ' 
The  inland  scene  is  eqiudly  bntutlful,  consisting 
of  a  laxge  and  deep  valley  well  cultivated,  and  en- 
closed by  magnificent'faiUs,  all  crevmed  with  vrood. 
I  had,  fixr  my  part,  no  oonoeptbn  that  a  poet  could 
be  the  owner  of  such  a  Paradise;  and  his  house  is 
ks  degsint  as  his  scenes  are  charming. 

But  think  not^  my  dear  Gatharina,  that  amidst 
aU  these  beauties  I  shall  lose  the  remembrance  of 
the  peaceful,  but  leas  splendid  Weston.  Your 
precincts  vdll  be  as  dear  to  me  as  ever,  when  I  re- 
turn; though  when  that  day  vrill  arrive!  know 
not,  our  host  being  determined,  as  I  plainly  see,  to 
keep  us  as  kmg  as  possible.:  GHve  my  best  love  to 
your  husbemd.  Thank  him  most  kindly  for  his 
attention  to  the  old  baid  of  Ghceece,  and  pardon  me 
thatldonotsendyounowanepitophftrFop.  I 
am  not  sufficiently  reooDected  to  compose  even  a 
bagatelle  at  present;  but  in  due  time  you  shall  re- 
ceive it        -   , 

Ha^ley,  wild  wiU  sooie  time  or  ether  I  hope  see 
you  at  Weston,  is  already  prepared  to  bve  yon 
both,  and  being  passionately  fond  qf  mone,  longs 
milehtohearyoo.^  A^en!  W.C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  £S4 

BUT  DEAR  FRiBND,       JBTorfton,  Aug.  14, 1793. 

RoMNET  is  here;  It  would  add  much  to  my  hap- 
pmess  if  yon  were  of  the  party;  I  have  prepared 
Hayley  to  think  highly,  that  i^  justly  of  you,  and 
the  time  1  hope  will  come,  when  you  wiU  supersede 
all  need  of  my  recommendatioii. 

Mn.  Unwin  gathers  strength.  I  have  indeed 
great  hopes  from  the  air  and  exercise  which  this 
fine  season  affords  her  opportunity  to  use,  that  ere 
we  return  she  will  be  henelf  agalii.         W.  O 
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TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  EflCL 

gm-iham,  Am^^  18, 1793. 
WiaBM  in  tins  world  An  genenlly  Tiin,  and  in 
the  next  w«  sbaU  make  none.  ETeiy  day  I  wiah 
jrou  were  of  cur  paity,  luowing  how  ha{^  yen 
wonld  be  in  a  place  where  we  have  nothing  to  do 
bnt  enjoy  beantifbl  aoeneiy,  and  convene  agveeaUy. 
Mn.  Unwin*0  health  contiotea  to  inpiove;  |uid 
even  I,  who  wae  well  when  I  came,  findmyaelf  liU 
YOOTB^  W.  C. 


add  in  the  way  of  aewi^  esMpt  ihal  Remoay  htm 
diawn  me  in«niy«ie}  hy  th»  floffirage  of«D  hei», 
eactnuwly  like.  W.  O. 


TO  MRS.  courtenay: 

Eartham,  AttguH  85,  1793. 

Without  waUiog  for  an  anewer  to  my  laat,  I 
•end  my  dear  Calharina  the  epitaph  ehe  desind, 
eompoeed  aa  weU  ae  I  could  oompoee  it  in  a  place 
where  eveiy  olject,  being  atill  nevf  to  me,  dietraeto 
my  attention,,  and  makes  me  aa  awkward  at  ^verne 
aaifl  had  never  dealt  in  it    Here  it  it.* 

I  am  here,  aa  I  told  yon  in  my  UMt,  deligfaiftiUy 
■tuated,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  all  that  the  moat 
fiiendly  hoapitality  can  impart;  yet  do  I  neither 
foiget  Weston,  nor  my  jgrinide  at  Weston;  on  the 
oontrary,  I  have  at  length,  though  mveh  and 
kindly  pneaed  to  make  a  knger  stay,  deteimlned 
en  the  day  of  oor  dBpalrt«r»<-on  the  seventeenth 
of  September  we  ahall  leave  Eaitham;  ibor  days 
will  be  neopBMtfy  to  bring  us  home  again,  ftr  I  am 
mder  a  promiie  to  General  Cowper  to  dine  with 
him  en  the  way,  which  can  not  be  dene  eomlbita- 
biy,  either  to  him  or  to  oufsshes,  unless  w^  sleep 
that  nii^t  at  Kingston. 

The  air  of  this  plaoe  has  bean,  I  believe,  benofi- 
dal  tousboth.  I iadeed  wm in  tofenMe  health 
befine  I  set  out,  but  have  aequiied  aiaoe  I  came 
both  a  better  appetite,  and  a  knack  of  sleeping  al- 
most aa  much  In  a  siiifie  night  ae  ftmserly  in  two. 
Wheiawr  doable  tfoaiHim  ^  that  ailkde  will  be 
fiKveonkbletomeasapoetjtiqiiemuatshQW.  Abent 
myself  however  I  care  little,  being  made  of  maie- 
rialaso  tough,  aa  not  to  threaten  me  even  now,  at 
the  end  ef  so  many  hutrrm9,  with  any  thing  Uke 
a  speedy  ^asolu^on.  My  cli^f  concern  has  been 
about  BfiC  tTnwui,  and  my  eldef  comfort  at  this 
moment  is,  that  ah^  likewise  has  modved  I  hope 
considerable  benefit  by  the  journey. 

Tell  my  dear  Geoige  that  I  begin  to  long  to  be^ 
hold  him  again;  a^d  did  it  not  savour  of  ingrati- 
tude to  the  fiiend,  under  whose  roof  I  am  so  hapi^ 
at  present,  should  be  Impatient  to  find  myself  once 
more  under  yours. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Catharina.    I  have  nothing  to 


*B|ilta|ihoDFb|i^  a  dog  betoogtog  to  Lady  llirQekmonQn. 


T(J  LA0Y  HESKETH. 

Einiham,  Augted  96;  1793. 

I  KKOw  not  hew  it  is,  my  demest  Cos,  but  in  a 
new  soene,  and  sunonnded  fay  strange  cfcjecta,  t 
find  my  powen  of  thinking  disripated  to  a  degree 
that  makes  it  difiknlt  to  me  even  to  write  a  let- 
ter, and  even  a  letter  to  you;  but  sooh  a  letter  ae  I 
ean,  I  will,  and  have  the  foinst  chance  to  snoesed 
this  morning,  Hayley,  Ronmey,  Hayky'a  eon,  and 
Bean,  being  all  gone  togetherto  thesea  for  bathing. 
The  sea,  you  must  know,  is  nins  miles  eir,ee  that 
unJem  sti^idlty  prevent,  I  shall  have  an  oppoito- 
nity  to  write  not  only  to  yon,  bat  to  poor  Hurffie 
also,  who  is  broken-heaited  for  the  km  of  his  fib- 
vouiite  rister,  lately  dead:  an^whoae  letter,  giving 
an  aoooont  of  it,  which  I  received  yesterday,  drew 
from  the  eyes  of  all  our  party.  My  only 
comfort  respecting  even  yonreeif  is^  that  you  wrili 
in  good  spirito,  and  assure  me  ^at  yon  are  in  a 
state'  of  recovery;  otherwise  I  ehouU  moum  not 
only  for  Hnidie,  butfor  myself  lest  a  certain  event 
should  reduce  me,  and  in  a  abort  time  too,  to  a 
situation  as  dtstreBBing  as  his;  for  though  natma 
designed  you  only  for  my  cousin,  you  have  had  a 
rister's  place  in  my  afibdions  ever  since  i  knew 
yoii.  The  reason  is,  I  suppose,  that  having  no 
;  thedaughtei:  of  my  own  mother,  I  thought 
it  proper  to  have  one,  the  daughter  of  yours.  Cer- 
tain it  is,  that  I  oan  by  no  msans  afod  to  loso 
you ;  and  that  unless  you  wiH  be  vpon  honour  with 
me,  to  give  me  always  a  tiue  aooount  of  youiseU^ 
at  least  when  we  are  not  togetiier,  IshaU  alwaysfae 
unbappy,  bsc^use  always  suspicious  thai  you  ds- 
ceiveme.  •       . 

NowforouTMlves.  I  am,  without  the  least  di» 
simulation^  in  good  health;  mj  ^lirits  are  idMWit  a* 
good  as  you  have  ever  seen  them;  and  if  increase 
of  appetite  and  a  double  portion  of  sleep  be  adva» 
tageons,  such  m  the  advantages  that  I  have  re- 
ceived fium  this  migration.  Astothatgloominees 
of  mind,  vvhich  I  have  had  these  twenty  yean,  it 
cleaves  to  me  even  here;  and  could  I  be  transhted 
to  Paradise,  unless  I  left  my  body  behind  me, 
wonlddeave  to  meeven  there  abo.  It  ia  my  com- 
panion for  lifo,  and  nothing  will  ever  divuroe  us. 
So  much  for  mjuelf  Mn.  Unwin  is  evident^  the 
better  for  her  jaunt,  though  by  oo  means  as  she 
was  before  this  last  attack;  still  wanthif  help  when 
she  woukl  rise  ft«m  her  seat,  and  a  euppoit  in 
walking;  but  she  is  aUe  to  use 'moTB  exercise  Uian 
she  could  at  home,  and  moves  with  ladier  a  less 
tottering  step.  God  knows  what  he  designi  fat 
me;  but  when  I  see  those,  who  are  dearer  to  ms 
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dm  nyHlf,  dintmBpiiwd  tad  wifenhled,  and  niy- 
•elf  aa  Hiong  asm  the  da^a  of  ay.  joiilh|  I  tnmbla 
fir  the  aolitnda  in  which  a  iiw  jean  may  plaaa 
DM. .  I  vkh  htf  aad  yoa  to  die  bafiwe  ma,  indeed, 
but  not  till  I  am  mam  likely  taftiUffwimmMfiately. 
EiMN^h  of  thial 

Boomey  haa  drawn  ma  in  cnyona,  and  in  the 
opinion  of  all  heie,  with  hia  beat  hand,  and  with 
the  moet  exaet  veaemhlanoa  poonhto. 

The  aaientaenih  d^  September  la  the  day  on 
whiehl  intend  to  leave  Eartham.  WeshaUthen 
have  been  abc  wceha  lettdent  here;  a  hoUdaj  time 
long  aaeugh  far  a  man  whe  hea  mnoh  to  da  •  And 
now  fiueweU!  W.  C. 


P.  S.'Hayiey,  whoie  love  lor  me  aecma  to  be 
tndy  that  of  a  biolher,  haa  given  me  hia  picture, 
drawn  by  Btfnney  about  fifteen  yeaia  ago;  an 
adriiirabia  fikeneaa 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HURDIS. 

MT  DEAR  am,    '       Earthamy  Avgwi  96, 1790. 

Your  kind  hot  «ery  affeoting  letter  finmd  me 
not  at  Weelon,  to  which  pUoe  itwaadiiected,  bat 
in  a  bower  of  raj  Mend  Hayley'a  garden  at  Ear- 
Aam,  where  I  waa  aMmg  with  Mrs.  Unwin.  We 
both  knew  the  moment  we  aaw  it  from  whom  it 
came;  and  obeervlng  a  red  aeal,  both  oom&rted 
tiuiaelvea  that  allwaaweD  at  Borwaah :  but  we 
aoon  ftit  that  we  were  eafled  not  to  rejoice^  but  to 
moom  with  yod — ^we  do  indeed  ainoerely  mourn 
with  yoa;  and  if  it  wiH  affiMdyoa  any  oonaolation 
to  know  it,  yea  may  be  aaeared  that  every  eye 


hen  haa  tealified  what  our  hearta  have  aoflered 
feryon.  Yonr  loaeia  great,  and  your  diapoiidon 
I  pereeive  aaoh  aa  expoeea  you  to  feel  the  whole 
weight  of  it;  I  w3l  not  add  to  yoor  eonrow  by  a 
vain  attempt  to  aeniage  it;  your  own  good  aenaa 
and  the  piety  of  year  prindplea  will,  of  counw, 
aoggeit  to  you  the  meet  powerful  mottvea  of  aoqui- 
eaoenoe  in  the  will  of  G(od.  You  will  be  sure  to 
leeoOect  that  the  stroke,  severe  aa  it  is,  ia  not  the 
atroke  of  an  enemy,  but  of  a  lather;  and  vnll  find 
I  trust  hoeafter  that  like  a  &ther  he  has  done  you 
good  by  it  Tbouaanda  have  been  able  to  aay,  and 
myaelf  aa  loud  aa  any  of  themj  it  haa  been  good  for 
me  that  I  waa  afflicted;  but  tune  is  neeeasary  to 
work  OS  to  this  perBaasion,andinduetimeit  shall 
beyoma.  Mr.  Hay  1^,  who  tenderly  aympathiaea 
with  you,  hMeqjobied  me  to  aend  you  aapreasnig 
an  Invitation  aa  I  ean  frame,  to  join  me  at  this 
plaoe.  I  have  every  motive  to  wiah  your  oonaent. 
Both  your  benefit  and  my  own,  wbdch  I  believe 
would  be  abundantly  answeied  by  yoor  coming, 
eioght  to  majce  me  eloquent  in  such  a  cauae.  Here 
yoa  WHI  find  silence  and  retirement  in  perlection, 
when  yen  would  aeek  them;  and  here  such  com- 


pany aa  I  have  no  doubt  would  anityou;  ail  cheer- 
fbl,  but  stoC  noisy;  and  all  alike  dispoasd  to  love 
yoa:  you  and  I  seem  to  hare  here  a  lair  oppoctu* 
nity  oif  meeting.  It  virere  a  pity  we  should  be  in 
the  same  county,  and  not  Come  together.  I  am 
here  tin  the  seventeenth  of  September,  an  interval 
tibat  will  afiM  you  time  to  make  the  neceesaiy 
axraflgementa,  and  to  grati^  me  at  last  with  an 
interview  which  I  have  long  desired.  Let  me  hear 
from  you  aoon,  that  I  may  have  double  pleasure, 
the  pleaanBe  of  expecting  aa  well  aa  thai  pf  aeeing 
yoa. 

Mia.  Unwin,  I  thank  God,  thoOgh  still  a  aufiferer 
by  her  laat  illness,  is  much  better,  and  haaieceived 
conaiderable  benefit  by  the  air  of  Eanham.  She 
ac(da  to  mine  her  afibctionate  compliments,  and 
jdns  me  and  Hayley  in  this  invitation. 

Mr.  Remney  is  here,  and  a  young  man,  roau- 
flin  of  mina.  I  tell  you  who  we  are,  that  you  may 
not  be  afraid  of  ua.        . 

Adieu  1  May  the  Comlbiter  of  all  the  afflicted 
who  s^  him,  be  yours.  Grod  bless  you.    W.  C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

MT  DBiBSar  couarN,       Earikamf  Sept.  9, 1793. 

I  DETERMINE,  if  possible,  tosond  you  one  more 
letter,  or  at  leaal,  if  possible,  once  more  to  send  you 
something  like  one,  befi>re  we  leave  Eartham.  Bat 
I  am  m  truth  ao  unacoountaUy  local  ia  the  use 
of  my  pen,  that,  like  the  man  in  the  frible,  who 
eould  leap  well  no  where  but  at  Rhodea,  I  am  !»• 
capabia  of  writing  at  all,  except  at  Weaton.  Thia 
is,  aa  I  have  already  told  you,  a  delightfol  place; 
more  beautifiil  seenery  I  have  never  beheld,  nor 
expect  to  behold;  but  the  charma  of  it,  uncommon 
aa  they  are,  have  not  in  the  leaat  alienated  my 
affictiona  fimn  Weaton.  Tke  geniua  of  that  plaoe 
auito  me  better,  it  haa  an  air  of  snqg  concealmentj 
ia  which  a  diapoeitum  like  mine  Mm  itaelf  \ 
Uaily  gratified',  whereaa  herel  aee  from  every  wi|^ 
dow,  wooda  Hke  foreata,  and  hUh  like  i 
vriklness,  in  ahort^  that  rather  increaaea  my  I 
melancholy,  and  which,  vrere  it  not  fiir  Che  i 
abka  I  find  within,  would  soon  convince  i 
m^  change  of  place  can  avail  me  little.  Ao 
ingly  I  have  not  looked  out  fiir  a  houae  in  Sussex, 
nor  shall. 

.  The  intended  day  of  our  depaiture  continueate 
be  the  aeventeenth.  I  hope  to  reconduct  Mn.  0n- 
win  to  the  Lodge  with  her  health  conaiderah||y 
mended:  but  it  is  in  the  article  of  speech  chiefly, 
and  in  her  powen  of  walking,  that  ahe  ia  aenaiUe 
of  moch  imprevement  Her  eight  and  her  hand 
still  fttl  her,  ao  that  she  can  neither  read  nor  work; 
mortilying  circumstancea  both  to  her,  who  is  never 
wiHingly  idle. 

On  the  eighteendi  I  purpoae  to  dine  with  Urn 
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General,  and  to  rest  that  night  at  Kingston;  but 
the  pleasure  I  ahall  haire  in  the  interview  will 
hardly  be  greater  than  the  pain  I  shall  feel  at  the 
end  if  it,  for  we  shall  part  probably  to  meet  no 
more. 

Johnny,  I  know,  has  told  you  that  Mr.  Hnidia 
is  here.  Distressed  by  the  km  of  his  sister,  he  has 
lenoimced  the  place  where  she  died  for  ever,  and 
is  about  to  enter  on  a  new  course  of  life  at  Oxford. 
Vou  would  admire  him  much  He  is  gentle  in  his 
manners,  and  delicate  in  his  person,  resembling 
our  poor  friend  Unwin,  both  in  face  and  figure, 
more  than  any  one  I  have  ever  seen.  But  he  has 
liot,  at  least  he  has  not  at  present,  his  vivacity. 

I  have  corresponded  since  I  came  here  with 
Mrs.  Courtenay,  and  had  yesterday  a  very  kind 
letter  from  her. 

Adieu,  my  dear:  may  Grod  bless  you.  Write 
to  me  as  soon  as  yon  can  after  the  twentieth.  I 
shall  then  be  at  Weston,  and  indulging  myself  in 
the  hope  that  I  shall  erelong  see  you  there  also. 

W.C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESa 
The  San,  at  Kingeton,  Sept,  18,l'79i3. 

MY  DEAR  BROTHBR, 

WiTB  no  sinister  accident  to  retard  or  terafy 
us,  we  find  ourselves,  at  a  quarter  before  one,  ar- 
rived safe  at  Kingston.  I  left  you  with  U  heavy 
heart,  an4  with  a  heavy  heart  took  leave  of  our 
dear  Tom,  at  the  bottom  of  the  chalk-hilL  But 
soon  after,  this  last  sepaiation  my  troubles  gushed 
from  my  eyes,  and  then  I  was  better. 

We  must  now  prepare  for  our  visit  to  the  Ge- 
neral I  add  no  more  therefore  than  our  dearut 
remembrances  and  prayers  that  God  mi^y  bless  you 
and  yours,  and  reward'  you  an  hundred-fold  for 
all  your  kindness.  Tell  Tom  I  shall  always  hold 
him  dear  for  his  affectionate  attentions  to  Mrs. 
Unwin.  From  her  heart  the  memory  of  him  can 
never  be  emsed.  Johnny  loves  you  aU,  and  haft 
bis  share  in  all  these  acknowledgments.    Adieu. 

W.C. 


Td  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESa 

UY  DEAR  HATLET,  TTeftton,  Sspt.  21, 1792. 

Chaos  himself^  oven  the  Chaos  of  Milton,  is  not 
surrounded  with  more  oonfijsion,  nor  has  a  mind 
more  completely  in  a  hubbub,  than  I  experience  at 
the  present  moment.  At  our  fint  arrival,  liter 
long  absence,  we  find  an  hundred  orders  to  ser- 
vants necessary,  a  thousand  things  to  be  restored 
to  their  proper  places,  and  an  endless  variety  of 
minutiffi  to  be  adjusted ;  which,  though  individually 
of  fitlle  importance,  are  most  momentous  in  the 


aggregate.  In  these  drcumstanees  I  find  mysdf 
so  indisposed  to  writing,  that  save  to  yooiself  I 
would  on  no  account  attempt  it;  but  to  youl  wiB 
give  such  a  recital  as  I  can  of  utt  fliat  has  passed 
since  I  sent  you  that  short  note  from  Kingston, 
knowing  that  if  it  be  a  perplexed  recital,  you  will 
consider  the  cause,  and  pardon  it  I  vrill  begin 
with  a  remark  in  which  I  am  inclined  to  think  you 
will  agree  with  me,  that  there  is  sometimes  more 
true  heroism  passing  m  acomer,  and  on  occasions 
that  make  no  noise  in  the  worid,  than  has  oilen 
been  exercised  by  those  whom  t^t  world  esteems 
her  greatest  heroes,  and  on  occasions  the  most  ii- 
lustiious;  I  hope  so  at  least;  for  all  the  heroism  i 
have  to  boast,  and  all  the  opportunities  I  have  of 
displaying  any,  are  of  a  private  nature.  After  vnit- 
ing the  note  I  immediatelybegan  to  prepare  for 
my  appointed  visit  to  Ham;  bat  the  struggles  that 
I  had  with  my  own  spirit,  labouring  as  1  did  under 
the  most  dreadful  dejection,  are  never  to  be  tdd.  I 
would  have  given  the  world  to  have  been  excused. 
I  went,  however,  and  carried  my  point  against 
myself  with  a  heart  riven  asunder — I  have  reasons 
for  all  this  anxiety  which  I  can  not  relate  now.  The 
visit  however  passed  off  well,  and  we  returned  in 
the  dark  to  Kingston.  I  with  a  lighter  heart  than 
I  had  knovm  sbce  my  departure  from  Eartham, 
and  Mary  too,  for  she  had  sufiered  haidly  less 
than  myself  and  chiefly  on  my  aeoount.  That 
night  we  rested  well  in  our  inn,  and  at  twenty 
minutes  after  eight  next  morning  set  off  for  Loo- 
don;  exactly  at  ten  we  reached  Mr.  Rose's  door; 
we  drank  a  dish  of  chocolate  with  him,  and  pro- 
oeeded,  Mr.  Roee  riding  with  us  as  far  as  St  Al- 
ban'a  From  this  tugoe  we  met  with  no  impedi- 
ment In  the  dark,  and  in  a  storm,  at  eight  at 
night,  we -found  ourselves  at  our  own  back  door. 
Mrs.  Unwin  was  very  near  sfipping  out  of  the 
chair  in  which  she  was  taken  from  the  chaise,  but 
at  last  was  landed  safe.  We  all  have  had  a  good 
night,  and  are  aU  well  this  morning. 
God  bless  you,  my  dearest  brother.        W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESO. 

MY  DEAR  HATLET,  Wutott^  Ott.  2,  1792. 

A  BAD  night,  succeeded  by  an  east  wind,  and  a 
sky  all  in  sables,  have  such  an  efiect  upon  my 
spirits,  that  if  I  did  not  consult  my  own  comfort 
more  than  youn,  I  diould  jiot  write  to^iay,  for  I 
shall  not  entertain  you  much:  yet  your  letter, 
though  containing  no  very  pleasant  tidings,  has 
afibrded  me  some  relief.  It  tells  me,  indeed,  that 
you  have  been  dispirited  yourself,  vaA  that  poor 
little  Tom,  tiie  faithful  squire  of  my  Mary,  has 
been  seriously  indisposed;  all  this  grieves  me,  but 
then  there  is  a  waimth  of  heart,  and  a  kindness 
in  it,  that  do  roe  good.    I  will  exideavour  not  to 
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repay  yon  in  notes  of  mrrow  and  despondence, 
though  all  my  sprightly  chords  seem  hrokeh.  In 
trath,  one  day  excepted,  I  have  not  seen  the  day 
when  I  have  heen  cheerful,  smoe  I  left  you.  My 
spirits,  I  think,  are  almost  constantly  lower  than 
they  were:  the  approach  of  winter  is  perhaps  the 
cause;  and  if  it  is,  I  have  nothing  better  to  ez> 
pect  for  a  long  time  to  come. 

Yesterday  was  a  day  of  assignation  with  my- 
self, the  day  of  which  I  said  some  days  before  it 
came,  when  that  day  comes  I  will  begin  my  dis- 
sertatbns.  Accordingly  when  it  came  1  prepared 
to  do  so;  filled  a  letter-case  with  fresh  paper,  fur- 
nish^ myself  with  a  pretty  good  pen;  and  reple- 
nished my  ink-bottle;  but  partly  from  one  cause, 
and  partly  from  another,  chiefly  however  from 
distress  and  dejection,  afler  writing  and  obliterat- 
ing about  six  hnes,  in  the  composition  of  which  I 
spent  near  an  hour,  I  was  obliged  to  relinquish 
the  attempt.  An  att^npt  so  unsuccessfd  could 
have  no  other  effect  than  to  dishearten  me,  and  it 
has  had  that  effect  to  'such  a  degree  that  I  know 
not  when  I  shall  find  courage  to  moke  another. 
At  present  I  shall  certainly  abstain,  since  at  pre-, 
sent  1  can  not  well  afford  to  expose  niyself  to  the 
danger  of  a  firesh  mortification.  W.  C: 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESGU 

Westoriy  Oct.  13, 1799. 

I  BEGAN  a  letter  to  you  yesterday,  my  dearest 
brother,  and  proceeded  through  two  sides  of  the 
sheet;  but  so  much  of  my  nervous  fever  found  its 
way  into  it,  that  looking  it  over  this  morning  I  de- 
termined not  to  send  it. 

I  have  risen,  though  not  in  good  spirits,  yet  in 
better  than  I  generally  do  of  late,  and  therefore 
wiQ  not  address  you  in  the  melancholy  tone  that 
belongs  to  my  worst  feelings. 

I  began  to  be  restless  alxmt  your  portrait,  and 
to  say,  how  long  shall  I  have  to  wait  for  it?  I 
wished  it  here  for  many  reasons:  the  sight  of  it 
will  be  a  comfort  to  me,  for  I  not  only  love,  but 
am  proud  of  you,  as  of  a  conquest  made  in  my 
old  age.  Jolmnygoes  to  town  on  Monday,  on 
purpose  to  call  on  Romney,  to  whom  he  shall 
give  all  proper  information  concerning  its  convey- 
ance hither.  The  name  of  a  man,  whom  I  es- 
teem as  I  do  Romney,  ought  not  to  be  unmusical 
in  ray  ears ;  but  his  name  will  be  so,  till  I  shall 
have  paid  him  a  debt  justly  due  to  him,  by  doing 
such  poetical  honoura  to  it  as  I  intend.  Heaven 
^  knows  when  that  intention  virill  be  elecuted,  for 
the  Muse  is  still  as  obdurate  and  as  coy  as  ever. 

Your  kind  postscript  is  just  arrived,  and  gives 
me  gieat  pleasure.  Whdn  I  can  not  see  you  my- 
self, it  seems  some  comfort  however  that  you 
have  been  seen  by  another  known  to  me;  and 


who  will  tell  me  in  a  few  days  that  he  has  seen 
you.  Your  wishes  toi  disperse  my  mdanchdj 
would,  I  am  sure,  prevail,  did  that  event  depend 
on  the  warmth  and  sincerity  with  which  yoQ 
frame  them;  but  it  has  baffled  both  wishes  and 
praters,  and  those  the  most  fervent  that  could  be 
made,  so^  many  years,  that  the  case  seems  hope- 
k»s.    Btit  no  more  of  this  at  present. 

Your  verses  to  Austen  are  as  sweet  as  the 
honiey  that  they  djccompany ;  kind,  friendly,  witty, 
and  elegant  When  shall  I  be  able  to  do  the  likel 
perhaps  when  my  Mary,  tike  your  Tom,  shall 
cease  to  be  an  invalid,.!  may  recover  a  power  at 
least  to  do  something..  I  sincerely  rejoice  in  the 
dear  little  man's  restoration.  My  Mary  continues, 
I  hope,  to  mend  a  littb.  W.  C.    ' 


TO  JOH]^  JOHNSON,  ESa 

MY  DEAREST  JOHNNY,      Weston,  Oct.  19,  1799.   * 

You  are  too  usefill  when  you  are  here  not  to  be 
missed  on  a  hundred  occasions  daily:  and  too 
much  domesticated  with  us  not  to  be  regretted  al- 
ways. I  hope  therefore  that  your  month  or  six 
weeks  will  not  be  like  many  that  I  have  known, 
capable  of  being  drawn  out  into  any. length  what- 
ever, and  productive  of  nothing  but  disappoint- 
ment.* 

I  have  done  nothing  since  you  went,  except  that 
I  have  composed  the  better  half  of  a  sonnet  to 
Romney;  yet  even  tWs  ought  to  bear  an  earlier 
d^te,  fbr  I  began  to  be  haunted  with  a  desire  to 
do  it  long  before  we  came  out  of  Sussex,  and 
have  daily  attehipted  it  ever  since. 

It  woidd  be  well  for  the  reading  part  of  the 
world,  if  the  writing  part  were,  many  of  them,  as 
duB  as  I  am.  Yet  eVen  this  small  produce,  which  ■ 
my  steril  intellect  has  hardly  yielded  at  last,  may 
serve  to  convince  you  that  in  point  of  spirits  I  am 
not  worse. 

In  feet,  I  am  a  little  better.  The  powders  and 
the  laudannm  together  have,  for  the  present  at 
least,  abated  the  fever  that  consumes  them;  and 
ip  measure  as  the  fever  abates,  I  acquire  a  less 
discouraging  view  of  things,  and  vnth  it  a  little 
power  to  exert  myself 

In  the  evenings  I  read  Baker's  Chronicle  to 
Mrs.  Unwin,  having  no  other  history,  and  hope 
in  time  to  be  as  well  versed  in  it  as  his  admirer 
Sir  Roger  deCoverley.  W.  C. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESO. 

MY  DEAR  JOHNNY,  WestoTiy  Oct.  22,  1792 

Here  am  I  with  T  know  not  how  many  letter* 
to  answer,  and  no  time  to  do  it  in.  I  exhort  you, 
therefore,  to  set  a  proper  value  on  this,  as  proving 
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ywa  prioritj  in  my  attentions,  though  in  other 
mpeets  likely  to  be  of  little  -value; 

'  You  do  well  to  fit  for  your  picture,  and  give 
very  tuificient  leaeom  for  doing  it';  you  will  also, 
I  doubt  not,  take  earo  that  when  fatuve  genera- 
tiom  ahall  look  at  it,  lome  tpectator  or  othw  ahall 
ny,  thia  b  the  pietum  of  a  good  man,  and  a  use- 
ful one. 

And  now  God  bless  you,  my  dear  Johnny, 
proceed  much  aftet  the  old  rate;  rising  cheerless 
and  distressed  in  the  morning,  and  brightening  a 
little  as  the  day  goes  on.    Adieu.  ,W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HALEY,  ESCU 

iVeOon,  Oct.  28,  1793. 

NoTHiNO  done,  my  dearest  brother,  nor  likely 
to  be  done  at  present;  yet  I  purpose  in  a  day  or 
tm>  to  make  another  attempt,  to  which  however  I 
diall  address  myself  vrith  t^ar  and  trembling,  like 
a  man  who,  having  spnined  his  wrist,  dreads  to 
use  it  I  have  not,  indeed,  like  such  a  man,  in- 
juied  myself  by  any  extraordinary  exertion,  but 
seem  as  much  enfeebled  as  if  I  had.  T^h^  coa- 
•eiousnessthat  there  ia  so  much  to  do,  and  nothing 
done,  is  a  burthen  Uiat  I  am  not  able  to  bear. 
MiHon  especially  is  my  grievance,  and  1  might 
almost  as  well  be  haunted  by  his  ghost,  as  goaded 
with  such  continual  reproaches  for  neglecting  him. 
I  win  therefore  begin ;  I  wiU  do  my  best;  and  if, 
after  all,  that  best*  prove  good  for  nothing,  I  wiU 
even  send  the  notes,  Worthless  as  they  are,  that  I 
have  made  already,  a  measure  very  disagreeable 
to  myself,  and  to  which  nothing  but  necessity 
shtfU  compel  me.  I  shall  rejoice  to  see  those  new 
samples  of  your  biography^  which  you  give  me  to 
expect. 

AUons !  Courage ! — ^Here  comes  something  how- 
ever; produced  after  a  gestation  as  long  as  that  of 
a  pregnant  woman.  It  is  the  debt  k>ng  unpaid; 
thecomplimentduetoRonmey;  and  if  it  has  your 
approbation,  I  will  send  it,  or  you  may  send  it  for 
me.  I  most  premiie,  bowevn ,  that  I  intended 
nothing  less  than  a  sonnet  when  I  began.  1  know 
ttot  why,  but  I  said  to  myself,  it  shall  not  be  a 
sonnet;  accordingly  1  attempted  it  in  one  sort  of 
measure,  then  in  a  second,  then  in  a  third,  till  I 
had  made  the  trial  in  half  a  dozen  different  kinds 
of  shorter  verse,  and  behold  it  is  a  sonnet  at  last. 
The  ftUies  would  have  it  so.*  W.  C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESCU 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  JVutorij  NoV.  9,  1793. 

I  WISH  that  I  wero  as  industrious,  and  as  much 


occupied  as  you,  tiMNtgh  in  a  difiiBnpt  way ;  but  it  is 
not  so  with  me.  Mrs.  Unwin's  great  debility  (wlm 
is  not  yet  abb  to  movft  without  assistance)  is  of 
itself  a  hindrance  such  as  wmdd  effiactaally  disa- 
ble me.  Till  sho  can  work  and  read^  and  fill  iq» 
her  timcas  usual  (aU  which  is  at  present  entirely 
out  of  her  power,)  I  may  now  and  then  find  tune 
to  write  a  letter,  but  I  shall  wtito  Aothing  mom. 
I  can  not  at  with  my  pen  in  n^  hand,  and  my 
books  before  me,  while  she  b  in  eflect  in  eolitude, 
nlent,  and  looking  at  the  fin.  Tothis  bindranffl 
that  other  has  been  added,  of  which  you  are  al- 
ready aware,  a  wattt  of  spirits^  wch  aa  I  hav» 
never  known,  wbim  1  was  not  absolutely  laid  by, 
miice  I  commenced  an  author.  How  long  I  shall 
be  continued  in  these  uncomfortable  ciroumstances 
is  known  only  to  Him  who,  as  he  wiO,  disposes 
of  us  all.  I  may  be  yet  able  perh^is  to  prepare 
the  first  hook  of  the  Paradise  Lost  for  the  press 
before  it  will  be  wanted;  and  Johnson  himself 
seems  to  think  there  will  be  no  haste  Iw  the  ee- 
cond.  But  poetiy  is  my  fitvourite  empkyment, 
and  all  my  poetical  operations  are  in  the  mean  time 
suspended,  for  while  a  work  to  which  I  hav^ 
bound  myself  remains  unaccomplished  I  can  do 
nothing  dee. 

Johnson's  plan  of  prefixing  my  phiz  to  the  new 
edition  of  my  Poems  is  by  no  means  a  pleasant 
one  to  me,  aiid  so  I  told  him  in  a  letter  I  sent  him 
from  Kartiiam,  in  which  I  assured  him  that  my 
objections  to  it  would  not  be  eaiofy  surmounted. 
But  if  you  judge  that  It  may  reaDy  have  an  effect 
in  advancing  the'  sale,  I  would  not  be  so  squeam- 
ish as  to  sufier  the  s[»rit  of  prudery  to  prevail  in 
me  to  his  disadvantage.  Somebody  told  an  author, 
I  foigot  whom,  that  there  was  more  vanity  in  re- 
fusing his  picture,  than  in  granting  it,  on  which 
he  instantly  complied.  I  do  not  perfectly  fiMl  all 
the  foroe  of  the  argument,  but  it  shall  content  me 
that  he  did. 

I  do  most  sincerely  rejoice  in  the  successor  your 
publication,  and  have  no  doubt  that  my  prophecy 
concerning  your  success  in  greater  mattenwill 
be  fulfilled.  We  are  naturally  pleased  when  our 
friends  approve  what  vre  approve  ourselves;  how 
much  then  must  I  be  pleased,  when  you  speak  so 
kindly  of  Johnny!  I  know  him  to  be  all  that  you 
think  him,  and  love  him  entirely. 

Adieu!  We  expect  you  at  Christmas,  and  shall 
therefore  rejiMce  when  Christmas  comes.  Let  no 
thing  interfere.  Ever  youn,  W.  C. 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESa  ♦ 

FFctton,  Abs.  90, 1799. 

MY  DEAREST  JOHNNY, 

*IIeiBfaUove4tha8onDettoGeageRoiiiiie7,B^.   See'     I  GiYK  you  many  thanks  for  your  rhymes,  and 

for  your  verses  without  loyme;  for  your  poetioal 
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^iftlogiM  betwMQ  W0od  Mkd'«toiie;  belwaeii  Ho- 
mfB^%  hatd,  Mid  tba  head  of  Siwnuel;  Jundly  ia- 
tended,  I  know  well,  ftr  ay  uniumnieBl,  Mid  that 
awnfid  1—  much. 

The  fQCQttNor  of  tha  cleik  dflAuet,  finr  whom  I 
Hied  to  write  npituiucy  ^mna^  andved  hese  this 
noniiiig,  vrith  a  reoommaadatoiy  letter  fn  Joe 
&jre,  asd  an  fawohle  petitioQ  of  his  own,  catnat- 
ing  mo  to  aaaet  him  aa  I  had  aaoated  hi*  pndo- 
ceasor.  I  have  nndeitaJcen  the  eerriee^  aUhoqgh 
v^itb  BO  Uttfe  Tifawtance,  being  involved  in  muiy 
mean  on  other  aubjecte,  and  haviiy  veiy  little 
dependenoe  at  pveaent  on  my  ahiJity  to  write  at  aU. 
I  pfoeeed  exacty  aa  when  yoanrem  hem«<«  letter 
now  and  then  before  bveak£Mt,  and  the  reat  of  my 
tUM  all  holiday;,  if  holiday  it  may  be  called,  that 
ia  B|>ent  chiefly  in  moping  and  mnaing,  and  "/or»- 
taHing  the  faahian.  qf  uncertain  ewiU.^* 

Theiever  on  my  spidto  haa  hantiaed  me  mnoh, 
and  I  have  never  had  ao  good  a  night,  nor  aoqniet 
a  iMingf  «oas»  you  went,  aa  on  thia  very  morning. 
A  relief  that  I  aobonnt  particoUrly  aeaaonable  and 
pcopitaDiM,  because  1  had,  in  my  intentiona,  de- 
iroted  this  moniing  to  you,  and  ocMild  not  have  ful- 
filled those  intentions,  had  I  been  aa  apixitleaB  as 
Igmerally  am. 

I  am  gbd  that  Johnson  is  in  no  haste  for  Mil- 
ton, for  I  seem  myself  not  likely  to  addreaa  myself 
presently  to  that  concern,  wiUi  any  prospect  of 
•oooeas;  yet  aomething  now  and  then,  like  a  se- 
cret whisper,  assttfts  and  encoorages  me  that  it 
vrUl  yet  be  done.  W.C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY  ESO. 

IFstton,  Ass.  S&,  1793. 

How  shall  I  thank  you  enough  for  the  interest^ 
yoQ  take  in  my  inturs  Miltonic  laboius,  and  the' 
aasistanoe  yoo  promised  me  in  the  performance 
of  thsml  I  will  aome  time  or  other,  if  I  ^^  and 
live  a. poet,  acknowledge  ymir  friendship  in  some 
•f  my  beat  veme;  the  most  suitable  return  one 
poet  can  make  to  another;  in  the  mean  time,  I  love 
you,  and  am  sensible  ci  all  your  kindness.  You 
wish  ms  vrann  in  my  work,  and  I  ardently  wiah 
the  aame;  but  when  I  shall  be  so,  God  only  knowa. 
My  melancholy,  whioh  seemed  a  little  alleviated 
for  a  fowdays,  has  gatfiend  about  me  again,  with 
aa  black  a  ckmdaa  ever;  the  oonssquencs  is  abso- 
lute incapacity  to  begin. 

I  waa  for  some  Tears  diige  writer  to  the  town 
of  Northampion,  being  employed  by  the  clerk  of 
the  principal  parish  thera,  to  furnish  him  with  an 
annual  copy  of  verses  proper  to  be  printed  at  the 
foot  of  his  bill  of  moitaUty;  but  the  dark  died, 
and  hearing  nothing  for  two  years  fiom  his  sue- 
oesMir,  I  wieU  hoped  that  I  waa  out  of  my  office. 
The  oth^  morning  however  Sam  announced  the 


new  derk;  he  came  to  solioit  the  s»me  service  aa 
I  had  rendered  his  pmdeoeesor»  and  I  reluctantly 
compUed;  doubtful,  indeed,  whether  I  was  capa* 
hie.  I  have  however  achieved  that  labour,  and  I 
hope  nothing  more.  J  am  just  aent  for  up  to  Mary, 
dear  Maiy  1  Adka !  ahe  is  ss  well  as  when  I  left 
you,  I  would  I  oonld  say  better.  Remember  us  both 
afiectioaately  to  yeur  sweet  boy,  and  trust  me  for 
bdii^  Most  truly  yours,  W.  C 


TO  JOSEPH  BILL,  B8CI. 

UT  »fiAR  SIR,  Wtetan,  Dee,  16, 1792. 

Wa  difler  so  little,  that  it  ia  pHy  we  ahould  not 
agree.  The  poasibility  of  leatoring  our  diseased 
government  ia,  I  think,  the  only  point  on  which 
we  are  not  of  one  mind.  If  you  are  right,  and  it 
can  not  be  touched  in  the  medical  way,  without 
danger  of  abaoluto  ruin  to  the  constittttion,  keep 
the  doctors  at  a  distance,  say  I — and  let  us  live  as 
long  aa  we  oan.  But  pediaps  physMians  might 
be  found  of  skill  suficteatfor  the  pwpeoe,  wieie 
they  but  aawiUtngaa  able.  Whoaletheyl  Not 
those  hoMst  UundeienithsrnMib,  but  our  foveraon 
themsehse.  As  i|  ia  in  the  power  ef  any  indivi- 
dual to  be  honeat  if  he  will,  ai^  body  of  men  aie» 
as  it  seems  to  me,  equally  poewsssd  of  the  iMune 
option.  Forlesnnevarpcssnadettyselftothink 
the  worid  so  eonstitulsd  by  the  anther  of  it,  and 
human  aociety,  Which  is  his  ordinance,  so  shabby 
a  business,  that  the  buying  and  ssUmg  of  votes 
andconaoienoss  should  be  essentfal  to  ito  ezistenoe* 
As  to  multiplied  tepveacntationi  I  know  not  that 
i  fonsee  any  graat  advantage  Ukely  to  arise  from 
that  Provided  thsm  bebnt  a leasonable  nmnbei 
of  nsisonable  beads  laid  together  for  the  good  of 
the  nation,  the  end  may  as  well  be  answered  fay 
Sm  hnndiedr  aa  it  would  be  by  a  thouaand,  and 
periiapa  better.  But  then  they  ahould  be  honeat 
aa  well  as  wlae;  and  in  older  that  they  may  be 
so,  they  should  put  it  out  efthsir  own  power  to  be 
otherwise.  This  they  might  oritainly  do.  If  they 
would;  and  would  they  do  it,  I  am  jBot  omrvinoed 
that  any  great  mischief  would  ensua  You  say, 
"aomebody  must  have  inflnence,"  but  I  see  no 
neoesrity  for  it  Let  integrity  of  intention  and  a 
due  share  of  ability  be  supposed,  and  the  influence 
will  be  in  the  right  phkos^  it  will  all  centre  in  the 
aeal  and  good  of  the  nation.  That  will  influence 
their  debatea  and  decirions,  and  nothing  eke  ought 
to  do  it  You  will  lay  perhapa  that,  wise  men 
and  honeat  men  aa  they  are  supposed,  they  am 
yet  liable  to  be  aplit  into  almost  as  many  dillb>- 
encea  of  opinion  aa  there  are  individual:  but  1 
rather  think  not  It  ia  observed  of  Prince  Eugene 
and  the  Duke  of  Msriborough,  that  each  always 
approved  and  aeconded  the  plana  and  views  of  the 
other:  and  the  reason  given  for  it  is,  that  they 
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weref  men  of  equal  ability.  The  saine  cauM  that 
oould  tasike  two  xmanimouB,  would  make  twenty 
so;  and  would  at  least  secuie  a  majority  among 
as  many  hundreds.  As  to  the  reformation  of  the 
church,  I  Want  none,  unless  by  a  better  provision 
fi>r  the  inferior  clergy;  and  if  that  oould  be  brought 
about  by  emariating  a  little  some  of  pur  too  corpu- 
lent dignitaries,  I  should  be  well  contented. 

The  dissenters,  I  think,  catholics  and  others, 
have  all  a  right  to  the  privilege  of  all  other  Eng- 
lishmen, because  to  deprive  them  is  persecution; 
and  penecution  on  any  account,  but  especially  on 
a  religious  one,  is  an  abomination.  But  after  all, 
wdeat  respuhliea,  I  love  my  country,  I  love  my 
king,  and  1  wish  peace  and  prosperity  to  Old  Eng- 
land. Adieu.    W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESSa 

Wegton^  Dee.  96, 1792. 

That  I  may  not  be  silent  till  my  silence  alarms 
you,  I  snatch  a  moment  to  tell  you  that  aUiougfa 
toujoum  tritte  1  am'  not  worse  than  usual,  but  my 
opportunities  of  writing  are  paveijled^  as  perhaps 
Dr.  Johnson  would  have  dared  to  say,  and  the  few 
that  I  have  am  shortened  by  company.  ' 

Give  my  love  to  dear  Tom,  and  thank  him  for 
his  very  apposite  extract,  Which  I  should  be  happy 
indeed  to  turn  to  any  account.  How  often  do  I 
wish,  in  the  course  <k  every  day,  that  I  codid  be 
employed  once  mora  in  poetry,  aad  how  often  of 
course  that  this  Mikooic  trap  had  never  caught  me ! 
The  year  ninety-tvro  shall  stand  dironided  in  my 
lemembrance  as  the  most  melancholy  that  I  have 
ever  known,  except,  the  few  weeks  that  I  spent  at 
Eartham ;  and  such  it  has  beenprindpally,  because 
being  engaged  to  Milton,  I  felt  myself  no  longer 
free  for  any  otiier  engagement.  That  ill-feted 
work,  impracticable  in  itself,  has  made  every  thing 
eke  impracticable. 

*  *  *  I  amfery  Pindaric,  and  oUiged  to  be 
so  by  the  huny  of  the  hour.  My  friends  are  come 
down  to  hreaUhst    Adieu.  W.  0. 


school,  however,  that  we  must  learn,  if  we  ev« 
truly  learn  it,  the  natural  depravity  of  the  hnmaa 
heart,  and  of  our  own  in  particular,  together  with  the 
consequence  that  necessarily  follows  such  wretch- 
ed premises ;  our  indispensable  need  of  the  atone- 
ment, and  our  inexpressible  obligations  to  him  whs 
made  it  '  This  reflection  can  not  escape  a  tiiink- 
ing  mind,  looking  back  on  thoee  ebullitions  of  fret- 
fulness  and  impatience,  to'^hich  it  has  yielded  in 
a  season  of  great  affliction.  - 

Havishg  lately  had  company  who  left  us  only  on 
the  fourth,  I  have  done  nothing  indeed,' since  my 
return  from  Sussek,  except  a  trifle  or  two,  vducb 
it  was  incumbent  upon  me  to  write.  Milton  hangs 
in  doubt,  ndther  spirits  nor  opportunity  suffice  ms 
for  that  labour.  I  regret  continually  that  I  ever 
suffered  mysdf  to  be  persuaded  to  undeithke  it 
The  most  that  I  hope  to  effect  is  a  complete  revi- 
sal  of  my  own  Homer.  Johnson  told  my  friend, 
who  has  just  left  me,  that  it  will  begin  to  be  re- 
viewed in  the  next  Analytical,  and  that  he  hoped 
the  review  of  it  would  not  ofifend  me.  By  this  1 
understand  that  if  I  am  not  offended,  it  will  bs 
owing  more  to  my  ovm  equanimity,  tiian  to  tiis 
mildness  of  the  critic.  6o  be  it !  He  will  put  an 
opportunity  of  victory  over  myself  into  my  hands, 
and  I  vriU  endeatoui  not  to  lose  it  1  Adieu.  W.  C. 


.       TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HURDIS. 

MT  DEAR  SIR,  Westoti,  Jafi,  6,  1793. 

I  SEIZE  a  passing  moment  merely  to  say  that  I 
fed  for  your  distresses,  and  dncerdy  pity  you ;  and 
I  shall  be  happy  to  learn  from  your  next,  that  your 
sister's  amendment  has  superseded  the  necessity 
you  feared  of  a  jOumey  to  London.  Your  cai>did 
account  of  the  effect  that  your  aMctions  have  both 
on  youi  spirits  and  temper  I  can  perfecUy  under- 
iitand,  having  laboured  much  in  itkat  fire  myself, 
and  perhaps  more  than  any  man.    It  is  m  such  a 


TO  WILUAM  HAYLEY,  ESa 

MY  DEAR  BROTHER,         WeetoUf  Jan.  90, 1793. 

Now  I  know  that  you  are  safe,  I  treat  you,  as 
you  see,  with  a  philosophical  indifierenoe,  not  ac* 
knowledging  your  kind  and  immediate  answer  to 
anxious  inquiries,  till  it  suits  my  own  convenience. 
I  have  learned,  however,  from  my  late  solicitude, 
that  not  only  you,  but  yours,  interest  me  to  a  de- 
gree, that,  diould  any  thing  happen  to  either  of 
you,  would  be  very  inconsistent  with  my  peace. 
Sometimes  I  tiiought  that  you  were  extremely  iH, 
and  once  or  twice  that  you  woe  dead.  As  often 
some  tragedy  reached  my  ear  concerning  Kttie  Tom. 
"  O,  varus  f/iente*  hominum  !"  How  liable  are  ws 
to  a  thousand  impositions,  and  how  indebted  to  ho- 
nest old  Time,  who  never  fails  to  undeceive  us! 
Whatever  y6u  had  in  prospect  you  acted  kindly 
by  me  not  to  make  me  partaker  of  your  expecta- 
tions, for  I  have  a  spirit,  if  not  so  sanguine  as 
yours,  yet  that  would  have  waited  for  your  coming 
with  anxious  impatience,  and  have  been  dismally 
mortified  by  the  disappointment  Had  you  come, 
and  come' without  notice  too,  you  would  not  have 
surprised  us  more,  than  (as  the  matter  was  man- 
aged) we  were  surprised  at  the  arrival  of  your  pic- 
ture. It  reached  us  in  the  evening,  after  the  shut- 
ten  were  closed,  at  a  time  when  a  chaise  might 
actually  have  brought  you  without  giving  us  the 
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Then  k  wa,  tikat  Sa^ 
moel,  with  hia  chMrfal  oountonuice,  appeared  at 
the  study  door,  and  with  a  Toioeaachaeriful  as  hia 
looks,  exeUitMd,  *'  Mr.Haytey  k  eome,  Madomr 
We  both  statted,  «id  m  the  same  mcment  cried, 
«'Mr.  Haylej:  oome)  and  when  is  haV  The 
Dfxt  moment  oevfsoted  oar  nistaka,  and  findi 
Mary's  voice  grow  suddenly  tremulous,  I  turned 
and  saw  her  wmpiiig. 

I  do  nothbiif,  notwithstanding  all  your  exhorta- 
tions: my  idleness  is  a  psoof  against  them  aU,  or 
tospeakmsre  truly,  my  difficulties  am  so.  Sdtoe- 
thing  indeed  I  do.  I  play  at  pushpin  with  Homer 
sveiy  morning  hefore  break&st,  fingering  and  po- 
iiahing,  as  Paris  did  his  armour.  .  I  have  lately  had 
a  letter  from  Dublin  on  thai  subject,  whfeh  has 
pfeasednrib.  W.  C. 


TO  WUXIAM  HAYLEY,  ESCL 

MT  DBiREST  HATLET,    .  WaUm^  Jan.  99, 1798. 

I  TRtiLT  sympathize  with  you  und^  your  weight 
of  sorrow  for  the  loss  of  our  good  Samaritan.  But 
be  not  brdken-hearted,  my  fiiendl  Remember, 
the  loss  of  those  we  love  is  the  condition  on  which 
we  five  ourselves;  and  that  he  who  chooses  his 
IHends  wisely  from  among  the  excellent  of  the 
earth,  has  a  sure  ground  to  hope  concerning  them 
when  they  die,  that  a  meiciftd  God  has  made  them 
hx  happier  than  they  could  be  here,  and  that  we 
shall  join  them  soon  again.  This  is  solid  comibrt, 
could  we  but  avafl  ourselves  of  it;  but  I  c<mfess 
the  difficulty  of  doing  so.  Sorrow  is  like  the  deaf 
adder,  "  thst  hean  not  the  voice  of  the  charmer, 
chaim  he  never  so  wisely;"  and  I  feel  so  much 
myself  for  the  death  pf  Austin,  that  my  own  chief 
consolation  is,  that  I  had  never  seen  him.  Live 
youTKlf  ,  I  beseech  you,  for  I  have  seen  so  much  of 
yon,  that  1  can  by  no  means  spare  you,  and  will 
live  as  long  as  it  shall  please  God  to  permit.  .  I 
know  you  set  some  value  on  me,  therefore  let  that 
promise  comfort  you,  and  give  us  not  reason  to  say, 
like  David'p  servant,  ''We  know  that  it  would 
have  pleased  thee  more  if  all  we  had  died,  than 
this  one,  for  whom  thou  art  inconsolable."  You 
have  still  RomHey  and  Carwaidine',  and  Ghiy,  and 
me,  my  poor  Mary,  and  I  know  not  how  many 
beside;  as  many,  I  suppose,  as  overbad  an  oppor- 
tunity of  spending  a  day  vrith  you.  He  who  has 
the  most  friends  must  necessarily  lose  the  roost, 
and  he  whose  friends  are  numerous  as  yours  may 
the  better  spare  a  part  of  them.  It  is  a  changing 
tranrient  scene:  yet  a  little  while,  and  this  poor 
dream  of  life  will  be  over  with  all  of  us — The  liv- 
ing, and  tbey  who  live  unhappy,  they  are  indeed 
subjects  of  sorrow.  Adieu,  my  beloved  friend, 
Everyours,  W.  C. 


TO  SAMTTEL  ROSE.  ESa 

WeMton,  Feb.  b,  1193, 
In  this  last  iQvisal  of  nywurk  (the  Homer)  1 
kttve  made  a  number  sf  smaQ  improvsmenti^  and 
am  now  more  ooiKvineed  tiian  ever,  having  exeici» 
ed  a  cooler  judgment  upon  it  than  before  I  oould, 
that  the  traMlation  will  make  its  way.  Thero 
most  be  tnos  for  the  conquest  of  vehement  and 
long  rooted  prejudice;  but  without  much  self-par« 
dality,  I  believe  that  the  conquest  will  .be  made* 
and  am  certain  that  I  should  be  of  the  tome  opi 
nioh,  were  the  work  another  man's.  I. shall  soon 
haxe  finished  the  Odysny,  and  when  I  have,  will 
send  the  cenectedcopy  of  both  tA  Johnson.  Adiou. 

W.C. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

f^.  10, 1793 

My  pens  OS  an  spDt,  and  iuy  liik|^s«  is  dry ; ' 
NMiher  wfl,  oonmoo  sHiM^  nv  ideas  bare  L 

Ik  vain  has  it  been  that  I  have  made  several  at- 
tempts to  write  since  I  came  fipom  Sussex;  unleM 
more  comfortable  days  arrive  than  I  have  the  con- 
fidence to  look  for,  there  is  an  end  of  aff  writinj^ 
with  me.  I  have  no  spirits :  when  the  Rose  came^ 
I  was  obliged  to  prepare  for  his  coming  by  anight- 
ly  dose  of  laudanuiik — twelve  dro^  suffice;  brt 
vrithout  them  I  am  devoured  by  mdancholy. 

A-propos  of  the  Rose!  His  wifo  in  her  poUtica* 
notions  is  the  exact  counterpart  of  yourself— loya. 
in  the  extreme.  Therefore,  if  you  find  her  thus 
indined,  when  you  become  acquainted  ^rith  her 
you  must  i^  place  her  resemblance  of  yourself  to 
the  account  of  her  admiration  of  you,  for  she  b 
your  likeness  ready  made.  In  fiu^t,  we  are  all  of 
one  mind,  about  government  matten,  and  not- 
withstanding your  opinion,  the  Rose  is  himself  a 
Whig,  and  I  am  a  Whig,  and  you,  my  deaJr,  are 
a  Tory,  and  all  the  Tories  now-a-days  call  all  thg 
Whigs  Republicans.  How  the  deuee  yon  came- 
to  be  a  Tory  is  best  known  to  yourself;  you  haw 
to  answer  for  this  novelty  to  the  shades  of  your 
anceston,  who  were  dways  Whigs  &9&  since  vrs 
had  any.    Adieu.  W.  C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESCL 

BfT  DEAR  FRTKND,  J^h.  17, 1793, 

I  HATE  read  the  critique  of  my  work  in  the  Ana 
ly tical  Review,  and  am  happy  to  have  fidlen  into 
the  hands  of  a  critic,  rigorous  enough  indeed,  but 
a  scholar  and  a  man  of  sense,  and  who  does  not 
deliberately  intend  me  misehief    I  am  hetto 
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pleated  indeed  that  he  ceiiwuee  lonie  things,  than 
I  flhoold  have  been  laith  nnmiTad  oomtomdation, 
for  hk  oenrara  will  (to  nee  the  new  diplomatic 
term)  aoendit  hii  pniaei.  In  hit  paxticalar  le- 
marka  he  la  finr  the  moat  part  light^  and  I  ahall 
be  the  better  fer  them^  bat  in  h»  gaMial  onaa  I 
think  he  aaaerta  too  laogelj,  and  mora  than  he 
could  piofe.  With  napeot  to  inv^Mona  In  parti- 
eolar,  I  know  that  thej  do  not  abound.  Onoether 
did,  and  1  had  MiUon'a  azampfe  fee  k,  not  db- 
apprared  bj  AddiaoB.  But  on  ■  ■  'a  lemon- 
atranoe  againat  them,  I  ezpHkigBd.the  moot,  and 
in  my  new  edition  ahall  have  ftwer  atiD.  Iknonr 
that  they  give  dBgnity,  and  am  aonry  to  part  with 
them,  but,  to  paiody  an  old  pwTerb,  he  who  liTea 
in  the  year  nhiety^thiee,  rnnrt  do  aa  in  the  year 
ninety-three  ia  done  by  othen.  Theaame  remark 
I  haTe  to  make  on  hia  oenaore  of  inhannonioiia 
linea.  I  know  them  to  be  much  fewer  than  he  aa- 
aerta, and  not  more  in  number  than  I  aoooonted 
indiapenaaUy  neoeaaary  to  a  doe  Variation  of  car 
denofc.  I  have,  however,  now  in  oonfiinnity  with 
modem  taate^  (overmnoh  delicate  in  .my  mind) 
given  to  a  fer  greater  number  of  tbem  a  flow  as 
amooth  aa  oil.  A  few  I  retain,  and  will,  in  cgm- 
plinvmt  to  my  own  judgment.  He  thinka  me  too 
feithAil  to  compound  epithets  in  the  introductory 
lines,  and  I  know  his  reaaon.  He  fears,  lert  the 
English  reader  ahould  blame  Homer,  whom  he 
idolises,  though  hardly  moce  than  I,  fer  such  oon- 
afent  repetkion.  But  themi  shall  not  alter.  They 
are  neceeiary  to  a  jurt  rqmaantation  of  the  origi- 
nal. In  the  afiair  of  Outia,  I  ahall  throw  him 
flat  on  his  back  by  an  unanswerable  argument, 
whioh  I  shallgive  in  a  note,  and  with  whidi  I  am 
ftinushed'by  Mn.  Unwin.  60  much  for  hyper- 
criticasm,  which  haa  run  away  with  all  my  paper. 
This  critic  by  the  way  ii  — ,  I  know  h^  by 

W.C. 


tertalning  Mtioea  and  remaika  in  the  Mtwml  way 
The  hn^  in  wliieh  I  write  woidd  not  aufler  mr 
to  aend  you  many  in  return,  had  I  many  to  send, 
but  only  two  er  three  pfeoent  fheaaelvea. 

fVo0i  win  feed  on  worma.  I  aawaftoggathe^ 
ing  into  hia  gUUrt  an  earth-weim  aa  hx^  aa  him- 
aelf  ;  it  cort  him  time  and  httom,  bat  at  ImI  ha 


Mn..  Unwin  and  I,  eroasing  a  bsoak,  aaw  from 
the  foat4iridge  aomowhat  at  the  bottom  of  the  wa- 
ter which  hi^  the  appearance  of  a  llowur.  Ob- 
earring  it  attentively,  we  feund  that  it  eonsiated 
of  a  circular  asawnWage  of  minnowa;  their  heads 
all  met  in  a  centre;  and  their  tails  divargix^  at 
equal  diatanoes,  and  beiqg  elevated  above  their 
heads,  gave  them  the  appaaranwi  of  a  flower  half 
bbwn.  Onewas  longer  than  the  rert;  and  aaoAen 
aa  a  stroggler  came  in  eight,  he  quitted  hia  place 
to  pursue  him,  and  having  driven  him  away,  he 
returned  to  it  again,  no  oUier  minnow  oflGuing  to 
take  it  uk  hit  absence.  This  we  aaw  him  do  se- 
veral tiaaea.  The  objeot  that  had  attached  them 
all  was  a  dead  minnow,  which  they  aeemed  to  be 
devouring. 

After  a  veiy  rainy  day,  I  aaw  on  one  of  the 
flower  bordem  what  aeemed  a  k»ng  hair,  but  it 
had  a  waving,  twining  motion.  ConfAdeiing  more 
neariy,  I  feund  it  alive,  and  endued  with  qMota- 
neity,  but  could  not  diaoover  at  the  ends  of  it  either 
head  or  tail,  or  any  distinction  of  parte.  Icarried 
it  into  the'houoe,  when  the  ur  (Mf  a  warm  room 
dried  and  killed  it  pnaently.  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HTJRDIS. 

MT  DEAR  eiB,  Wuton,  JVfr.  33, 1798. 

My  eyea,  which  have  kmg  been  inflamed,  will 
hardly  serve  me  fer  Homer,  and  oblige  me  to  make 
all  my  letteia  abort.  You  have  oo%ed  me  much 
by  oending  me  ao  apeedily  the  remainder  of  your 
iiotea.  I  have  begun  with  them  again,  and  find 
them,  as  befere,  veiy  nraeh  to  the  pmpoee.  More 
to  the  purpose  they  could  not  have  been,  had  you 
been  poetry  profeaMir  already.  I  rejoice  ainoarely 
in  the  proapeot  you  have  of  that  office,  which, 
whatever  may  be  your  own  tiraughts  of  the  nkai- 
ter,  I  am  aure  you  will  fill  with  great  suflkiency. 
Would  tbfit  my  interest  and  power  to  serve  you 
were  greater !  One  string  to  my  bow  I  have,  and 
one  only,  which  shaU  not  be  idte  fer  want  of  my 
eirrtiona.    I  thank  you  likewiie  for  your  Tory  en- 


TO  whjliam  hatlet,  esgl 

J^.  9i,  1793. 

Your  letter  (00  fuO  of  kindneoa, and  aoezactly 
in  uuaon  with  my  own  feelinga  fer  you)  ahould 
have  had,  aa  it  deaerved  to  have,  an  earlier  an- 
swer, had  I  not  been  perpetually  tonnented  with 
inflamed  eyes,  which  are  asad  hindnmce  to  me  in 
eveiy  thing.  But  to  make  amends,  if  I  do  not 
aend  you  an  early  answer,  I  send  you  at  least  a 
apeedy  one,  bong  obUged  tp  write  as  feat  as  my 
pen  can  trot,  that  I  may  shorten  the  time  of  poring 
upon  paper  aa  much  aapoattble.  Homer  too  has 
been  another  hindrance^  fer  always  when  I  can 
aee,  which  ia  only  about  t?ro  hours  eveiy  morning, 
and  not  at  all  by  candlelight,  I  devote  myaelf  to 
him,  being  in  haste  to  send  him  a  aeoond  time  to 
the  press,  that  nothing  may  stand  in  the  vray  of 
MilUm.  By  the  way,  where  are  my  dear  Tom'a 
remarks,  which  I  long  to  have,  and  murt  have 
soon,  or  they  will  coins  toe  latel 

Oh!  you  rogue !  what  would  you  f^ve  to  have 
such  a  dream  about  Milton,  aa  I  had  about  a  week 
rincel  I  dreamed  that  being  in  ahouse  in  the  dty, 
and  with  much  company,  kMking  toward*  the 
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kmu  end  of  the  woouk  flom  tlie  wppet  end  of  it,  I 
deecried  a  figvue  which  I  immediiilely^  knew  teiie 
MiUon'e.  He  was  Tery  gravely,  but  Texy  neatly 
attind  in  the  Aehioh  of  kb  day,  and  had  a  coun- 
tenance which. fiUqd  me  with  those  MingB  that 
an  affiBCtionate  child  has  for  a  beknred  &ther,  soch, 
for  instance,  aeTomhaa  lor  you.  My  first  tfaoagbl 
was  wondoTi  when  he  could  bsve  been  conoeided 
80  many  years;  my  seoondi  a  transport  of  joy  to 
find  him  still  a]he;  my  third,  another  transport  to 
find  myself -in  his  con^any;  and  my  fourth,  a  re- 
solution to  accost  him.  I  did  so,  and  he  received 
me  with  a-^confplacenoe,  in  wl^  I  eaw  equal 
sweetness  aiod  ^nity.  I  spoke  of  hfts  Paradise 
Lost,  as  eveiy  nian  must,  who  is  worthy  to  speak 
of  it  at  an,  and  told  him  a  long  story  of  the  man- 
ner in  which  it  afieeted  me,  when  I  first  disoovered 
It,  being  at  that  timto  a  schoolboy.  He  answered 
me  by  asmile,  and  a  gentle  inclination  of  his  head. 
He  then  gnuqped  my  hand  affectionately,  and  with 
a  smOe  that  charmed  me,  said,  ^'WeH,  yon  for 
four  part  will  do  well  also;"  at  last  recollecting 


race,  and  I  have  a  honor  both  of  them  and  thcit 
pfindples.  Tadtus  is  certainly  living  now,  and 
the  quotations  you  sent  me  can  be  nothing  but  ez« 
'  tracts  ftom  some  letter  of  his  to  yourself. 

Youn  sinoeiely,  W.  C. 


fiis  great  age  (for  I  understood  him  to  be  two  hun- 
tmd  years  M)  I  feared  that  I  might  fotigue  him  by 
mudi  talking,  I  took  my  leave,'  and  he  took  his, 
with  an  air  of  the  most  perfect  good-bieeding. 
His  person,  his  foatuies,  his  manner,  were  all  so 
perfectly  chaiaetoristie,  that  I  am  persuaded  an 
apparition  of  him  couU  not  represent  him  mme 
completely.  This  may  be  said  to  have  been  one 
of  the  dmams  of  PSndus,  may  it  noti 

How  truly  I  lejciee  that  you  havie  leoovered 
Guy;  that  man  won  my  heart  the  lAoment  I  saw 
bim;  give  my  love  to  hhn,  and  tell  him  I  am  truly 
glad  he  is  attve  again. 

There  is  nroch  sweetness  in  those  Bnes  firom 
the  eonneteer  of  Avon,  and  not  a  little  in  dear 
Tom's,  an  earnest,  I  trust,  of  good  tfaingi  to  come. 

Widi  Mary's  kind  love,  I  must  now  conclude 
myself 

My  dear  brother,  efver  yours,  LIPFUS, 


TO  THE  REV.  "WALTER  BAGOT. 

MT  nSAft  FniniD,  Wettan,  March  4, 1793. 

StKCB  I  receivied  your  last  I  have  been  much 
indisposed,  very  blind,  and  Tery  busy.  But  I  have 
not  sufiered  all  these  evils  at  one  and  the  same 
time.  While  the  winter  lasted  I  was  miserable 
with  a  fever  on  my  spirits;  when  the  spring  began 
to  approach  I  was  sebed  with  an  inflammation  in 
my  eyes;  and  ever  since  I  hacfe  been  able  to  use 
foem,  have  been  emptoyed  in  giving  mora  last 
touches  to  Ebmer,  who  is  on  the  point  of  going  to 
tne  press  again. 

Though  you  an  Tory,  I  believe,  and  I  am 
Whig,  our  sentiments  concerning  the  madcaps  of 
France  are  much  the  same.    They  aro  a  terrible 


TO  Bffi.  THOMAS  HAYLEY. 

Wuion^Mdreh  14, 1193. 

MT  DEAR  LITTLE  ORITIC, 

I  THAMK  yoii  heartily  for  your  observations,  on 
which  I  set  an  higher  yalue,  because  they  have 
instructed  me  as  much,  and  have  entertained  me 
more  than  all  the  ether  strictures  of  our  public 
judges  in  these  matters.  Perbap*  I  am  not  much 
more  pleased  with  skamele99  teolfj  Ac.  than  yo^L 
But  what  IB  to  be  done,  my  llt£le  mani  Coane  as 
the  eoqnesuons  are,  they  are  no  more  than  equiva- 
lent to  thoee  of  Homer.  The  invective  of  the  an- 
cients was  never  tempered  with  good  manneis,  as 
your  papa  can  teU  you  r  and  my  buainesB,  yon 
know,  is,  not  to  be  more  polite  than  my  author,  but 
to  represent  him  as  doecly  as  I  can. 

Dishonmtfd  foul  I  have  wiped  iiway  for  the 
reason  you  give,  which  is  a  very  just  one,  and  the 
present  reading  is  this. 

Who  haddu*ddU)OD0arthvi 

Ycyor  objection  to  kindter  qfikeftre^  ofSMnen% 
I  had  the  good  fortune  to  anticipate,  and  expunged 
the  dirty  ambiguity  some  time  since,  wondei^ 
not  a  little  that  I  had  ever  admitted  it 

The  foult  you  find  with  the  tvro  first  versea  of 
Nestor's  speech  discovers  such  a  degree  of  just 
discernment,  that  but  for  your  papa's  aasoranoe  to 
the  contrary,  I  must  have  snspected  him  as  the 
anthorof  that  remaik:  much  as  I  shoold  have  re- 
spected it,  if  it  had  been  so,  I  value  it,  I  assure 
you,  my  little  fiiend,  still  mere  as  yoais.  In  the 
new  edition  the  passage  will  be  found  thus  jil* 
tered: 

JUast  gmt  sonmr lUb  oo  Oneee  tAday, 
Priam,  and  Prlazn'8  loiM^  nHb  aU  In  Trayx- 
Ohl  how  win  they  exult,  and  in  their  faeana 
Triamph,  onoe  hearing  of  ihie  broB  between 
The  prime  of  Oieeoc^  m  eooneil,  and  In  arma 

Where  the  word  rul  suggests  to  you  the  idea 
of  a  drunken  mountain,  it  performs  the  service  to 
which  I  destined  it.  It  is  al)old  metaphor;  but 
justified  by  one  of  the  sublimest  passages  in  scrip- 
tUTOj  compared  with  the  sublimity  of  which  even 
that  of  Homer  sidfeie  humiliation. 

It  is  God  hhnsel^  who,  speaking,  I  think,  by  the 
prophet  Isaiah,  says, 

"  The  earth  shall  reel  to  and  fin  like  a  drunk* 
ard."  With  equal  baldness,  in  the  same  scripture, 
the  poetry  of  which  was  never  equalled,  mountains 
are  said  to  skip,  to  break  out  into  singing,  and  the 
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fieldB  to  clap  their  hands.   I  intand,  tbearefore,  that 
my  Olympus^shaU  he  «tUl  tipej. 

The  accuracy  of  your  last  leipark,  in  which 
you  convicted  me  of  a  buil,  de^ghte  me.  A  fig  for 
all  critics  hut  you!  The  blockheads  could  not  find 
it.    It  shall  stand  thus, 

Fint  flpalcB  Ptdydainas— 

Homer  was  mora  upoR  his  guard  than  to  commit 
such  a  blunder,  for  he  says, 

And  now,  my  dear  little  censor,  once  more  ac- 
cept my  thanks.  I  only  legret  that  your  strictures 
aie  so  few,  being  just  and  sensible  as  they  are. 

Ten  your  papa  that  he  shall  hear  from  me  soon ; 
accept  mine,  and  my  dear  inyalid's  affectionate  re- 
membrances. Ever  youre.  W.  C. 


businsM.    Adieu!  The  dock  stitkn  tagU,  vd 
now  for  Homer.  W.  G. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESa 

MY  DEAR  HATLET,         Weston^  Match  19, 1793. 

I  AM  80  busy  every  morning  before  breakfast 
(my  only  opportunity),  strutting  and  stalking  in 
Homeric  stilts,  that  you  ought  to  account  it  an  in- 
stance of  marvellous  grace  and  favour,  that  I  con- 
descend to  write  even  to  you.  Sometimes  1  am 
seriously  almost  crazed  with  the  multiplicity  of  the 
matters  before  me,  and  the  little  or  no  time  that  I 
have  for  them;  and  sometimes  I  repose  myself 
after  the  fiitigtie  of  that  distraction  on  the  pilbw 
of  despair;  a  piUow  which  has  often  seiVed  me  in 
time  of  need,  and  is  become,  by  Sequent  use,  if  not 
i^ery  comfortable,  at  least  convenient !  So  reposed, 
I  laugh  at  the  world,  and  say,  "Yes,  you  may 
gape  and  esqpect  both  Homer  and  Milton  from  me,, 
but  ril  be  hanged  if  e^er  you  get  t^em." 

In  Homer  you  must,  know  1  am  advanced  as  Cur 
as  the  fifteenth  book  of  the  Biad^  leaving  nothing 
behind  me  that  oan  reasonably  offend  the  most 
fastidious :  and  I  deagn  him  for  publk  appearance 
in  his  new  dress  a^  soon  as  poseible,  for  a  reason 
which  any  poet  may  guess,  if  he  will  but  thrust 
his  hand  into  his  pocket. 

You  forbid  me  to  tantalize  you  with  an  invita- 
tion to  Weston,  and  yet  invite  me  to  Eartham! — 
Not  no!  there  is  no  such  happiness  in  store  for 
me  at  present. .  Had  .1  n^nbled  at  all,  I  was  under 
promise  to  all  my  dear  mother's  kindred  to  go  to 
Norfolk,  and  they  are  dying  to  see  me  ^  but  I  have 
told  them,  that  die  they  must,  for  I  can  not  go;  and 
eigo,  as  you  will  perceive,  can  go  nowhere  else. 

Thanks  for  Mazarine's  epitaph !  it  is  full  of  wit- 
ty parodox,  and  is  written  with  a  force  and  severity 
which  sufficiently  bespeak  the  author.  I  account 
It  an  inestimable  curiosity,  and  shall  be  happy 
when  time  shall  serve,  with  your  aid,  to  make  a 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,ESa 

MY  DEAR  FBiSND,  Wuton^  MoTch  27, 1793L 
^  I  MUST  send  you  a  line  of  oongn^ulation  on  the 
event  of  your  tmnsaction  with  Johnson,  smee  yon 
1  know  partake  with  me  in  the  pleasuie  I  receive 
from  it.  Few  of  my  concerns  have  beem  so  hap- 
pily concluded.  I  am  now  satisfied  with  my  book- 
seller, as  I  have  substantial  cause  to  be,  and  ac- 
count myself  in  good  hands;  a  cirocmifltance  as 
pleasant  to  me  as  any  other  part  of  ray  business; 
fcr  I  love  deaxly  to  be  able  to  confide  with  aU  my 
heart  in  those  with  whom  I  9m  connected,  of  what 
kind  soever  the  connexion  may  be. 

The  question  of  printing  or  not  printing  the  al- 
terations, seems  difficult  to  decide.  If  they  era  not 
printed,  I  shall  perhaps  disoUige^some  purchasers 
of  the  first  edition;  and  if  they  ate,  many  others 
of  them,  perhaps  a  great  majori^jTi  will  never  care 
about  them.  As  fiur  as  I  have  gone  I  have  made 
a  fair  copy,  and  when  I  have  finished  the  whole, 
will  send,  them  (o  Johnson,  tpgethcr  with  the  in* 
terleaved  volumes^  He  wiU  see  in  a  fiew  minutes 
what  it  will  be  best  to  do,  and  by  his  judgment  I 
shall  be  determiniNl.  Theoiwuon  tpwhi^Imost 
incline  is,  thi^  they  ought  to  be  printed  vepaxatdy, 
for  they  are  many  of  th^m  rather  loqg,  hero  and 
there  a  whole  speech,  or  a  whole  simile,  and  tha 
verbal  and  lineal  variations  are  so  numeroos,  thai 
altogether,  I  apprehend,  they  will  give  a  new  ail 
to  the  work,  and  I  hope  a  much  imp^ved  one. 

I  foigot  to  say  in  the  proper  place  thai  some 
notes,  although  but  very  fow,  I  have  added  already, 
and  may  perhaps  see  here  and  there  opportnni^ 
for  a  few  more.  But  notes  being  (ittle  wanted,  es- 
pecially by  people  at  all  conversant  with  claasKsl 
Uteratun,  as  most  readers  of.Homer  are,  I  am  per- 
suaded that,  werd  they  numerous,  they  would  be 
deemed  an  incumbrance.  I  shall  write  to  Johnson 
soon,  perhaps  to-morrow,  and  then  shall  say  the 
tame  thing  to  him. 

In  point  of  health  we  continue  much  the  same. 
Our  united  love,  and  mkny  thanks  for  your  {mqs- 
perous  negotiations,  attend  yourself  and  whole 
£unily,  and  especially  my  little  namesake.  Adieu. 

W.C 


TO  JOHN  JOHNSON,  ESO. 

The  Lodge,  April  11, 1793. 

MT  DEAREST  JOHNNY, 

The  long  muster-roll  of  my  great  and  small  an- 
cestors I  fiagned,  and  dated,  and  sent  up  to  Mr. 


good  translation  of  it.    But  that  will  be  a  stubborn '  Blue-mantle,  on  Monday,  according  to  your  dears. 


nigiTi7prl  hi^ 


.Googlp 


LEf.  446, 447,448. 


LETTERS. 


havioarto  me  has  been  so  Eberal,  that  I  can  lefiiae 
him  nothing.  Poking  into  the  old  G^reek  com- 
mentators blinds  me.  But  it  is  no  matter.  I  am' 
the  mor9  like  Homer. 

.  Eret  yonrs,  my  dearest  Hayley,  W.  C. 


Such  a  pompous  affair,  drawn  out  for  my  sake, 
reminds  me  of  the  old  fitble  of  the  mountain  in  par- 
turition, and  a  mouse  the  produce.  Rest  undis- 
turbed, say  I,  their  k»dly,  ducal,  and  royal  dust  I 
Had  they  left  me  something  handsome,  I  should 
have  respected  them  more.  But  perhaps  they  did 
not  know  that  such  a  one  as  I  should  have  thd 
honour  to  be  numbered  among  their  descendants. 
Well!  I  have  a  little  bookseller  that  makes  me 
some  amends  for  their  deficiency.  He  has  made 
me'  a  present;  an  act  of  liberality  which  I  take 
every  opportunity  to  blazon,  as  it  well  deserves,  kresh  in  your  mind,  I  would  not  write,  lest  a  letter 


But  you  I  suppose  have  feamed  it  already  from 
Mr.  Rose. 

Fear  not,  my  man*.  You  will  acquit  yourself 
very  Well  I  dare  say,  both  in  standing  for  your  de- 
gree, and  when  you  have  gained  it  A  little  tre- 
mor, and  a  little  shamefacedness  in  a  stripling,  like 
you,  are  recommendations  rather  than  otherwise; 
and  BO  they  ought  to  be,  bdng  symptoms  of  an  in- 
genuous mind  rather  unfrequent  in  this  age  of 
bnuBB. 

What  you  say  of  your  determined  purpose,  with 
GKxi's  help,  to  take  up  the  cross,  and  despise  the 
shame,  gives  us  both  real  pleasure.  In  our  pedi- 
gree is  found  one  at  least  who  did  it  before  you. 
Do  yoa  the  fike:  and  you  will  meet  him  in  Hea- 
ven, as  sore  as  the  Scripture  is  the  word  of  God. 

The  quarrel  that  the  world  has  with  evangelic 
men  and  doctrines,  they  woidd  have  with  a  host 
of  angels  in  the  human  form.  For  it  is  the  quar- 
rel of  owls  with  sunshine;  ofignorance  with  divine 
illumination. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Johnny!  We  shall  expect  you 
with  earnest  desire  of  your  coming,  and  receive 
yon  with  much  delight  W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESa. 

Weaion,  AprU  23, 1798. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND  AND  BROTHER, 

Better  late  than  never,  and  better  a  little  than 
none  at  alll  Had  I  been  at  liberty  to  consult  my 
inclinations,  I  wotdd  have  answered  your  truly 
kind  and  affectionate  letter  immediately.  But  I 
am  the  busiest  man  alive;  and  when  this  epistle  is 
despatched,  you  will  be  the  only  one  of  my  corres- 
pondents to  whom  I  shall  not  be  indebted.  While 
I  write  this,  my  poor  Mary  sits  mute ;  which  I  can 
not  well  bou,  and  which,  together  with  want  of 
time  to  write  much,  will  have  a  curtalHng  effect  on 
my  epistle. 

My  only  studying  time  is  still  given  to  Homer, 
not  to  correction  and  amendment  of  him  (for  that 
is  all  otef)  but  to  writing  notes.  Johnson  has  ex- 
pressed a  wish  for  some,  that  the  unlearned  may 
be  a  little  illuminated  concerning  classical  story 
and  the  mythology  of  the  ancients;  and  his  bfr- 


on  so  distressing  a  subject  should  be  too  painful 
both  to  you  and  me^  and  now  that  I  seem  to  have 
reached  a  proper  time  fordoing  it,  the  multiplicity 
of  my  literary  business  wiU  hardly  afford  me  leisure. 
Both  yon  and  I  have  this  comfort  when  deprived 
of  those  we  kyve — at  our  time  of  life  we  have  every 
reason  to  believe  that  the  deprivation  can  not  be 
Our  sun  is  setting  too;  and  when  the  hour 
of  rest  arrives  we  shall  rejoin  your  brother,  and 
many  whom  we  have  tenderiy  loved,  our  forerun- 
ners into  a  better  country. 

I  will  say  no  more  on  a  theme  which  it  will  be 
better  perhaps  to  treat  with  brevity;  and  because 
the  introduction  of  any  other  might  seem  a  transi- 
tion too  violent,  I  will  only  add  that  Mrs.  tTnwin 
and  I  are  about  as  well  as  we  at  any  thne  have 
been  within  the  last  year.    Truly  yours.  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGOt. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  WuUm,  May  4, 1793. 

While  your  sorrow  fi>r  our.common  loss  was 
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TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESa. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  *  May  5,  1793. 

My  delay  to  answer  your  last  kind  letter,  to 
which  likewise  yon  desired*  a  speedy  reply,  must 
have  seemed  rather  difficult  to  explain  on  any  other 
supposition  than  that  of  illness;  but  illness  has  not 
been  the  cause,  although  to  say  the  truth  I  can 
not  boast  of  having  been  lately  very  well.  Yet 
has  not  this  been  the  cause  of  my  silence,  but  your 
own  advice.  Very  proper  and  earnestly  given  to 
me,  to  proceed  in  the  revisal  of  Homer.  To  this 
it  is  owing  that  instead  of  giving  an  hour  or  two 
before  breakfast  to  my  correspondence,  I  allot  that 
time  entirely  to  my  studies.  I  have  nearly  given 
the  last  touches  to  the  poetry,  and  am  now  busied 
far  more  laboriously  in  writing  notes  at  the  request 
of  my  honest  bookseller,  transmitted  to  me  in  the 
first  instance  by  you,  and  afterwards  repeated  by 
himsel£  I  am  therefore  deep  in  the  okl  Scholia, 
and  have  advanced  to  the  latter  part  of  Iliad  nine, 
explaining,  as  I  go,  spch  passages  as  may  be  diffi- 
cult to  unlearned  readers,  and  such  only;  for  notes 
of  that  kind  are  the  notes  that  Johnson  desired.  1 
find  it  a  more  laborious  task  than  the  translation 
was,  and  shall  be  heartily  glad  when  it  is  ovct.  In 
the  mean  time  all  the  letters  I  receive  remain  'on- 
answered,  or  if  they  receive  an  answer,  it  is  al« 
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ways  a  short  one.    Such  thifl  nrast  be.    Jolmny 
k  here,  having  flown  over  London. 

Homer  I  beHeve  will  make  a  much  more  re- 
spectable appearance  than  beford.  Johnson  nxfw 
thinks  it  wk  be  right  to  make  a  separate  impres- 
aion  of  the  amendments. 

W.  C. 

I  breakfast  every  morning  on  seven  or  eight 
pages  of  the  Greek  commentators.  For  so  much  I 
am  obliged  to  read,  in  didbrto  select  perhaps  three 
or  fiyur  short  notes  for  the  readers  of  my  translar 
tion. 

Homer  is  indeed  a  tie  upon  me  that  must  not 
on  any  account  be  broken,  till  all  his  demands  are 
satisfied;  though  I  have  fimded  while  therevisal 
of  the  Odyssey  was  at  a  distance,  that  ii  would  ask 
less  labour  in  the  finishing,  it  is  not  unlikely  that, 
when  I  take  it  actually  in  hand,  I  may  find  luy- 
self  mistaken.  Of  this  at  least  I  am  sure,  that 
uneven  verse  abounds  much  moro  in  it  than  it 
once  did  in  the  Iliad,  yet  to  the  latter  the  critics 
objected  on  that  account,  though  to  the  former 
never;  perhaps  because  they  had  not  read  it. 
Hereafter  they  diall  not  quarrel  with  me  on  that 
flcore.  The  Iliad  is  now  all  smooth  tompike,  and 
I  will  take  equal  care  that  there  shall  be  no  jolts 
in  the  Odyssey. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

MT  DEAREST  002,      TThc  Lodge,  May  7, 1793. 

Yon  have  diougfat  me  long  silent,  and  so  have 
many  others.  In  fact  I  have  not  for  many  months 
written  punctually  to  any  but  yourself,  and  Hay- 
ley.  My  time^  the  little  I  have,  is  so  engrossed 
by  Homer,  that  I  have  at  this  moment  a  bundle 
of  unanswered  letters  by  me,  and  letters  likely  to 
be  so.  Thou  knowest,  I  dare  say,  what  it  is  to 
have  a  head  weaiy  with  thinking.  Mine  is  so 
fiitigued  by  breakfast  time,  three  days  out  of  four, 
I  am  utterly  incapable  of  sitting  down  to  my  desk 
again  for  any  purpose  whatever. 

I  am  glad  I  have  convinced  thee  at  least,  that< 
thou  art  a  Tory.  Your  firiend's  definition  of 
Whig  and  Tory  may  be  just  for  aught  I  know, 
as  far  as  the  latter  are  concerned;  but  respecting 
thd  former,  1  think  him  mistaken.  Thete  is  no 
true  Whig  who  wished  all  power  in  the  hands  of 
his  own  party.  The  division  of  it  which  the 
lawyers  call  tripartite,  is  exactly  what  he  desires; 
and  he  would  have  neither  tings,  lords,  nor  com- 
mons unequally  trusted,  or  in  the  smallest  degree 
predominant.  Such  a  Whig  am  I,  and  such 
Whigs  are  the  true  friends  of  the  constitution. 

Adieu!  my  dear,  I  am  dead  vrith  weariness. 

W.C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESCL 

VT  DEAE  BBOTHEB,        TTesfofi,  ifajf  81, 1793. 

Yon  must  eithitt  think  me  extremely  idle,  or 
extremely  busyi  that  I  haive  made  your  last  v«y 
kind  letter  wait  so  vexy  long  for  an  answer.  The 
truth  howeveris,  that  I  am  neither;  but  have  had 
time  enough  to  have  scribbled  to  yon,  had  I  beea 
able  to  scribble  at  all.  To  explain  this  riddle  I 
must  give  you  a  short  account  of  my  proceedings 

I  rise  at  six  every  moruing,  and  fag  till  near 
eleyen,  when  I  breakfiurt.  The  consequence  is^ 
that  I  am  so  exhausted  as  not  to  be  able  to  write 
when  the  opportunity  ofSen.  You  will  say — 
"breakfast  before  you  work,  and  then  your  woik 
will  not  fatigue  you."  I  answer— "  perhain  I 
might,  and  your  counsel  would  probably  prove 
beneficial;  but  I  can  not  spare  a  mom«it  for  eat- 
ing in  the  early  part  of  the  morning,  having  no 
other  time  for  study.''  This  uneaianesB  of  whidi 
I  complain  is  a  proof  that  I  am  somewhat  stricken 
in  years;  and  there  is  no  other  cause  by  which  I 
can  account  forit,  since  I  go  eariy  to  bed,  always 
between  ten  and  eleven,  and  seldom  foil  to  sleep 
well.  Certain  it  is,  ten  years  ago  I  could  have 
done  as  much,  and  sixteen  ^ears  ago  did  actually 
much  more,  without  sufiering  fiUigue,  or  any  in- 
convenience firom  my  labours.  How  insenmbly 
old  age  steals  on,  and  how  often  is  it  actually  ar- 
rived before  we  sospect  itl  Accident  alone;  some 
occurrence  that  suggests  a  comparison  of  our 
former  with  our  present  selves,  aflfords  the  dieoo- 
very.  WeU!  it  is  alvrays  good  to  be  undeceived 
especially  on  an  article  of  such  importance. 

There  has  been  a  book  lately  published,  enti- 
iled,  Man  as  he  iB,  I  have  heard  a  high  charao* 
ter  of  it,  as  admiralily  written,  and  am  informed 
that  for  that  reason,  and  beoiuee  it  inculcates 
Whig  principles,  it  is  by  many  imputed  to  you. 
I  contradieted  this  rqioit,  assuring  my  infonnant 
that  had  it  been  yoaxa,  I  must  have  knovm  it,  far 
that  you  have  bound  yourself  to  make  me  your 
father  confessor  on  all  soch  wicked  oocasions,  and 
not  to  conceal  from  me  even  amiuder,  should  yea 
happen  to  commit  one. 

I  will  not  trouble  you,  at  present,  to  send  me 
any.  more  books  with  a  view  to  my  notes  on 
Homer.  I  am  not  without  hopes  that  Sir  John 
Throckmorton,  who  is  expected  here  from  Venice 
in  a  short  time,  may  bring  me  'N^oiaon's  ediUon 
of  the  Odyssey.  He  certainly  vrill,  if  he  found  it 
published,  and  that  alone  will  be  instar  omnium. 

Adieu,  my  dearest  brother !  Give  my  love  to 
Tom,  and  thank  him  for  his  book,  of  which  I  be- 
Ueve  I  need  not  have  deprived  him,  intending  that 
my  rsadeiB  shall  detect  the  occult  instruction  cod* 
tained  in  Homer's  stories  for  themselves. 

W.C. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


Lit.  451, 4Sd,  453. 


LETTERS. 


393 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

117  DEAllfiST  COUSIN,        WeBtOUy  JuuR  1, 1793. 

Yon  win  not,  (you  say)  come  to  us  ])ow;,  and 
yoQ  tetl  U8  not  when  you  w3L  These  assignar 
tions  wine  die  are  sudi  shadowy  things,  that  I 
can  neither  grasp  nor  get  any  comfort  from  them. 
Enow  yon  not,  that  hope  is  the  next  hest  thing 
to  enjoyments  Gito  qs  then  a  hope,  and  a  de- 
terminate tune  finr  that  hope  to  fix  on,  and  we  will 
endeavour  to  be  satisfied. 

Johnny  is  gone  to  Cambridge,  called  thither  to 
take  h]0  d^gM,  and  is  much  bussed  by  me.  He 
is  such  an  active  little  fellow  in  my  service,  that 
he  can  not  be  otherwise.  In  three  weeks  how- 
ever I  shall  hope  to  have  him  again  for  a  fi>rtnight 
I  have  had  a  letter  ftom  him  containing  an  inci- 
dent which  has  given  birth  to  the  following.* 

These  are  spick  and  span.  Johnny  himself  has 
not  yet  seen  them.  By  the  way,  he  has  filled 
your  book  completely;  and  I  will  give  thee  a 
gnioea  if  thou  wilt  search  thy  old  bodi  fas  a  cou- 
ple of  songs,  and  two  or  three  other  pieces  of 
which  I  know  thou  madest  copies  at  the  vicarage, 
and  which  I  hav^  lost.  The  songs  I  know  are 
pzetty  good,  and  I  would  fiiin  recover  them. 

W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESat 

^     WetUn^  June  S9, 1793. 

What  remaiiis  for  me  to  say  on  this  subject, 
my  dear  brother  bard,  I  will  say  in  prose.  There 
are  other  impediments  widch  I  oould  not  comprise 
within  the  bounds  nf  a  sonnet. 

My  poor  Mary's  inflrai  condition  makes  it  im- 
possible for  me,  at  present,  to  engage  ha  a  work 
such  as  you  piopoie.  My  tfaou^^ts  are  not  suffi- 
ciently fiee,  nor  have  I,  nor  can  I,  by  any  means, 
find  oppCNTtDBity;  added  to  which,  comes  a  diffi- 
culty, wUch,  though  you  ate  not  at  all  awaie  of 
it,  presents  itself  to  me  under  aonost  forbidding 
appearance:  Can  you  guess  iti  No,  not  you: 
neither  perhaps  will  you  be  able  to  imajpne  that 
such  a  difficulty  can  possibly  subsist.  If  your  hair 
begins  to  bristle,  stroke  it  down  again,  for  there 
is  no  need  why  it  should  erect  itself  It  concerns 
me,  not  you.  I  know  myself  too  well  not  to 
know  that  I  am  nobody  in  verse,  unless  in  a  cor- 
ner, and  alone,  and  unconnected  in  my  operations. 
This  is  not  owing  to  want  of  love  for  you,  my 
brother,  or  the  most  consummate  confidence  in 


*  VaiMstoaTaiiiigFrieiK^te. 

t  lUfl  Lellar  oomineaced  with  tfaa  Udm  to  WQIlam 
BMjkffj  Bki.  beglnnli^  ^^DeararchJtKtof  iljischalflMizln 
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you;  for  I  have  both  In  a  degree  that  has  not 
been  exceeded  in  the  experience  of  any  fiiend  yob 
have,  or  ever  had.  But  I  am  so  inade  up;— I 
win  not  enter  ipto  a  metaphysical  analysis  of  my 
strange  composition,  in  order  to  detect  the  true 
cause  of  this  evil;  but  on  a  general  view  of  the 
matter,  I  sQspeet  that  it  proceeds  firom  that  diy- 
ness,  wl^ch  has  been  my  efiectual  and  almost  fiital 
hindrance  on  many  other  important  occasions;  and 
which  I  should  feel,  I  weU  know,  on  tiiis,  to  a 
degree  that  would,  perfectly  cripple  me.  Not  I 
shall  neither  do,  nor  attempt  any  thing  of  conse- 
quence more,  unless  my  poor  Mary  get  better; 
nor  even  then,  unless  it.  should  please  God  to 
give  me  another  nature,  in  concert  vrith  any  man 
— I  could  not  even  with  my  own  fether  or  bro- 
ther, were  they  now. alive.  Small  game  must 
serve  me  at  present,  and  till  I  have  done  with 
Homer  and  NBlton,  a  sonnet  orsome  such  matter 
must  content  me.  The  utmost  that  I  aspire  to, 
and  Heaven  knows  with  how  feeble  a  hop^  is  to 
write  at  some  better  opportunity,  and  when  my 
hands  are  finee,  7^  Four  Ages.  Thus  I  have 
opened  my  heart  unto  thee.  W.  C. 


TO  WILUAM  HAYLEY,  ESa 

MT  DEAREST  HAYLET,     WestoTij  July  7, 1793. 

If  the. excessive  heat  of  this  day,  which  forUdi 
me  to  do  any  thing  else,  will  permit  me  to  scribble 
to  you,  I  shall  rejoice.  To  do  this  is  a  pleasure 
to  me  at  all  times,  but  to  do  it  now,  a  double  one; 
because  I  am  in  haste  to  tell  you  how  much  I  am 
delighted  with  your  projected  quadruple  alhanoe^ 
and  to  assure  you  that  if  it  please  Grod  to  affind 
me  health,  spirits,  alnlity  and  leisure,  I  will  not 
fail  to  devote  them  all  to  the  production  of  my 
quota,  7^e  Four  Ages. 

You  are  vexy  kind  to  humour  me  as  you  do, 
and  had  need  be  a  little  touched  yourself  with  all 
my  oddities,  that  you  may  know  how  to  administer 
to  mine.  All  whom  I  love  do  so,  and  I  believe  it 
to  be  impossible  to  love  heartily  those  who  do  not 
People  must  not  do  me .  good  in  iheir  way,  but  in 
my  own,  and  then  they  do  me  good  indeed.  Mj 
pride,  my  ambition,  and  my  firiendship,  for  you, 
and  the  interest  I  take  in  my.  own  dear  self,  will 
aH  be  consulted  and  gratified  by  an  arm-in-axm 
appearance  with  you  in  public:  and  I  shall  woxk 
with  nuHre  seal  and  a^^uity  at  Bomer,  and| 
when  Homer  isfimshed,  at  AGlton,  with  the  prus- 
pect  of  such  a  coalition  before  me.  But  whdt 
shall  I  do  with  a.  multitude  of  small  |neoes,  fipois 
which  I  intended  to  select  the  best,  and  adding 
them  to  7%e  Four  Ages,  to  have  made  avolumel 
Will  there  be  romn  for  them  upon  your  plan)  I 
have  retouched  them,  and  will  retouch  them 
again.    Some  of  them  will  suggest  pretty  devices 
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to  a  dedgAer,  and  in  sbort  J  have  a  desire  not  to 
lose  them. 

I  am  at  this  moment,  with  all  the  impnidence 
natural  to  poets,  expending  nobody  knows  what, 
in  embeUishing  my  premises,  or  rather  the  pre- 
mises of  my  neighbour  Courtenayi  which  is  more 
poetical  still.  I  have  built  one  summer-house  al- 
ready, with  the  boards  of  my  old  study,  and  am 
building  another  spick  and  span  as  they  say.  I 
have  also  a  stone-c^ter  now  at  work,  setting  a 
bust  of  my  dear  old  Grredan  on  a  pedestalj  and 
besides  all  this,  1  meditate  still  more  that  is  to  be 
done  in  the  autumn.  Your  project  therefore  is 
most  opportune,  as  any  project  must  needs  be  that 
iias,  80  direct  a  tendency  to  put  money  into  the 
pocket  of  one  so.  likely  to  want  it 

Ah  brother  poetl  sendmeofyoardiadt^ 
And  bid  the  Zephyn  haatan  to  my  aid  I 
Or,  IUdb  a  wonu  luwarth'd  at  noon,  I  go^ 
DeapatchM  by  aunahine^  to  the  tbadea  below. 

My  poor  Mary  is  as  well  as  &e  beat  will  allow 
her  to  be,  and  whether  it  be  cold  or  sultry,  is  al- 
ways affectionately  mindful  of  you  and  yours. 

W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  GREATHEED. 

Jvly  23, 1793. 
I  WAS  not  without  some  expectation  of  a  line 
firom  you,  my  dear  sir,  though  you  did  not  pro- 
mise me  one  at  your  departure;  and  am  happy 
not  to  have  been  disappointed;  still  happier  to 
learn  that  you  and  Mrs.  Greatheed  lite  well,  and 
•0  delightfully  situated.  Your  kind  offer  to  us  of 
sharing  with  you  the  house  which  you  at  present 
inhabit,  added  to  the  short  but  lively  description 
of  the  scenery  that  surrounds  it,  wants  nothing  to 
win  our  acceptance,  should  it  please  Grod  to  give 
Mrs.  XJnwin  a  little  more  strength,  and  should  I 
ever  be  master  of  my  time  so  as  to  be  able  to  gra- 
tify myself  with  what  would  please  me  most. 
But  many  have  claims  upon  us,  and  some  who 
can  not  absolutely  be  said  to  have  any,  would  yet 
complain,  and  tmnk  themselves  slighted,  should 
we  prefer  rocks  and  caves  to  tliem.  In  short  we 
are  called  so  many  ways,  that  these  numerous  de- 
mands are  likely  to  operate  as  a  remora,  and  to 
keep  us  fixt  at  home.  Here  we  can  occasionally 
have  the  pleasure  of  yours  and  Mrs.  Grreatheed*s 
company,  and  to  have  it  here  must  I  believe  con- 
tent us.  Hayley  in  his  last  letter  gives  me  reason 
t3  3xpect  the  pleasure  of  seeing  him  and  Mb  dear 
boy  Tom,  in  the  autumn.  He  will  use  all  his 
doquence  to  draw  us  to  Eartham  again.  My 
eoosin  Johnny  of  Norfolk  holds  me  under  a  pro- 
mise to  make  my  first  trip  thither,  and  the  very 


same  promise  I  have  hastily  made  to  visit  Sir 
John  and  Lady  Throckmorton,  at  Baddanda. 
How  to  reconcile  such  clashing  promises,  and  give 
satisfitction  to  {ill,  would  puzzle  me,  had  I  nothing 
else  to  do;  and  therefore,  as  I  say,  the  ipesult  will 
probably  be,  that  we  shall  find  ourselves  obliged 
to  go  no  where,  since  we  can  not  every  where. 
'  ♦*  i»  «         ■*  « 

Wishing  you  both  safe  at  home  again,  and  to 
see  you,  as  soon  as  may  be,  here, 

I  remain,  aflectionately  yours,    W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESa. 

We3Um,Julyhi,ri^. 
I  HAVE  been  vexed  with  myself,  my  dearest 
brother,  and  with  every  thing  about  me,  not  ex- 
cepting even  Homer  himself,  that  I  have  been 
obliged  so  k>ng  to  delay  an  answer  to  your  last 
kind  letter.  If  I  listen  any  longer  to  calls  another 
way,.  I  shall  hardly  be  able  to  tell  you  how  happy 
we  are  in  the  hope  of  seeing  you  in  the  autumn 
before  the  autumn  will  have  arrived.  Thrice  wel- 
come  will  you  and  your  dear  boy  be  to  us,  anc 
the  longer  you  will  afford  us  your  company,  the 
more  welcome.  I  have  set  up  the  head  of  Home/ 
on  a  famous  fine  pedestal,  a^d  a  very  mi^estic  ap- 
pearance he  makes.  I  am  now  puzzled  about  s 
motto,  and  wish  you  to  decide  for  me  between  two, 
one  of  which  I  have  composed  mj^self,  a  Greek 
one  as  follows: 

Ovfo/jttt  ^  itro^  tuitf  a.^nwf  aitt  tx*^ 

The  other  is  my  own  translation  of  a  passage 
in  the  Odyssey,  the  original  of  which  I  have  seen 
used  as  a  motto  to  an  engraved  head  of  Homer 
many  a  time.   . 

The  present  edition  of  the  lines  stands  thus : 

Him  partiany  the  muas, 
And  deaily  lo^d,  yet  gave  him  good  and  ID: 
She  quench'd  hla  alght,  but  gave  him  ataloB  divine. 

Tell  me  by  the  way  (if  you  ever  had  any  specu- 
lations on  the  subject)  what  is  it  you  suppose  Ho- 
mer to  have  meant  in  particular,  when  he  ascribed 
his  blindness  to  the  muse;  for  that  he  speaks  of 
himself  under  the  name  Demodocus  in  the  eighth 
book,  I  believe  is  by  all  admitted.  How  could  the 
old  bard  study  himself  blind,  when  books  are  ^ 
ther  few,  or  none  at  all?  And  did  he  write  his 
poems  1  If  neither  were  the  cause,  as  seems  rea- 
sonable to  ima^e,  how  could  he  incur  his  blind- 
ness by  such  means  as  could  be  justly  imputable 
to  the  muse7  Would  mere  thinking  Mind  him? 
I  want  to  know: 

"  Gall  up  some  spirit  fhnn  the  raaty  deep  I" 
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I  said  to  my  Sam'*—"  Sam,  build  me  a  abed  in 
the  gaxden,  with  anj  thing  that  yon  can  find;  and 
make  it  mde  and  lotigh,  like  one  of  those  at  Earth' 
am/' — **  Yea,  mtj"  aays  Sam,  and  atraigfatway  lay- 
ing his  own  noddle,  and  the  carpenter's  noddle 
together,  has  built  me  a  thing  fit  for  Stow  Qta- 
dens.  Is  not  this  Yezatbosl — I  threaten  to  bJ 
scribe  it  thus  j  / 

Beware arbaiUiagl   Ilntanded 

But  my  Blaxy  says  I  shall  bieak  Sam's  heart, 
and  the  carpenter's  too,  and  will  not  consent  to  it 
Poor  Mary  sleeps  but  ill.  How  have  yoa  Ibed 
who  can  not  bear  a  smibeam) 

Adiaal  my  deaiest  Hayley.  W.  C. 


TO  MRS.  CHARLOTTE  SMITH. 

MY  DEAR  MADAM,  WeBtOU^  Jvlif  85,  1793. 

Mant  reasons  concnned  to  make  me  impatient 
lor  the  arrival  of  your  most  aooept&ble  pfesent, 
and  among  them  was  thaiear  lest  yon  should  per- 
naps  suspect  me  of  tardiness  in  acknowledgtng  ao 
great  a  iaTour;  a  fear  thai,  as  nften  aa  it  pre- 
vailed, distresMd^  me  exceedingly.  At  length 
have  received  it,  and  my  little  bookseller  assures 
me  that  he  sent  it  the  very  day  he  got  it;  by  some 
mistake  however  the  wagon  brought  it  instead  of 
the  coach,  which  occasioned  a  delay  that  I-ooold 
illafibid. 

It  came  this  moniing  about  an  hour  ago;  con- 
sequently I  have  not  had  time  to  peruse  the  poem, 
though  yon  may  be  sure  I  have  found  enough  fi>r 
the  perusal  of  the  Dedication.  I  have  in  &ct  given 
it  three  readings,  and  in  each  have  Ibund  increas- 
ing pleasure. 

I  am  a  whimsical  creature;  when  I  write  §at 
the  public  I  vmte  of  course  with  a  desire  to  please, 
in  other  words  to  acquire  fiune,  and  I  labour  ao> 
cordingly;  but  when  I  find  that  I  luvve  succeeded, 
ftel  myself  alarmed,  and  ready  to  shrink  fimm  the 
acquintion.  ^ 

This  I  have  felt  more  than  once,  and  when  I 
saw  my  name  at  the  head  of  your  Dedication,  I 
felt  it  again;  but  the  consummate  delicacy  of  your 
praise  soon  convinced  me  that  I  might  s^are  my 
blushes,  and  that  the  demand  was  less  upon  my 
modesty  tiian  my  gratitude.  Of  that  be  assured, 
dear  madam,  and  of  the  truest  esteem  and  respect 
of  your  most  obliged  and  affectionate  humble  ser- 
vant, W.  0. 

P.  S.  I  should  have  been  much  grieved  to  have 
let  slip  this  of^portunity  of  thanking  you  for  your 


*A  very  aflbetloDate^  worthj  domeidc,  who  attanded  hie 


sonnets,  and  my  two  most  a^reeahle  old 
Mommia  and  Orkndo. 


TO  LADY  HESKETH. 


WwUm,  Aug,  11, 1793. 

MT  DEAREST  COUSIN, 

I  AM  glad  that  my  poor  and  hasty  attempts  to 
cgpwss  some  little  dvility  to  Miss  Fanahaw,  and 
the  amiable  Count,  have  your  and  her  approba- 
tion. The  lines  addressed  to  her  were  not  what 
I  would  have  them;  but  lack  of  time,  a  lack  which 
always  presses  me,  would  not  sufier  me  to  improve 
Many  thanks  fer  her  letter,  whkh,  were 
my  merits  less  the  subject  of  it,  I  should  without 
scruple  say  is  an  excellent  one.  She  writes  with 
the  ferce  and  accuraig^  of  a  person  skilled  in  more 
languages  than  are  spoken  in  the  present  day,  as 
I  doubt  not  that  she  is.  I  perfectly  approve  the 
theme  she  recommends  to  me,  but  am  at  present 
BO  totally  absorbed  in  Homer,  that  all  1  do  beside 
is  ill  done,  being  hurried  over;  and  I  would  not 
execute  ill  a  subject  of  her  recommending. 

I  shall  watch  the  walnuts  with  mora  attention 
than  those  who  eat  them,  which  I  do  in  some  hope, 
though  you  do  n6t  expressly  say  so,  that  when 
thrar  thrashing  time  arrives,  we  shall  see  you  here. 
I  am  now  going  to  paper  my  new  study,  and  in  a 
short  time  it  will  be  fit  to  inhabit  . 

Lady  Spencer  has  sent  me  a  present  from  Rome, 
by  the  hands  of  Sir  John  Throckmorton,  engrav- 
ings of  Odyssey  subjects,  after  figures  by  Fha- 
man,  a  statuary  at  present  resident  there,  of  high 
repute,  and  miuh  a  friend  of  Hayley'a. 

Thou  livest,  my  dear,  I  acknowledge,  in  a  very 
fine  country,  but  they  have  spoiled  it  by  building 
London  in  it.    Adieu^  W.  C. 


TO  WILUAM  HAYLEY,  ESCt 

WeOim,  Aug  15, 1793. 
Imiead  of  a  pound  or  two^  spending  a  mint 
Matt  aerre  me  at  leatt,  I  befiero^  with  a  hint, 
That  bnUding,  and  building,  a  man  may  te  driTon 
At  last  out  oTdoon^  and  have  oohoun  to  live  in. 

Besides,  my  dearest  brother,  they  have  not  only 
built  fi>r  me  what  I  did  not  want,  but  have  ruined 
a  notable  tetrastic  by  doing  so.  I  had  written  one 
which  I  designed  for  a  hennitage,  and  it  will  by 
no  means  suit  the  fine  and  pompous  afiair  which 
they  have  made  instead  of  one.  So  that  as  a  poet 
I  am  eveiy  way  afflicted;  made  poorer  than  I  need 
have  been,  and  robbed  of  my  versea;  what  case 
can  be  more  deplorable  1 

Yon  must  not  suppose  me  ignorant  of  what 
Flaxman  has  done,  or  that  I  have  not  seen  it,  of 


Digitized  by 


Google 


COWFSEB  WORKS. 


UT,4fi9,46Q 


that  I  am  not  aetually  in  pgeBeflaion  of  it,  at  lea^t 
of  the  engravings  wbich  you  menjdon.  Jn  &ct,  I 
have  had  them  more  than  .a  fortnight  Lady 
Dowager  Spencer,  to  whom  I  inaciibed  my  Odya- 
ley,  and  who  waa  at  Rome  when  Sir  John 
Throckmorton  waa  theif ,  charged  him  with  them 
aa  a  present  to  me,  and  arriving  here  ktely  be 
exeonted  hia  conimWon.  Romney  I  doubt  not  ia 
right  in  his  judgment  of  tnem;  be ia  an  artiat  hin^ 
ael^  and  can  not  easily  be  miataken;  and  I  taki 
has  opinion  aa  an  oiade,  the  rather  becanae  it 
coinddea  exactly  with  my  own.  The  figtuea  are 
highly  dawiral,  antique,  and  elegant:  eapedally 
that  of  Penelope,  who  whether  die  wakea  or  aleepa 
mnat  neoeaaaiily  dkarm  all  beholdaia. 

Tour  scheme  of  embeffiahiog'niy  Odyawy  with 
these  platea  ia  a  kind  one,  and  the  fruit  of  yoor 
benevoleneete  me;  but  Johnaon,  I  fi»ar,  will  h«rdly 
stake  80  much  monsy  aa  the  cost  would  amount 
to  on  a  work,  the  &te  of  which  is  at  prasent  un- 
certain. Nor  oould  we  adorn  the  Odyasey  in  Una 
splendid  manner,  unless  we  bad  similar  amamsots 
to  bestow  on  the  Ihad.  Such  I  presume  are  not 
raady,  and  much  time  most  elapse,  even  if  Flax- 
man  should  accede  to  the  plan,  belbre  be  oouU 
posnbly  prepare  them.  Happy  indeed  abouU  I 
be  to  see  a  woriE  of  mine  so  nobly  accompanied, 
but  should  that  .good  foitune  ever  attend  me,  it 
cannot  take  place  till  the  third  or  fiwrtb' edition 
shall  afford  the  oocaaion.  This  I  regret,  and  I  re- 
gret too  that  you  ahall  have  seen  tbembefioce  I  can 
have  an  opportunity  to  ahow  them  to  you.  Here 
is  sixpence  for  you  if  you  will  abstain  from  the 
ngfat  of  them  while  you  are  in  Landon. 

ThesonliKorl  Namda^tfaoDghaneedeartoftine; 
But  this  maa  been  an  avadaaclag  nam».' 

So  I  purpose  it  shall  stand;  and  on  the  pedes- 
tal, when  you  come,  in  that  form  yon  wiB  find  it. 
The  added  line  from  the  Odyssey  is  charming,  but 
the  assumpdoQ  of  sonship  to  Homer  seems  too 
daring;  suppose  it  stood  thus, 

*ac  a  w*tc  f  9nn^  iuu  airvTt  Asr»/Mti  mniu 
I  am  not  sure  that  this  would  be  dear  of  the  same 
objection,  and  it  departs  from  the  ^xt  still  more. 

With  my  poor  Mary's  best  love  and  our  united 
wishes  to  see  you  here,  I  remain, 

My  deamst  brother,  over  youn,    W.  0. 


TO  MRS.  COURTENAY. 

Waton,  Aug.  90, 1793. 

Mt  dearest  Catharina  is  too  reasonable,  I  know, 

to  expect  news  from  me,  who  live  on  the  outside 

of  the  worid,  and  know  nothing  that  passes  within 

t  ,  The  best  news  is,  that  though  you  are  gone. 


you  are  no4  gone  £>r  ever,  as  once  I  supposed  you 
were,  and  siud  that  we  should  pBoba^y  meet  no 
more.  Some  mevra,  however,  we  have;  b^t  tbeu 
I  conclude  that  you  have  already  jcecei^  it  frooi 
the  Doctor,  and  that  thought  almost  deprives  me 
of  all  courage  to  relate  it.  On  ihe  evening  of  the. 
feast,  Bob  AKbe^B  house  afibrding  I  suppose  the 
best  room  jfbr  the  purpose,  all  the  lads  and  lessee^ 
who  felt  themselves  disposed  to  dance,  assembled 
there.  Long  tune  they  danced,  at  least  hmg  time 
they  did  something  a  little  Kke  it;  when  at  last 
the  company  having  retired,  the  il^ler  asked  Bob 
fbrah)dgii«.  Bob  rqplftsd^*' that  his  beds  vrere 
all  full  of  his  ovm  fiuuily,  bat  if  fa»  o|iose  it  he 
would  show  him  a  hayOock,  wheib  he  migiit  aloep 
as  soimd  as  in  any  bed  whatever."—- Bo  findi  they 
went  together,  and  when  they  reached  the  place, 
the  fiddler  knocked  down  Bpb,  and  demanded  his 
money.  But  bapply  for  Bob,  though  be  migbt  be 
knocked  down,  and  actually  was  so,  yet  he  could 
not  posnbly  be  lobhed,  having  nothing.  The  fid- 
diet  therefore  hftringamtusd  himself  With  kioking 
him  and  beating  him  as  he  lay,  as  long  as  he  saw 
good,  left  him,  ani  has  never  been  heard  of  8inoe« 
nor  inquired  after  indeed,  being  no  doaiA  the  last 
man  in  the  wodd  whom  Bob  wishes  to  see  again. 

By  a  kftter  from  Hayley  to<lay  I  learn  that 
Flaxman,  to  whom  we  aie  indebted  far  those 
Odyssey  figures  which  Lady  Frog  bteoght  over, 
has  almost  finisl^  a  aet  fi>r  the  Biad  also.  I 
edbould  be  glad  to  embeUisbmy  Homer  .wilb  them, 
but  neither  my  bookseller  nor  I  shall  probably 
choose  to  risk  so  expensive  an  sraament  on  a 
work,  whose  rsoeplioii  with  the  puUk  ia  at  iwe- 
sent  dottbtfiil. 

Adieu,  my  deas«st  Cathaiis&.  Give  mj  best 
loY9  to  your  budMpd.  Come  home  as  soon  as 
you  can,  and  accept  our  united  veiy  bei*  wisbes. 

W.  C. 


*  A  nanrisUon  of  Oowpw^  Chmk  rmm  oa  hii  bmt  of 


TO  iSAMUEL  R08B,  BSO. 

MY  DEAREST  FRiE^,      Westoti^  Aug.  93, 1793. 

\  BSjoiQB  tbat  you  bam  bad  so  pkasaut  an 
excunion,  and  ^ve  beheld  so  many  beantifol 
scenes.  Except  the  detigblful  Upway  I  have 
seen  tbem  aU.  J  have  lived  inueli  at  Southani^ 
ton,  have  slept  aod  caught  a  aove  throat  at  Lynd- 
hunt,  and  have  swum  in  tbe  bay  of  Woymouth. 
It  will  give  us  great  pleaauie  to  aee  you  beW| 
should  your  buwieis  give  you  an  oppcNrtunity  to 
finish  your  excursions  of  this  season  with  one  to 
Weston. 

Asfinr  niygoingeii,itisnnidiaaiisiiaL  I  use 
at  six;  an  industrioue  and  wholeaome  practice, 
finutt  which  I  fauve  never  swerved  since  March. 
I  breakfast  generally  about  eleven—have  given  all 
the  intermediate  timeto  my  old  deligbtfiil  bard  YH- 
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L  no  longer  ke«f»  me  oompanj.  I  ^erefore 
new  jog  ak>Qg  with  Clatke  and  Barnes  at  my  el- 
bow, aiMi  tan  the  excellent  annotatione  of  the 
ficmiMr  #eleflt4nch  ae  I  thmk  likely  to  be  ^^sefol,  or 
that  iywxn»mend  tfaemeeliree  by  the  amusement 
tbef  maar  afford,  of  which  sorts  there  are  not  « 
few.  Barnes  also  affinds  me  some  of-  both  kinds, 
bat  «ok  so  many,  his  notes,  being  chiefly  pant- 
phrastical  or  gnmmaticaL  My  only  fear  is  lest 
between  them  both  I  shonid  make  my  work  too 
volnminons.  W.  C. 


TO'  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESa 

We$tim  Lodge,  Aug.  VTt,  1793. 

I  THANK  yon,  my  dear  biother,.for  conwilting 
the  Gibbonian  orac^o  on  the  quesdon  concerning 
Homer's  nnue,  and 'his  blindness.  I  proposed  it 
likewise  to  my  little  neighboar  Buchanan,  who 
gave  me  precbely  the  same  answer.  I  felt  an  in- 
satiable thint  to  learn  something,  new  concerning 
him,  and  despairing  of  information  from  othefs, 
was  wilfing  to  hope  that  I  had  stumbled  on  mat- 
ter unnoticed  by  the  commentators,  and  might  per- 
haps acquire  a  Uttle  intelligence  from  himself.  But 
the  great  and  the  little  oracle  together  have  extin- 
guished that  hope^  and  I  despair  now  of  making 
any  curious  discoveries  about  him. 

Since  Flaxman  (which  I  did  not  know  till  ydur 
letter  told  me  so)  has  been  at  work  for  the  Iliad, 
as  well  as  the  Odyssey,  it  seems  a  great  pity,  that 
the  engravings  should  not  be  bound  up  with  some 
Homer  or  other;  and,  as  I  said  before,  I  should 
have  been  too  proud  to  have  bound  them  up  in 
mine,  fiut  there  is  an  objection,  at  least  such  it 
seems  to  me,  that  threaten^  to  disqualify  them  for 
such  a  use,  namely,  the  shape  and  sixe  of  them, 
which  are  soch,  that  no  book  of  the  usual  form 
could  possibly  receive  them,  save  in  a  folded  state, 
which  I  apprehend  would  be  to  murder  them. 

The  monument  of  Lord  Mansfield,  for  which 
you  say  he  is  engaged,  will  (I  dare  say)  prove  a 
noUe  effi>rt  of  genius.  Statuaries,  as  I  have  heard 
an  eminent  one  say,  do  not  much  trouble  them- 
selves about  a  likeness:  else  I  would  give  mach  to 
be  able  to  communicate  to  Flaxman  the  perfect 
idea  that  I  have  of  the  subject,  such  as  he  was 
lurty  years  ago.  He  was  at  that  time  wonderfully 
handsome,  and  would  expound  the  most  myste- 
rious intxicades  of  the  law,  or  xecapitulate  both 
matter  and  evidence  of  a  cause,  as  long  as  from 
hence  to  Eartham,  with  an  intelligent  sidle  on  his 
featmes,  that  beqpoke  plainly  the  perfect  ease  with 
which  he  did  it  The  most  abstruse  studies  (I  be- 
lieve) never  cost  him  any  labour. 

You  say  nothing  lately  of  your  intended  journey 
oar  wa?:  yet  the  year  is  waning,  and  the  shorter 


days  give  you  a  hint  to  lose  no  time  xmnecessarily. 
Lately  we  had  the  whole  femOy  at  the  Hall,  and 
now  we  have  nobody.  The  Throckmortons  are 
gone  into  Berkshire,  and  the  Courtenays  into 
Yorkshire.  They  are  so  pleasant  a  fiunily,  that  I 
heartily  wish  you  to  see  them;  and  at  the  same 
time  wish  to  see  you  before  they  return,  which 
will  not  be  sooner  than  October.  How  shall  I  re- 
condie  these  wishes  seemingly  opposite  1  Why, 
by  wkhing  that  you  may  come. soon  and  stay  long. 
I  kiiow  no  other  way  of  doing  it. 

My  poor  Mary  is  much  as  usual.  I  have  set 
up  Homer's  head,  and  inscribed  the  pedestal;  my 
ovm  Qreek  at  the  top,  with  your  translation  under 
it,  and 

'Ac  c^  VAU  «  ir«T^  &c« 

It  makes  altogether  a  veiy  smart  and  learned  ap- 
pearance. W.  C. 


'    TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

-Afxflr.  29, 1793. 

Youii  question,  at  what  time  your  coming  to  us 
will  be  most  agreeable,  is  a  knotty  one,  and  such 
as,  had  I  the  wisdom  of  Sok>mon,  I  should  be  puai- 
zled  to  answer.  I  will  therefore  leave  it  ntffi  a 
question,  and  refer  the  time  of  your  journey  Wea- 
tonward  entirely  to  your  ovm  election:  adding 
this  one  limitation  however,  that  I  do  not  vrisfa  to 
see  you  exactly  at  present,  on  account  of  the  un- 
finisbed  state  of  my  study,  the  wainscot  of  which 
still  soieUs  of  paint,  and  which  is  not  yet  papered. 
But  to  return:  as  I  have  inamuated,  thy  pleasant 
company  is  the  thing  which  I  always  wish,  and  as 
inuch  at  one  time  as  at  another.  I  believe,  if  1 
'examine  myself  minutely,  since  I  despair  of  ever 
having  it  in  the  height  of  summer,  which  for  your 
sake  I  should  desire  most,  the.  depth  of  the  winter 
is  the  season  which  would  be  most  eligible  to  me. 
For  then  it  is  that,  in  general,  I  have  most  need  of  a 
coTdial,-and  particularly  in  the  month  of  January. 
1  am  Sony  however  that  I  he.ve  departed  so  for 
from  my  first  purpose,  and  am  answering  aquestion 
which  I  declared  myself  unable  to  answer.  Choose 
thy  own  time,  secure  of  this,  that  whatever  time 
that  be,  it  will  always  to  us  be  aSrelcome  one. 

I  thank  you  for  your  pleasant  extract  of  Mis* 
Fanshaw's  letter. 

B«r  pea  drops  oloqaanca  as  nreat 
As  any  mun^  toDfpie  can  speak; 
Nor  need  ascribe^  like  ber,  ngiet 
Bar  want  of  LaUn  or  of  Onek. 

And  now,  my  dear,  adieul  1  have  done  mom 
than  I  expect,  and  begin  to  feel  myself  exhaust- 
ed with  so  much  scribbling  at  the  end  of  four  hours' 
ckMS  appticatbn  tc  study.  W.  C 
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TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  JOHNSON. 

MY  nEAREST  JOHNNY,  WestOTlj  Ssp/.S,  1793. 

'  V  J  do  a  kind  thing,  and  in  a  kind  manner,  is  a 
double  kindness,  and  no  man  is  more  addicted  to 
both  than  you,  or  more  akijrul  in  contriving  them. 
Your  plan  to  surprise  me  agreeably  succeeded  to 
admiration.  It  was  only  the  day  before  yesterday 
that,  while  we  walked  after  dinner  in  the  orchard, 
Mrs.  Unwin  between  Sam  and  me,  hearing  the  hall 
dock,  I  observed  a  great  difietence  between  ^hat 
and  ours,  and  begaxr  immediately  to  lament  as  I 
had  often  done,  that  there  was  not  a  9un-dial  in 
all  Weston  to  ascertain  the  true  time  for  us.  My 
complaint  was  long,  and  lasted  till  hanng  turned 
into  the  grass  walk,  we  reached  the  new  building 
at  the  end  of  it;  wheite  we  sat  awhile  and  reposed 
ourselves.  In  a  few  minutes  we  returned  by  the 
way  we  came,  when  what  think  you  was  my  as- 
tonishment to  see  what  I  had  not  seen  before, 
though  I  had  passed  close  by  it,  a  smart  sun-dial 
mounted  on  a  smart  stone  pedestal !  I  assure  you 
it  seemed  'the  eiiect  of  conjuration.  L  stopped 
short,  and  exclaimed,—^"  Why,  here  is  a  sun^iial, 
and  upon  our  ground!  How  is  tins'?  Tell  me 
Sam,  bow  came  it  herel  Do  you  know  any  thing 
about  it  T  At  first  I  really  thought  (that  is  to  say, 
as  soon  as  I  coul4  think  at  all)  that  this  factotum 
of  mine,  Sam  Roberts,  having  often  heard  me  de- 
plore the  want  of  one,  had  given  orders  for  the 
supply  of  that  want  himself,  without  my  know- 
ledge, and  was  half  pleased  and  half  offended.  But 
he  soon  exculpated  himself  by  imputing  the  fact 
to  you.  It  was  hrought  up  to  Weston  (it  seems) 
about  noon:  but  Andrews  stopped  the  cart  at  the 
blacksmith's,  whence  he  sent  to  inquire  if  I  was 
gone  for  my  walk.  As  it  happened,  I  walked  not 
tin  two  o'clock.  So  there  it  stood  waiting  iiil  I 
should  go  forth,  and  was  introduced  before  my 
return.  Fortunately  too  I  went  out  at  the  chureh 
end  of  the  village,  and  consequently  saw  nothing 
of  it.  How  I  could  possibly  pass  it  withont'seeing 
it,  wnen  it  stood  in  die  walk,  I  know  not,  but  it  is 
certain  that  I  did.  And  where  I  shall  fix  it  now, 
I  know  as  little.  It  cannot  stand  between  the  two 
gates,  the  place  of  your  choice,  as  I  understand 
from  Samuel,  because  the  hay-cart  must  pass  that 
way  m  the  season.  But  we  are  now  busy  in  wind- 
ing the  walk  all  round  the  orchard,  and  in  doing 
so  shall  doubtless  stumble  at  last  upon  some  open 
bpot  that  will  suit  it. 

There  it  shall  stand,  while  I  live,  a  constant 
monument  of  your  kindness. 

I  have  tnis  moment  finished  the  twelfth  book 
of  the  Odyssey;  and  I  read  the  Iliad  to  Mrs.  Un- 
win every  evening. 

The  effect  of  this  reading  is,  that  I  still  spy 
biemjflhefc,  oumething  at- least  that  I  can  mend,  so 


that,  after  all,  the  transcript  of  alteiBJions,  which 
you  and  George  have  made,  will  not  be  a  perfect 
one.  It  would  bo  fiiolish  to  forego  an  oi^xnrtunity 
of  improvement  for  such  a  reason;  neither  will  I. 
It  is  ten  o'clock,  and  I  must  breakfiuit  Adien, 
therefore,  my  dear  Johnny!  Remember  your  ap- 
pointment to  see 'US  in  October.    Ever  yours, 

W.C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HALEY,  ESa 

Weston^  Sept.  8,  1793. 

Non  sum  quod  aimvlOf  my  dearest  brother!  I 
seem  cheei^fiil  upon  paper' sometimes,  when  I  am 
alisolutely  the  most  dejected  of  all  creatyres.  De- 
sirous however  to  gain  something  myself  by  my 
own  lett^ers,  improfitable  as  they  may  and  must  be 
to  my  friends,  I  keep  melancholy  out  of  them  as 
much  as  I  can,  that  I  may,  if  possible,  by  assuming 
a  less  gloomy  air,  deceive  myself,  and,  by  feignmg 
with  a  continuance,  improve  the  fiction  into  reality. 

So  you  have  seen  Flaxman's  figures,  which  I 
intended  you  should  not  have  seen  till  I  had  sjiread 
them  before  you.  How  did  you  dare  to  look  at 
themi  You  should  have  covered  your  eyes  with 
both  hands.  I  am  charmed  with  Flaxman's  Pe- 
nelope, and  though  you  don't  deserve  that  I  should, 
will  send  you  a  few  lines,  such  as  they  are,  with 
which  she  inspired  me  the  other  day,  while  I  was 
taking  my  noon-day  walk. 

I  know  not  that  you  will  meet  any  body  here, 
when  we  see  you  in  October,  unless  perhaps  my 
Johnny  should  happen  to  be  with  us.  If  Tom  is 
charmed  with  the  thoughts  of  coming  to  Weston, 
we  are  equally  so  with  the  thoughts  of  sedng  him 
here.  At  his  years,  I  should  hardly  hope  to  make 
his  visit  agreeable  to  him,  did  I  not  know  that  he 
is  of  a  temper  and  disposition  that  must  make  him 
happy  every  where.  Give  our  love  to  him.  If 
Romney  can  come  with  you,  we  have  both  room 
to  receive  him,  and  hearts  to  make  him  moct  wel- 
come. W.  C. 


TO  MRS.  COURTENAi 

Seja.  15,  VBo. 

A  THOUSAND  thanks,  my  dearest  Oatharina,  for 
your  pleasant  letter;  one  of  the  pleasantest  that  I 
have  received  since  your  departure.  You  are  very 
good  to  apologize  for  your  delay,  but  I  had  not 
flattered  myself  with  the  hopes  of  a  speedier  rja- 
Bwer.  Knowing  fuU  well  your  talents  for  eater- 
taining  your  friends  who  are  present,  I  was  sore 
you  would  with  difficulty  find  half  an  hour  that 
you  could  devote  to  an  absfent  one. 

I  am  glad  that  you  think  of  your  return.  JPoor 
Weston  is  a  desohition  without  you.   In  the  ivKaa 
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time  I  amufle  myself  as  well  as  I  can,  thrumming 
old  Homev'a  lyre,  aad  tnnungthe  premuea  upride 
down.  Upeide  down  indeed,  for  so  it  is  literally 
that  I  have  been  dealing  with  the  orchard,  ahnost 
ever  since  you  went,  digging  and  delving  it  around 
to  make  a  new  walk,  which  now  begins  to  assume 
the  shape  of  one,  and  to  look  as  if  some  time  or 
other  it  may  serve  in  that  capacity.  Taking  my 
usual  eierdse  there  the  other  day  with  Mrs.  Un- 
win,  a  wide  disagreement  between  your  clock  and 
ouiB,  occasioned  me  to  complain  much,  as  I  have 
often  done,  of  the  v^ant  of  a  dial  Guess  my  sur- 
prise, when  at  the  close  of  my  complaint  I  saw 
one— saw  one  close  at  my  side;  a  smart  one,  glit- 
tering in  the  sun,  and  mounted  on  a  pedestal  of 
slone.  I  was  astonished.  '*  This,''  I  exclaimed, 
"  is  abwdute  conjuration !"  It  was  a  most  myste- 
rious affiur,  but  the  inyvtbrj  was  at  last  explabied. 

This  scribble  I  presume  will  find  you  just  ar- 
rived at  Bucklands.  I  would  with  all  my  heart 
that  once  dials  can  be  thus  suddenly  conjured 
from  one  place  to  another,  I  could  be  so  too,  and 
could  start  up  before  your  eyes  in  the  middle  of 
some  walk  or  lawn,  where  you  and  Lady  Frog 
are  wandering. 

While  Pilcaime  whistles  for  his  family  estate 
in  Fifeshire,  he  wiD  do  well  if  he  Will  sound  a  few 
notes  for  me.  I  am  originaHy  of  the  same  shire, 
and  a  fionily  of  my  name  is  still  there,  to  whom 
perhaps  he  way  whi||le  (^  my  behalf,  not  alto- 
gether in  vain.  So  shall  his  fibfo  excel  all  my  po- 
etical efibits,  which  have  not  yet,  and  I  dare  say 
never  will,  eflectually  charm  one  acre  of  ground 
into  my  poesession. 

Remember  me  to  Sir  John,  Lady  Frog,  and 
your  husband — tell  them  I  lovo/them  all.  She* 
told  me  onbe  she  was-  jealous,  now  indeed  she 
seems  to  have  some  reasons,  since  to  her  I  have 
not  written,  and  have  written  twice  to  yon.  But 
bid  her  be  of  good  courage,  in  due  time  I  will  give 
her  proof  of  my  constancy.  W.  C. 


Here  you  will  meet  Mr.  Rose,  who  e<mes  on 
the  eighth,  and  brings  with  him  Mr.  Lavnenoe, 
the  painter,  you  may  guess  for  what  purpose. 
Lawrence  returns  when  he  has  made  his  copy  of 
me,  bqt  Mr.  Rose  will  remain  perhaps  as  long  ajs 
yon  will.  Hayley  on  the  contrary  will  comej  I 
suspose,  just  in  time  not  to  see  you.  Hinj  we  ex« 
pect  on  thetwentieth.  I  trust  however,  that  thoa 
wilt  so  order  thy  pastoral  matters,  as  to  make  thy 
stay  here  as  long  as  possible. 
•  Lady  Hesketh,  in  her  ISeot  letter,  inquires  very 
kindly  after  you,  asks  me  for  your  address,  and 
purposes  soon  to  write  to  you.  We  hope  to  see 
her  in  Novembei^-so  that  after  a  summer  without 
company,  we  are  likely  to  have  an  autumn  and  a 
winter  sociable  enough.  W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESa. 


TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  JOHNSON. 
Wettan,  Sept.  39, 1*793. 

MT  DEAREST  JOHNNT, 

You  have  done  well  to  leave  off  visiting,  and 
being  visited.  Tints  are  insatiable  devouren  of 
time,  and  fit  only  for  those  who,  if  they  did  not 
that,  would  do  nothing.  The  worrt  consequence 
of  such  departures  firom  common  practice  is  to  be 
termed  a  singular  sort  of  a  fellow,  or  an  odd  fish; 
a  sort  of  reproach  that  a  man  might  be  vrise' 
snough  to  condemn,  who  had  not  half  your  un- 
derstanding. 

I  look  forward  with  pleasure  to  October  the 
eleventh,  the  day  which  I  expect  will  be  Albo  ho- 
iandu»  lapQlo,  on  account  of  your  arrival  here. 


Weaton,  Oct.  5,  1793. 

My  good  intentions  towards  you,  my  dearest 
brother,  are  continually  frustrated;  and  which  is 
most  provoking,  not  by  such  engagements  and 
avocations  as  have  aright  to  my  attention,  such  as 
those  to  my  Maiy,  and  to  the  dd  baid  of  Greece, 
but  by  mere  impertinences,  svwth  aa  calls  of  civility 
from  persons  not  very  interesting  to  me,  and  let- 
ters from  a  distance  still  less  interesting,  because 
the  writers  of  them  are  strangers.  A  man  sent 
me  a  long  copy  of  verses,  which  I  could  do  no 
less  than  acknowledge.  They  were  siDy  enough, 
and 'cost  me  eighteen  pence,  which  vras  seventeen 
pence  halfpenny  farthing  more  than  they  were 
worth.  Another  sent  me  at  the  same  time  a  plan, 
requesting  my  opinion  of  it,  and  that  I  would  lend 
him  my  name  ae  editor;  a  request  with  which  I 
shaD  not  comply,  but  I  am  obliged  to  tell  him  so, 
and  one  letter  Is  all  that  I'  have  time  to  despatch 
in  a  day,  sometimes  half  a  one,  and  sometimes  I 
am  not  able  to  write  at  all.  Thus  it  is  that  my 
time  perishes,  and  I  can  neither  give  so  much  of 
it  as  I  would  to  you  or  to  any  other  valuable  pur- 
posa 

On  Tuesday  we  expect  company,  Mr.  Rose 
and  Lawrence  the  painter.  Yet  once  more  is  my 
patience  to  be  exercised,  and  once  more  I  am 
made  to  wish  that  my  fkee  had  been  moveable, 
to  put  on  and  take  off  at  pleasure,  so  as  to  be  por- 
table in  a  bandbox,  and  sent  to  the  artist.  These 
however  wiD  be  gone,  ae  I  believe  I  told  you,  be- 
fore you  arrive,  at  which  time  I  know  not  that 
any  body  will  be  here,  except  n^y  Johnny,  whose 
presence  wiD  not  at  all  intorfiere  with  our  read- 
inga— you  will  not,  I  believe,  find  me  a  very 
dashing  critical  hardly  indeed  expect  to  find  any 
thing  in  your  life  of  Milton  that  I  shall  sentence 
to  amputation.  How  should  it  bo  too  Itingi  A 
well  written  work,  sensible  and  spirited,  such  v 
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yoan  wm,  when  I  «w  it,  is  never  la  But  how- 
ever weehslliee.  I  promise  to  tpuip  nothing  tha;t 
I  think  may  be  lopped  off  with  advantage. 

I  faifgan  this  letter  yesterday,  hojt  cooU  not 
finiflh  ft  tiU  now.  I  have  lisen  ^  monung  iihe 
an  infernal  frog  oat  of  Acheran,  covoed  yntii  tho 
oon andnmd  of  melanohdy.  For  ttiis  reason  I 
am  nol-sony  to  find  myself  at  the  bottom  of  my 
paper,  iat  had  I  more  room  perhiqis  I  might  fiU 
it  all  with  croaking,  and  make  an  heart  ache  at 
Eartham,  which  I  wish  to  be  always  cheeifuL 
Adieu.  My  poor  sympathizing  Mary  is  of  course 
sad,  but  always  mindfiil  of  you.  W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESO. 

MT  DEAR  BROTHER,  Oct,  18,  1793. 

I  HAY&not  at  present  much  that  is  necetsaiy 
to  ssy  here,  because  I  shall  have  the  happiness  of 
seeing  you  so  soon;  my  time,  aoeording  to  custom, 
is  a  mere  soqap,  tat  wluch  veaaon  such  must  be 
my  letter  also. 

You  will  find  here  mske  than  I  have  hitherto 
given  you  reason  to  expect,  buinono  who  will^  not 
be  happy  to  see  you.  These  however  stay  with 
us  but  a  short  time,  and  will  leave  us  in  liill  pos- 
sesaon  of  Weston  on  Wednesday  next.. 

I  look  forward  with  joy  to  your  coming,  heartily 
wishing  you  a  pleasant  journey ,  in  which  my  poor 
Mary  joins  me.  Give  our  best  love  to  Tom; 
without  whom,  after  being  taught  to  look  for  him, 
we  should  foel  our  pleasure  in  the  interview  moch 


W.  C. 
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TO  THE  REV.  J.  JEKYLL  RYE. 

MT  DEiB  SIR,  fF^tton,  Nov,  3, 1793. 

Sensible  as  I  am  of  your  kindnesi  in  taking 
such  a  journey,  at  no  very  pleasant  season,  merely 
to  serve  a  friend  of  mine,  I  can  not  allow  my  thanks 
tosleep  till  I  may  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  yon. 
I  hope  nev^  to  show  myself  unmindful  of  so  great 
a  fiivour.  Two  lines  which  I  receiyed  yesterday 
from  Mr.  Hurdis,  written  hastily  on  the  day  of 
decision,  informed  me  that  it  was  made  in  his  &- 
vour,  and  by  a  nm'ofity  of  twenty.  I  have  great 
satisfaction  in  the  event,  and  consequently  hold  my- 
self indebted  to  aU  who  a^  my  instance  have  con- 
tributed to  it. 

You  may  depend  on  me  for  due  attention  to  the 
honest  deik's  request.  When  be  called,  it  was 
not  pos^le  that  I  should  answer  your  obliging 
letter;  for  he  arrived  here  very  eariy,  and  if  I  suf- 
/ered  any  thing  to  interfere  with  my  morning 
bodies  I  should  never  aceomplish  my  laboun. 


Your  hint  consenting  the  subject  for  this  year's 
copy  is  a  veiy  good  one,  fad  shall  not  be  ne- 
glected. 

I  remam,  smoerelyyonn,  W.  C. 


TO  MRS.  OOURTENAY. 

Weaftm,  Aba.  4, 1793. 

I  seldom  rejo&ce  in  a  day  of  soakio^  rain  like 
this;  but  in  tUs,  my  dearest  Gathsrina,  I  do  re* 
joioe  rincerely,  because  it  affords  me  an  opportu- 
nity of  writing  to  you,  which  if  foir  weather  had 
invited  us  into  the  orchard  walk  at  tHe  ueoal  hoar, 
I  should  not  easily  have  found.  I  am  a  most 
busy  man,  busy  to  a  degree  that  sometimes  half 
distracts  me;  but  if  complete  distraction  be  ooca- 
sbned  by  having  the  thoughts  too  much  and  too 
long  attached  to  a  single  point,  I  am  in  no  danger 
of  it,  with  such  a  perpetual  whirl  are  mine  whisk- 
ed about  from  one  subject  to  anotto.  When 
two  poets  meet  there  are  fine  doiiigi  I  can  aasnre 
you.  My  Homer  finds  work  for  Hayley,  and  his 
Life  of  Milton  work  for  me,  so  that  we  are  net- 
ther  of  us  one  moment  idle.  Poor  Mn.  Unwtn  in 
the  mean  time  sits  quiet  in  her  comer,  occasion- 
ally laughing  at  us  both,  and  not  seldom  inter- 
rupting us  with  some  qiies^on  or  remaik,  for 
•which  she  is  constantly  re||pLrded  by  me  with  a 
"  Hush— hold  your  peace."  Bless  yowael^  my 
dear  Cathaiina,  that  you  are  not  <»nnected  with 
a  poet,  especially  that  you  have  not  two  to  deal 
with;  ladies  who  have,  may  be  bidden  indeed  to 
hold  their  peace,  but  very  little  peaee  have  they. 
How  should  they  in  fact  have  any,  continually  en- 
joined as  they  are  to  be  rilentl 

t       ♦       ♦       •       »       ♦ 

The  same  fover  that  hue  been  so  epidemic  there, 
has  been  severely  felt  here  likewlsa;  some  have 
died,  and  a  multitude  have  been  in  danger.  Two 
under  our  own  roof  have  been  infected  with  it,  and 
I  am  not  sure  that  I  have  perfectly  escaped  my- 
self, but  I  am  now  well  again. 

I  have  persuaded  Ha^iey  to  stay  a  we^  longer, 
and  again  my  hopes  revivf ,  that  he  may  yet  have 
an  opportunity  to  know  my  iriends  before  he  re- 
turns into  SusMa:.  I  vnite  amidst  a  chaos  of  in- 
terruptions, Hayley  on  one  hand  spouts  Greek,  and 
on  the  other  hand,  Mrs.  TJnwin  continues  talking, 
sometimes  to  us,  and  sometimes,  because  we  aze 
both  too  busy  to  attend  to  her,  she  holds  a  dia- 
kigue  with  heraelf.— QLueiy,  is  not  this  a  buU~ 
and  ought  I  not  instead  of  dialogue  to  have  said 
soliloquy  t 

Adieu.  With  our  united  love  to  all  yoor  party, 
and  with  ardent  wishes  soon  to  see  you  all  atWee> 
ton,  I  remain^  my  dearest  Catharine, 

Everyoun^  W.U 
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TO  JOSEPH  HTTiU  I?Sa. 

MY  DEAR  ntiBKD,  WestoUf  Nov,  6, 1793. 

In  a  lettei  firom  Lady  Hea^eth,  which  I  received 
not  long  since,  she  infonned  me  how  very  pleasant- 
1^  she  had  spent  some  time  al  Wargrave.  We 
now  begin  to  expect  her  here,  where  our  ehfuips 
of  situation  are  perhaps  not  equal  to  y.eui9,  yet  by 
no  means  contemptible.  She  told  m^e  she  bad 
spoken  to  you  in  very  handsome  terms  of  the 
country  roimd  about  us,  but  not  so  of  our  house, 
and  the  view  before.  The  house  itself  however 
IS  not  unworthy  some  commendation;  small  as  it 
is,  it  is  neat,  and  neater  than  she  is  av^are  of;  for 
my  study  and  the  room  over  it  have  been  repaired 
and  beautified  this  summer,  and  little  more  was 
wanting  to  maka  it  an  abode  suffidfsntiy  commo- 
dious for  a  man  of  my  moderate  desires.  As 
to  the  prospect  from  it,  that  she  misrepresented 
strangely,  as  I  hope  soon  to  have  an  opportunity 
to  convince  her  by  ocular  demonstration.  She 
told  you,  I  know,  of  certain  cottages  opposite  to 
us,  or  rather  she  descnbed  them  a»  poor  houses 
and  hovels  that  eBfectually  blind  our  windows. 
But  none  such  exist.  On  the  contrary,  the  qppo- 
site  object,  and  the  only  one,  is  an  orchard,  so  well 
planted,  and  with  trees  of  such  growth,  that  we 
seem  to  look  into  a  wood,  or  rather  to  be  sur- 
rounded by  one..  Thus,  placed  as  we  are  in  the 
midst  of  a  village,  we  have  none  of  the  disagreea- 
bles that  belong  to  such  a  position,  and  the  village 
itself  is  one  of  the  prettiest  I  know;  terminated  at 
one  end  by  the  church  tower,  seen  through  trees, 
and  at  the  other,  by  a  very  handsome  gateway, 
opening  into  a  fine  grove  of  elms,  belonging  to 
our  neighbour  Courtenay.  .^  How  happy  should  I 
be  to  show  it  instead  of  describing  it  to  you! 

Adieu,  my  dear  friend,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  WALTER  BAGK)T. 

M T  D£AR  FRUND,  Weaton,  Nov,  10, 1793. 

You  are  very  kind  to  consider  my  literary  en- 
gagements, and  to  make  them  a  reason  for  not 
interrupting  me  morefre^neiiily  with  a  letter ;  but 
Chough  I  am  indeed  as  busy  as  an  author  or  an 
editor  can  well  be,  and  am  not  apt  to  be  overjoyed 
at  t|ie  aixival  of  letten  from  uninteresting  quar- 
ters, I  shall  always  I  hope  have  leisure  both  to 
peruse  and  to  answer  those  of  my  real  friends,  and 
to  do  both  with  pleasure. 

I  have  to  thank  you  much  for  your  benevolent, 
aid  in  the  affiux  of  my  friend  Hurdis.  You  have 
doubtless  learned  ere  now,  that  he  has  succeeded, 
andcanied  the  prize  by  a  majority  of  twenty.  He 
IS  wdl  qualified  fi)r  the  post  he  has  gained.  So 
much  the  better  for  the  bongsor  of  the  Oxonian 


laurel,  and  so  much  the  mpro  for  the  credit  of 
those  who  have  fayouied  him  with  their  sufiicagefli 
I«m  entirely  of  your  mind  respecdog  this  con^ 
fiagration  by  which  all  Euipope  si^en  at  prssent, 
and  is  likely  to  suffer  for  a  lox^  timie  to  come. 
The  ^aine  mistake  seems  tb  hava  prevailed  as  in 
the  A^i^cAn  bustnesa.  We  then  flattered  our- 
selves that  the  colonies  would  prove  an  easy  con- 
quest: and  when  all  the  neighbour  nations  armed 
themselves  against  France,  we  imagined  I  believe 
that  sheHoo  would  be  presently  vanquished.  But 
we  begin  already  to  oe  nndec^ved;  and  iSod  only 
knows  to  whjKt  a  degce^  we  may  find  we  have 
erred,  at  the  concluaipn.  Such  however  is  the 
state  of  things  all  around  us,  as  reminds  me  con- 
tinually of  the  Psalmist's  expression—"  Be  ahaU 
break  them  in  pieces  like  q  potter's  veaael^—And 
I  rather  wish  than  hope  in  some- of  my  melancho- 
ly moods  that  England  herself  may  escape  a  frac- 
ture. I  remain,  truly  yours,  W.  C. 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HURDIS. 

MY  DEAB  8IB,  Westoiiy  ^ov,  94, 1793. 

Though  my  coqgratulalioiis  have  been  delayed, 
you  have  no  friend,  nume^ua  as  your  friends  are, 
who  has  more  sincerely  rejoiced  in  your  success 
than  I!  It  was  no  amaU  mortification  to  me  to 
find  that  three  out  of  the  six,  whom  I  had  en- 
gaged, were  not  qualified  to  vote.  You  have  pre- 
vailed, however,  and  by  a  considerable  majority; 
there  is  therefore  no  room  left  for  regret  When 
yom;  short  note  arrived,  which  gave  me  the  agree- 
able news  of  your  victoiy,  our  friend  of  Eartham 
was  with  me,  and  shared  lltfgely  in  the  joy  that  I 
felt  on  the  occasion.  He  left  me  but  a  few  days 
since,  having  spent  somewhat  more  than  a  fort- 
night here;  during  which  time  we  employed  all 
our  leisure  hours  in  the  revisal  of  his  Life  of  Mil- 
ton. It  is  now  finidbed,  and  a  very  fimshed  work 
itifi*^  and  one  that  will  do  great  honour,  I  am  per- 
suaded, to  the  biographer,  and  the  excellent  man, 
of  injured  memory,  who  is  the  subject  of  it.  As 
to  my  own  concern,  with  the  wodu  of  this  first  of 
poets,  which  has  bean  long  a  matter  of  burthen- 
some  conten^plation,  I  have  the  hftppiness  to  find 
at  last  thati  am  at  Ubeity  to  postpcme  my  laboun. 
While  I  expeeted  that  my  commentary  would  be 
called  for  in  the  ensuing  spni^,  I  looked  forward 
to  the  undertaking  with  dismay,  not  seeing  a  sha- 
dow of  probability  that  I  should  b^  ready  to  an- 
swer the  demand.  Fo(r  this  ultimate  xeviud  of  my 
Homer,  together  with  the  notes,  occupies  com- 
pletely at  present  (and  will  for  some  time  longer) 
all  the  little  leisure  that  I  have  for  study:  kisura 
which  I  gain' at  this  season  of  the  year  by  rising 
long  before  day-light. 

You  axe  now  beoone  a  neaiw  nsighboor,  aa4i 
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as  your  professonhip,  I  hope,  will  not  engnMs 
you  whoDj,  will  find  4n  oppoitonhj  to  give  me 
your  company  at  Weston.  Let  me  hear  from 
you  soon,  tell  tae  how  you  like  your  new  office, 
and  wbeUier  yon  peribrm  the  duties  of  it  with 
pleasure  to  yourself.  Wifh  much  pleasure  to 
others  you  will,  I  doubt  not,  and  with  equal  ad- 
vantage. W.  C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESa 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND,  WestoUf  Nov.  29,  1793. 

I  HATfi  risen  iTdiile  the  owls  are  stiD  hooting,  to 
pursue  my  accustomed  labours  in  the  mine  of  Ho- 
mer; but  before  I  enter  upon  them,  shall  give  the 
first  moment  of  daylight  to  the  purpose  of  thanking 
you  for  your  last  letter,  oontuning  ma^y  pleasant 
articles  of  intelligenoe,  with  nothing  to  abate  the 
pleasantness  of  them,  except  the  single  ciicum- 
stance  that  we  are  not  likely  to  see  you  here  so 
soon  as  I  expected.  My  hope  was,  that  the  first 
frost  would  bring  you,  and  the  amiable  painter 
with  you.  If  however  you  are  prevented  by  the 
business  of  your  respective  professbns,  you  are 
well  prevented,  and  I  will  endeavour  to  be  patient 
When  the  latter  was  here,  he  mentioned  one  day 
the  subject  of  Diomede's  horses,  driven  under  the 
axle  of  his  chariot  by  the  thunderbdt  which  fell  at 
their  foet,  as  a  subject  for  his  pencil.  It  is  certaEinly 
a  noble  one,  and  therefore  worthy  of  his  study  and 
attention.  It  oocurred  to  me  at  the  moment,  but 
I  know  not  what  it  was  that  made  me  forget  it 
again  the  next  moment,  that  the  horses  of  AchMles 
Hying  over  the  foss,  with  Patroclus  and  Automedon 
m  the  chariot,  would  be  a  good  companion  for  it. 
Should  you  happen  to  recollect  this,  when  you 
next  see  him,  you  may  submit  it,  if  you  please,  to 
his  consideration.  I  stumbled  yesterday  on  ano- 
ther subject,  which  reminded  me  of  said  excellent 
artist,  as  likely  to  afford  a  fine  opportunity  to  the 
expression  that  he  could  give  it.  It  is  found  in 
the  shooting  match  in  the  twenty-third  book  of  the 
Iliad,  between  Meriones  and  Teuoer.  The  former 
cuts  the  string  with  which  the  dove  is  tied  to  the 
mast-head,  and  sets  her  at  liberty;  the  latter  stand- 
ing at  his  side,  in  all  the  eagerness  of  emulation, 
points  an  arrow  at  the  mark  with  his  right  hand, 
while  with  his  left  he  snatches  the  bow  from  his 
competitor.  He  is  a  fine  poetical  figure,  but  Mr. 
Lawrence  himself  must  judge  whether  or  not  he 
promises  as  Well  for  the  canvass. 

He  does  great  honour  to  my  physiognomy  by 
his  intention  to  get  it  engraved ;  and  though  I  think 
I  foresee  that  thb  private  publieation  will  grow  in 
iime  into  a  publication  of  absolute  publicity,  I  find 
it  imposnble  to  be  dissatisfied  with  any  tbing  that 
seems  eligible  both  to  him  and  you.  To  say  the 
truth,  when  a  man  has  once  turned  his  mind  in- 


side out  for  the  inspection  of  all  who  choose  to  in- 
spect it,  to  make  a  secret  of  his  foce  seems  but  fit- 
tie  better  than  a  self  contndictbn.  At  the  same 
time,  however,  I  shall  be  best  pleased  if  it  be  kept, 
according  to  your  intentions,  as  a  rarity 

I  have  lost  Hayley,  and  be^  to  be  ineasy  at 
not  hearing  firom  him:  tell  me  about  Lim  when 
you  write. 

I  should  be  happy  to  hare  a  work  of  mine  em- 
bellished by  Lavrrenoe,  and  made  a  companion  fitf 
a  woik  of  Hayley's.  It  is  an  event  to  which  I 
look  forward  with  the  utmost  complacence.  I  can 
not  tell  you  what  a  rehef  I  feel  it,  not  to  be  pressed 
for  Milton.  W.  C. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROSE,  ESO. 

AIT  DEAR  FRIEND,  WeOoTi,  Dee.  8, 1793. 

In  my  last  I  foigot  to  thank  you  for  the  box 
of  books,  containing  also  the  pamphlets.  We  have 
read,  that  is  to  say,  my  cousin  has,  who  reads  to 
us  in  an  evening,  the  history  of  Jonathan  WBd, 
and  found  it  highly  entertaining.  The  satire  on 
great  men  is  vntty,  and  I  believe  perfecUy  just: 
we  have  no  censure  to  pass  on  it,  unless  that  we 
think  the  character  of  Mrs.  Heartfree  not  well 
sustained ;  not  quite  delicate  in  the  latter  pan  of  it ; 
and  tfaiEit  the  constant  effect  of  her  charais  upon 
every  man  who  sees  her  has  a  sameness  in  it  that 
is  tiresome,  and  betrays  either  much  carelessness, 
or  idleness,  or  lack  of  invention.  It  is  possible  in- 
deed that  the  author  might  intend  by  this  drcmn* 
stance  a  satirical  glance  at  novelists,  whose  he- 
roines are  generally  all  bewitching;  but  it  is  a  fiiult 
that  he  had  better  have  noticed  in  another  manner, 
and  not  have  exemplified  in  his  own. 

The  first  volume  of  Man  at  ?iei»,  has  Iain  un- 
read in  my  study  window  this  twelvemonth,  and 
would  have  been  returned  unread  to  its  owner,  had 
not  my  cousin  come  in  good  time  to  save  it  from 
that  disgrace.  We  are  now  reading  it,  and  find 
it  excellent:  abounding  with  wit,  and  just  senti- 
ment, and  knowledge  both  of  books  and  men. 
Adieu.  W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESCL 

Wesi(m,  Dee.  8,  1793. 

I  HAVE  waited,  and  waited  impatiently,  for  a 
line  firom  you,  and  am  at  last  determined  to  send 
you  one,  to  inquire  what  is  become  of  you,  and 
why  you  are  silent  so  much  longer  than  usual. 

I  want  to  know  many  things  which  only  yon 
can  tell  me,  but  especially  I  want  to  know  wliat 
has  been  the  issue  of  your  conference  with  Nichol. 
Has  he  seen  your  worki  I  am  impatient  for  cho 
appearance  of  it,  because  impatient  to  have  vho 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Lbt.  477, 478 


LETTERS. 


403 


ipotlMs  credit  of  the  great  poet's  character,  as  a 
man  aod  a  citizen,  vindicated  as  it  ought  to  be, 
and  as  it  never  will  be  again. 

It  is  a  great  relief  to  me  that  my  MUtonic  la- 
bours are  suspended.  I  am  now  busy  in  tranr 
scribing  the  alterations  of  Homer,  having  finished 
the  whole  revisal.  I  must  then  write  a  new  Pre- 
face, which  done  I  shall  endeavour  immediately  to 
descant  ,Qn  TTuFourAgea,  Adieu,  my  dear  bro- 
ther. W.  C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESO. 

Wuion,  Dee.  17, 1793. 

OJovel  andallTaGodil  grant  ihb  my  an 
To- proves  like  tne,  pce-^minent  laTVoy  I 
In  valour  such,  azid  firmnfiB  of  oommandl 
Be  he  exioird  when  he  nconM  from  flghc, 
Aaiar  hie  aire's  aopedor!  may  he  riaj 
Hii  enemy,  bring  home  hia  gory  apolk^ 
And  mayhia  mothar'a  heart  o'erflow  with  joy ! 

.  I  ROSE  this  morning,  at  six  o'clock,  on  purpose 
to  translate  this  prayer  again,  and  to  write  to  my 
dear  brother.  Here  you  have  it,  such  as  it  is,  not 
perfectly  according  to  my  own  liking,  but  as  well 
as  I  could  make  it,  and  I  think  better  than  either 
yours,  or  Lord  Thurlow's.  You  with  your  six 
lines  have  made  yourself  stiff  and  ungraceful,  and 
he  with  his  seven  has  produced  as  good  prose  as 
heart  can  wish,  but  no  poetry  at  all.  A  scrupu- 
lous attention  to  the  letter  has  spoiled  you  both, 
you  have  neither  the  spirit  nor  the  manner  of  Ho< 
mer.  A  portion  of  both  may  be  found  I  believe 
In  my  version,  but  not  so  much  as  I  wish — ^it  is 
better  however  than  the  printed  one.  His  lord- 
ship's two  first  lines  I  can  not  very  well  under- 
stand; he  seems  to  me  to  give  a  sense  to  the  ori- 
ginal that  does  not  bebng  to  it  Hector,  I  appre- 
hend, does  not  say,  "Ghrant  that  he  may  prove 
himself  my  son,  and  be  eminent,  &c. — ^but  grant 
that  this  my  son  may  prove  eminent" — ^which  is  a 
material  difference.  In  the  latter  sense  I  find  the 
simplicity  of  an  ancient;  in  the  former,  that  is  to 
say,  in  the  notion  of  a  man  proving  himself  his 
Other's  son  by  similar  merit,  the  finesse  and  dex- 
terity of  a  modem.  EUs  lordship  too  makes  the 
man,  who  gives  thp  young  hero  his  commenda- 
tion, the  person  who  returns  from  battle;,  whereas 
Homer  makes  the  young  hero  hunself  that  person, 
at  least  if  Clarke  is  a  just  interpreter,  which  I  sup- 
pose is  hardly  to-be  disputed. 

If  my  old  friend  would  lode  into  my  preface,  he 
would  find  a  principle  laid  down  there,  which  per- 
haps it  would  not  be  easy  to  invalidate,  and  which 
properiy  attended  to  would  equally  secure  a  trans- 
lation from  stifihess  and  from  wildnass.  The 
principle  I  mean  is  this— "Ckise,  but  not  so  close 
as  to  be  servile !  flnee,butnotsofreeastobelieen- 

8] 


tiousP  A  snperstitioas  fidelity  kwes  the  spirit, 
and  a  loose  deviation  the  sense  of  the  tranakted 
author — a  happy  moderation  in  either  case  is  the 
only  possible  way  of  preserving  both. 

Thus  have  I  disciplined  you  both;  and  now,  if 
you  please,  you  may  both  discipline  me.  I  shall 
not  enter  my  version  in  my  book  till  it  has  under- 
gone your  strictures  at  least ;  and  should  you  write 
to  the  noble  critic  again,  you  are  welcome  to  sub- 
mit it  to  his.  We  are  three  awkward  fellows  in- 
deed, if  we  can  not  amongst  us  make  a  tolerably 
good  tramdation  of  six  lines  of  Homer.    Adieu. 

.    W.C. 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESa. 

MT  DEAR  HiTLET,  WuUm^  Jan.  5, 1794. 

1  HATE  waited,  but  waited  in  vain,  for  a  propi- 
tious moment,  when  I  might  give  my  old  friend's 
objections  the  consideration  they  deserve;  I  shall 
at  last  be  forced  to  send  a  vague  answer,  unwor- 
thy to  be  sent  to  a  person  accustomed,  like  him,  to 
dose  reasoning  and.  abstruse  discussion,  for  I  rise 
after  ill  rest,  and  with  a  frame  of  mind  perfeetiy 
unsuited  to  the  occasion.  I  sit  too  at  the  window 
for  light's  sake,  wheke  I  am  so  odd,  that  my  pen 
slips  out  of  my  fingers.  First,  I  will  give  you  a 
translation  denerpo  of  tiiisuntrandated  prayer.  It 
is  shap^  as  nearly  as  I  could  contrive  to  his  lord- 
ship's ideas,  but  I  have  little  hope  that  it  will  sa- 
tisfy him. 

Grant  Jove,  and  ye  Qods,  that  this  my  eon 
Be,  as  myaelf  hare  been,  iUuatriona  hen  I   • 
A  valiant  roan  1  ami  let  him  lelgn  in  Troy; 
May  all  who  wiuteai  hie  return  from  fight 

Hereafter,  say ^he  far  excels  hie  aire ; 

And  let  him  bring  beck  gory  trophiea^  atript 
From  fine  aiain  by  him,  to  his  mother'a  joy. 

Imlac,  in  Raaaelas,  says— I  forget  to  whom, 
You  have  convinced  me  that  it  is  impossible  to 
be  a  poet."  In  like  manner,  I  might  say  to  his 
lordship,  you  have  convinced  me  that  it  is  impos- 
sible to  be  a  translator;  to  be  a  translator,  on  his 
term^,  at  least,  is  I  am  sure  impossible.  On  hie 
terms  I  would  defy  Homer  himself,  were  ho 
alive,  to  translate  the  Paradise  Lost  into  Greek. 
Yet  Milton  had  Homer  much  in  his  eye  when  he 
composed  that  poem.  Whereas  Homer  never 
thought  of  me  or  my  translation.  There  are  mi- 
nutis  in  every  language,  which  transfused  into 
another  vrill  spoil  the  veraon.  Such  extreme 
fidehty  is  in  fact  unfaithful  Such  close  resem- 
blance takes  away  all  likeness.  The  original  is 
elegant,  easy,  natural;  the  copy  is  clumsy,  con- 
strained, unnatural:  To  what  is  this  owing]  To 
the  adoption  of  terms  not  congenial  to  your  pur- 
pose, and  of  a  context,  such  as  no  man  writing  an 
original  work  would  make  use  o£  Homer  is  every 
thing  that  a  poet  should  be.  A  translation  of  Hik 
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mer,  «>  made,  will  be  eteiy  thing  tiuit  a  tianriar 
tkmoTHoii&^'SEStddnotbe.  Becaiue  it  wffl  be 
wiitten  in  no  language  under  Hflttfen.  It  will  bf 
EnglUi,  and  it  win  be  Gheek,  and  therafoie  it  will 
be  neither.  Hele  the  man,  whoever  he  be  (I  do 
not  pretend  to  be  that  man  myielf,)he  la  the  m 
best  qualiiled  as  a  truulator  of  Homer,  who  wae 
drenched,  and  iteeped,  and  aoaked  himielf  in  the 
effiinone  ot  hie  genine  till  he  hae  imUbed  their 
colour  to  the  bone;  and  who,  when  he  is  thus 
dyed  through  andtloongh,  dirtingtuahu^  between 
what  is  essentially  Greek,  and  what  may  be  habit- 
ed in  English,  rejects  the  former,  and  is  faithful  to 
the  latter,  as  far  as  the  purpose  of  fine  poetiy  will 
permitjandnofiirtfaer}  thislthink,maybeeasay 
proved.  Homer  is  every  where  remarfcaWe  either 
for  ease,  dignity,  er  energy  of  expression;  for 
grandeor  of  conception,  and  a  mi^jestie  flow  of 
numbenk  If  we  cof^  him  so  doeelj  as  to  maJbe 
every  one  of  these  excellent  properties  of  his  abso- 
lutely unattainable,  which  will  certainly  be  the 
efleet  of  too  dose  a  copy,  instead  of  translating,  we 
murder  hinL  Therafare,aileraD  that  his  lor£hip 
has  said,  I  still  hold  fieedom  to  be  indispensable. 
Freedom,  I  mean  witii  respect  to  the'expresrfoo: 
freedom  so  limited,  as  never  to  leave  behind  the 
matter:  but  at  the  same  time  indulged  viith  a  suf- 
ficient eoope  to  secure  the  spirit,  and  as  much  as 
pesnble  of  the  manner.  I  say  as  much  as  possible, 
because  an  English  manner  must  differ  from  a 
Cheek  one,  in  order  to  be  graceib],and  for  this  there 
is  n9  remedy.  Can  an  ungraceful,  awkward  trans- 
lation of  Homer  be  a  good  onel  No.  But  a 
graceful,  easy,  natural,  fidthfbl  v«nion  of  him,  will 
not  that  be  a  good  one'l  Yee.  AUow  me  but  this, 
and  I  insist  upon  it,  that  such  an  one  may  be  pro^ 
dooed  on  my  principles,  and  can  be  produced  on 
no  other. 


I  have  not  had  time  to  criticise  his  Vxdri^ 
otiierveiwm.  Ton  know  how  fittle  time  I  ba^i 
for  any  thing,  and  can  tdi  him  so. 

Acleul  my  dear  brother.  1  have  now  tiled  both 
you  and  myself;  and  with  the  love  cf  the  wfaob 
tno,  remain  Tourfe  ever,  W.  O* 

ReadSng  Us  lordsbip^s  sentiments  over  agabu,  I 
am  inclined  to  think  that  in  all  I  have  said,  Ihave 
only  given  him  back  the  same  in  other  terms.  H^ 
disaUowt  both  the  absolute  ft^  and  the  abaoluto 
dote  so  do  I;  and,  if  I  underatand  myself  have 
said  so  in  my  Preface  He  wishes  to  reeoounend 
a  medium,  though  he  will  not  call  it  so;  so  do  I; 
only  we  express  it  difloentiy.  What  is  it  then 
we  dispute  abouti  My  head  is  not  gpod  enough 
to-day  to  discover. 


TO  LA0T  HESKETH. 

DEAR  COUSIN,  Jlfuiu2tZey,  Oct.  13, 1796^ 

Tou  describe  delightful  scenes,  bat  you  descnbe 
them  to  one,  who  if  he  even  saw  them,  could  re- 
ceive no  delight  from  tiiem:  who  has  a  faint  re- 
collection, and  so  &int,  as  to  be  fike  an  almost  for- 
gotten dream,  that  once  he  was 'susceptible  of 
pleasure  from  such  causes.  The  country  that  you 
have  had  in  prospect  has  been  always  &med  fixrits 
beauties;  but  the  wretch  who  can  derive  no  grati- 
fication from  a  view  of  nature,  even  under  the  dis- 
advantage of  her  most  ordinary  drees,  vHll  have  no 
eyes  to  admire  her  in  any. 

In  one  day,  in  one  minuto,  I  should  rather  have 
said,  she  became  an  umversal  blank  to  me;*  and 
though  fWMn  a  different  cause,  yet  wnh  an  eflbet 
as  difficult  to  remove,  as  hKudriesB  itoelt 
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"  Tutored  Inr  thee,  Bweet  Poetly  exalo? 
Her  YcAce  of  asoi;  and  infomw  the  page 
With  rauaic,  image,  eentimeni,  and  thoughla^ 
Nerertodie! 


Tbe  biography  of  a  man  whooe  life  was  passed 
in  his  study,  and  who  is  known  to  the  world  ^y 
his  writings  alone,  can  present  few  facts  to  render 
It  popular^  unless  it  was  chequered  by  events  that 
excite  interest,  or  marked  by  traits  which  lessen 
esteem.  If  a  Poet  has  been  vidous,  the  account 
of  the  misfoitunes  which  vice  never  &ils  to  bring, 
and  of  its  effects  on  himself,  is  read  with  atten- 
tion; but  the  career  of  him  who  was  uniformly 
virtuous,  who  experienced  no  remarkable  vicissi- 
tudes of  fortime,  and  who  was  only  eminent  from 
the  'genius  which  his  writings  display,  must  yield 
in  variety  of  incident  to  that  of  a  pirate  or  cour- 
tesan. 

.  There  is  nevertheless  much  that  will  gratify  a 
reader  whose  taste  is  not  so  vitiated  as  to  require 
the  excitement  of  romance,  in  tracing  the  progress 
of  a  distingmshed  literary  person;  and  he  who  is 
not  desirous  of  knowing  the  history  of  a  writer 
whose  name  is  associated  with  his  earliest  recol- 
lections roust  be  void  of  every  spark  of  curiosity, 
A  favourite  author  possesses  claims  upon  our  re- 
gard similar  to  those  of  friendship ;  and  the  tale, 
which  would  be  dull  and  tiresome  if  it  concerned 
any  other  person,  is  read,  or  listened  to,  with  the 
liveliest  pleasure. 

Thomson's  life  must  be  indebted  for  whatever 
gratification  it  may  afford  to  the  sympathy  of  his 
admirers,  since  it  is  destitute  of  all  other  attrao- 
tbns.  Little  has  been  preserved  concerning  him, 
perhaps  because  very  little  was  deserving  of  being 
recorded;  and  these  notices  are  so  scattered  that 
it  has  required  some  labour  to  form  the  present 
memoir.  He  did  less  for  his  own  history  than 
almost  any  other  poet  of  the  time,  as  his  works 
contain  few  egotisms,  and  his  great  dislike  to  cor- 
respondenoe  prevented  the  esstenoe  of  those  fa- 
miliar letters  which  form  the  roost  delightful  mate- 
rials for  biography. 

The  task  of  preptxiog  this  memoir  has,  how- 
ever, been  a  grateful  one.  A  writer  can  not  be 
indifferent  to  im  pfeasore  of  rendering  justice  to 
merit  which  has  been  traduced,  and  of  placing 
an  amiable  and  unblemished  chancter  in  its  true 
Hfght    Mankind  an  too  apt  to  form  their  judg- 

arr 


ment  on  the  opinions  of  superior  understandings, 
without  reflecting  that  none  are  exempt  from 
caprice  even  if  they  be  so  from  errors ;  and  though 
the  statements  of  an  author  may  be  generally 
just,  cases  occur  in  which  he  is  prejudiced  or 
misinformed.  It  ia  scarcely  necessary  to  say, 
that  the  Life  of  Thomson  by  Dr.  Johnson  is 
alluded  to;  and  few  need  be  told  that  tins  is  not 
the  first  time  his  account  of  the  Poet  has  been 
charged  with  injustice.  The  inquiries  necessary 
for  this  article  liave  tended  to  confirm  the  suspi- 
cion that  the  colossus  of  literature  was  influenced 
by  some  extraordinary  bias  against  the  author  of 
"  The  Seasons,*'  for  not  a  single  notice  of  him, 
reflecting  upon  his  character,  has  been  found 
which  is  not  traceable  to  Johnson.  His  Life  is 
sneering  and  satirical,  and  he  rarely  admits  Thom- 
son to  have  possessed  a  merit  without  aocompa- 
njring  it  by  an  ungenerous  remark.  The  cause 
of  this  conduct  must  be  sought  in  vain;  but  the 
tertiper  of  Johnson  and  his  violent  pditical  feel- 
ings are  sufiiciently  notorious  to  render  the  pa- 
triotic sendmenta  which  Thomson  every  where 
inculcates  a  sufficient  explanatbn  of  his  hostility, 
whilst  his  country  may  have  been  another  ground 
for  his  dislike.  Befofe  dismissing  Dr.  Johnson's 
Life  it  is  material  to  state,  that  ins  assertions  re- 
specting Thomson  are  entitled  to  little  credit  when 
opposed  by  other  testimony;  for  it  can  be  proved 
that  he  knew  little  about  him,  and  that  he  was 
too  negligent  to  avail  himself  of  the  infonna^n 
which  he  sought  It  must  be  remembered,  too, 
that  Johnson  never  saw  him;  and  that  whatever 
he  may  have  learned  f^rom  others  avails  nothing 
in  comparison  with  the  account  of  his  personal 
and  intimate  fiiends  whose  esteem  is  in  itself  am- 
ple evidence  of  his  virtues. 

James  Thomson  was  the  son  of  the  Reverend 
Mr.  Thomson,  of  Ednam,  in  the  tbate  of  Rox- 
burgh, at  which  place  the  Poet  was  bom  on  the 
nth  of  September,  1700.  Less  has  been  said  ot 
his  paienU  than  they  merit,  and  from  the  slight 
manner  in  which  they  have  beeo  noticed  the  idea 
may  have  arisen  that  he  was  of  obscure  «cigiD. 
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vendt^y"  and  signid  with  the  initial  of  hit  name^ 
ahowB  how  early  the  love  of  ninl  aoeneiy  and 
puzsmts  to^k  ponession  of  his  mind,  and  may  be 
deemed  thto  fint  conceptioni  of  "  The  Seaaona." 
His  prodiictiona  were  rather  sereiely  treated  by 
some  learned  persons  into  whose  hands  they  iell, 
and  one  of  his  biographers  has  labonied  to  prove 
the  want  of  taste  of  his  judges.  This  charge 
is,  probably,  unjust,  for  the  early  pieces  of  the 
author  of  The  Seasons  affi>rd  sUght  indicatioD 
of  his  future  powers,  and  the  criticism  was  fti 
firom  destroying  his  attachment  to  the  muses.  An 
accident,  connected  with  the  indulgence  of  his 
taste,  made  him  suddenly  renounce  the  piofessioa 
for  which  he  was  designed,  and  his  views  became 
directed  to  London.  Mr.  Hamilton,  the  Divinity 
Professor  of  Edinburgh,  having  given  Thomson  | 
the  104th  Psalm  as  an  exerdae,  he  made  so  poeti- 
cal a  paraphrase  of  it,  that  the  professor  and  the 
audience  were  equally  surprised.  After  oompB- 
menttng  the  writer,  he  told  him  that  if  he  expected 
to  be  useful  in  the  ministry,  he  must  restrain  his 
imagination,  and  adopt  language  more  suited  to  a 
country  congregation;  and,  according  to  Dr.  John- 
son, Mr.  Hamilton  censured  one  of  the  expressions 
as  indecent,  if  not  profape.  Part  of  this  paraphrase 
only  has  been  printed,  but  a  perfect  copy  will  be 
found  in  the  present  edition,  not  on  account  of  its 
merits,  which  are  far  from  conspicuous,  but  firom 
the  circumstances  connected  with  it.  The  obnox- 
ious line  will,  however,  be  sought  for  in  vain;  but 
it  may  have  been  altered  in  this  transcript 

This  piece  having  fallen  under  the  notice  of 
Mr.  Auditor  Benson,  he  expressed  his  admiration 
of  it,  and  added,  that  if  the  author  came  to  Lon- 
don, he  had  no  doubt  his  merit  would  be  properiy 
encouraged.  This  remark  was  communicated  to 
Thomson,  apparently,  by  Lady  Griizel  Baillie,  a 
relation  of  his  mother's,  and  he  accordingly  em- 
barked at  Leith  in  the  autumn  of  1735,  but  as,  on 
his  arrival  in  the  metropolis,  he  received  no  assist-  ' 
ance  firom  her  ladyship,  he  found  himself  without 
money  or  friends.  To  what  extent  he  suflered  the 
stings  of  poverty  is  uncertain;  and  his  zealous  ad-  ' 
mirer,  the  Earl  of  Buchan,  is  very  indignant  at 
the  assertbn,  that  "  his  first  want  was  a  pair  of 
shoes."  Johnson,  on  whose  authority  it  reels,  is 
not  likely  to  have  invented  the  statement:  and,  ai 
it  reflects  no  discredit  on  the  Poet,  whether  it  arose 
from  a  temporary  exhaustion  of  his  finances,  or 
from  the  impossibility  of  recnuting  them,  except* 
ing  by  the  Mile  of  one  of  his  works,  his  Lordship's 
anger  is  misplaced. 

That  he  was  stored  with  letters  of  introduction  ' 
may  be  supposed;  but,  having  tied  them  up  in  a 
handkerchief,  they  were  stolen  from  him,  an  acci- 
dent sufiiciently  disastrous  to  a  young  stranger, 
in  the  metropolis,  to  explain  the  condition  in  which 
he  is  represented  to  have  found  himself. 


His  fether  was  well  descended,  and  his  mother 
was  Beatrix,  the  daughter  and  coheiress  of  Mr. 
Trotter,  of  Fogo,*  a  genteel  femily  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Greenlaw  in  Berwickshire.  Though 
Mr.  Thomson's  worth  was  of  that  unostentatious 
kind  which  only  entitles  him  to  the  praise  of  be- 
ing a  good  fiither,  a  good  husband,  and  a  good 
man,  fulfilling  his  clerical  duties  with  pious  dili- 
gence, and  who 

"This  noble  eraamplie  to  his  ahepe  hs  yai; 
That  fint  he  wrous^t  and  aftanrarde  he  taogfat," 

nearly  all  the  sterling  parts  of  human  excellence 
are  comprised  in  that  character. 

At  eji  early  period  of  the  Poet's  life,  his  dawning 
talents  attracted  the  attention  of  Mr.  Riccarton,  a 
neighbouring  clergyman,  and  a  judicioos  fnend 
of  his  father,  who  consented  to  his  superintending 
his  son's  education.  He  was  placed  at  school  in 
Jedburgh,  and  the  care  this  gentleman  bestowed 
on  him  was  well  rewarded  by  the  success  which 
attended  liis  exertions. 

Nor  was  Mr.  Riccorton  his  only  patron.  Sir 
William  Bennet,  of  Chesters,  near  Jedburgh,  who 
was  distinguished  for  his  wit,  honoured  him  with 
his  kindness,  and  invited  him  to  spend  his  summer 
vacations  at  his  seat.  Under  the  auspices  of  these 
generous  friends,  and  of  Sir  Gilbert  Eliot  of  Minto, 
Thomson  wrote  various  pieces;  but  on  the  first  of 
January  he  destroyed  the  labours  of  the  preceding 
year,  and  celebrated  the  annual  conflagration  by 
some  humorous  versos,  stating  his  reasons  for  their 
condemnation.  A  poetical  epistle,  addressed  to 
Sir  William  Bennet,  and  written  in  his  fourteenth 
year,  has  however  been  lately  discovered,  and  it 
will  be  found  in  this  edition  of  his  works. 

From  Jedbuigh  he  was  sent  to  the  univefsity 
of  Edinburgh,  being  intended  for  the  church;  but 
before  he  bad  been  two  years  there,  he  lost  his 
father,  who  died  so  suddenly  that  he  did  not  i 
him  before  his  decease,  a  circumstance  which  so 
much  increased  his  grief  that  he  is  said  to  have 
evinced  his  afiSiction  in  an  extraordinary  manner. 
His  widowed  mother,  who  was  left  with  nine  chil 
dren  slenderly  provided  for,  was  advised  to  remove 
to  Edinburgh,  where  she  remained,  living  in  an 
economical  manner,  until  James  had  completed 
his  studies. 

Whilst  at  the  University,  Thomson  contributed 
three  articles  to  a  volume  entitled  "  The  Edin- 
burgh Miscellany,"  printed  in  that  city  in  1720,  by 
a  club  called  the  Athenian  Society.  One  of  them, 
'*  On  a  Country  Life,  by  a  Student  of  the  Uni- 


*  MiB.  Thomaon'8  sisler  married  fint  a  Mr.  Hume,  and  se- 
condly the  Rev.  Mr.  Nicolson,  Miniater  of  Freaton  and  Bon- 
rie.  Their  daughter  Elizabeth  married  her  nameaake,  Bo- 
belt  NichotooD,  ofLonand  near  Berwlck-on-Tweed,  the  gxsat 
gnnUather  of  AJexaoder  Nicholaon,  Eaq.  d  £a«  Court, 
CIulUoo  Regis. 
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Shortly  after  Thomaon  left  Edinbnigh,  he  lost 
his  mother,  whom  he  loved  with  all  a  son's  ten- 
derness, and  to  whose  talents  and  Tiitnes  bb  was 
eminently  indebted  for  the  cultivation  of  his  own. 
In  the  poem  which  he  wrote  to  her  niemory,  he 
thos  feelingly  adverts  to  the  moment  whoa  he 
took  his  last  leave  of  her : — 

*' Whan  on  ths  mnglii  of  tfa^  briiiy  flood, 
ChiU'd  wiih  a  Md  prangii^  damp  I  tttx)^ 
Took  tho  ]ut  look,  ne'er  to  behold  her  mora, 
And  mixed  our  mormnn  with  the  wavy  roar, 
Heud  the  laet  woide  fall  from  her  ploua  tongue, 
llien,  wild  into  the  bulging  Tenel  flunft 
Which  mook  too  ioon,  eonfey'd  me  from  her  rfgh^ 
Pmbw  than  life,  and  liberty,  and  light  I" 

A  very  interesting  letter  from  Thomson  to  his 
finend  Dr.  Cranston,  written  about  this  time, 
proves  that  he  was  nearly  destitute  of  money;  and 
it  is  extremely  deserving  of  attention  frcan  the 
statement  that  the  idea  of  wxifing  The  Seasons 
originated  firom  reading  a  poem  on  Winter,  by 
Mr.  Rickleton,  which  sets  at  rest  the  dispute  whe- 
ther that  poem  was  composed  before  or  after  his 
arrival  in  London.*  It  is  without  a  date,  but  must 
have  been  written  in  September  1726;  and,  as  the 
post  mark  was  Bamet,t  it  seems  he  then  resided 
in  that  village. 

*'  DEAR  SIR, 

"  I  would  chide  you  for  the  slackness  of  your 
correspondence;  but,  having  blamed  you  wrong- 
fully last  time,  I  shall  say  nothing  until  I  hear 
fipom  you,  which  I  hope  will  be  soon.  ^ 

"  There  is  a  little  business  I  would  communicate 
to  you  before  I  come  to  the  more  entertaining  part 
of  our  oMrespondenoe.  I  am  gcnng,  hard  task! 
to  complain,  and  beg  your  assistance.  When  I 
came  up  here  I  )m>nght  very  little  money  along 
vrith  me,  expecting  some  more  upon  the  selling 
of  Widehope,  which  vras  to  have  been  sold  that 
day  my  mother  was  buried.  Now  it  is  unsold 
yet;  but  will  be  disposed  of  as  soon  as  it  can  bo 
conveniently  done,  tiiough  indeed  it  is  perplexed 
with  some  difficulties.    I  vras  a  long  time  here 


*  A  wxiter  in  the  litemiy  Gazette  aaaeits  that  *<  WIntet'' 
was  written  pnyious  to  thia  period,  during  the  vacatkos, 
wlken  Tlionaon  retired  from  Edinburgh  to  Roxbuigfaahlre, 
where  Itiaacunenttalathathaoompoeed  the  awMpiaure 
of  the  man  periahing  in  the  onow,  while  on  a  viait  to  a  friend 
among  the  wHdhilla  about  Teihohn,  elghtor  nine  milea  from 
Kalao  and  Ednam,  the  place  ofhia  birth.  Foolkner,  however, 
tn  his  HJarffrical  and  Topognphical  Aooount  of  Fulham,  p. 
359,  ■a7a^— <'In  a  room  in  the  Dove  Goflee-liouBe,  aitnated 
fiuung  the  water-aide^  between  the  Upper  and  Lower  Hall  at 
Hammemnkh,  Thompaan  wrote  hia  Winter.  Hewaainthe 
habit  of  frequenting  thia  houae  during  the  winter  aeaaon,  wlien 
the  lliamea  waa  froni^  and  the  aurnmnding  country  ooTend 
with  anow.  This  Act  la  well  authenticated,  and  many  per- 
aona  viait  the  hooaa  to  the  pnaent  day." 

*  Qiiery,BanMmQDthebankBoftheThaaiea1 


living  at  my  own  charges,  and  you  know  how  e:^- 
pensive  that  is;  this,  tt^tiier  with  the  fiimishing 
of  myself  vrith  clothes,  linen,  one  thing  and  ano- 
ther, to  iSt  me  for  any  businesf  of  thii  nature  here, 
necessarily  obliged  me  to  contract  some  debts.  Be- 
ing a  stranger  here,  it  is  a  wonder  how  I  got  any 
credit;  but  I'can  not  expect  it  will  be  long  sus- 
tained unless  I  immediately  clear  it.  Even  nbw, 
I  believe,  it  is  at  a  crisis.  My  friends  have  no 
money  to  send  me  till  the  land  jb  sold,  and  my 
creditors  vrill  not  wait  till  then:  you  know  what 
the  consequences  would  be.  Now  the  aasbtance 
I  would  beg  of  you,  and  which  I  know,  if  in  your 
power,  you  vrill  not  refuse  me,  is  a  letter  of  credit 
on  some  merchant,  banker,  or  such  like  person  in 
London,  for  the  matter  of  twelve  poimds,  till  I  get 
money  upon  the  selling  of  the  land,  which  I  am  at 
last  certain  of.  If  you  could  either  give  it  me 
yourself  or  procure  it,  though  you  do  not  owe  it  to 
my  merit,  yet  you  owe  it  to  your  own  nature, 
which  I  know  so  well  as  to  say  no  more  on  the 
subject;  only  allow  me  to  add  that  when  I  first 
fen  upon  such  a  project,  the  only  thing  I  have  for 
it  in  my  present  drcumstanoes,  knowing  the  selfish, 
inhumane  temper  of  the  generality  of  the  world, 
you  were  the  first  person  that  ofiered  to  my 
thoughts  as  one  to  whom  I  had  the  confidence  to 
make  such  an  address. 

"  Now  I  imagine  you  seized  with  a  fine,  ro- 
mantic, kind  of  a  melancholy  on  the  fiuling  of  the 
3rear;  now  I  figure  you  wandering,  philosophical 
and  pensive,  amidst  the  brovm,  vrithered  groves, 
while  the  leaves  rustle  under  your  feet,  the  sun 
gives  a  farewell  parting  gleam,  and  the  birds 

fldr  the  fldnt  Doie^  and  but  atienq*  to  ring. 

"  Then  again,  when  the  heavens  wear  a  more 
gloomy  aspect,  the  vrinds  whistle,  and  the  waters 
spout,  I  see  you  in  the  well  known  Cleugh,  be- 
neath the  solenm  arch  of  tall,  thick,  embowering 
trees,  listening  to  the  amtising  lull  of  the  many 
steep,  moss-grown  cascades;  while  deep,  divine 
contemplation,  the  genius  of  the  place,  prompts 
each  swelling  awful  thought  I  am  sure  you  would 
not  resign  your  part  in  that  scene  at  an  easy  rate. 
None  ever  enjoyed  it  to  the  height  you  do,  and 
you  are  worthy  of  it  There  I  walk  in  spirit,  and 
disport  in  its  bek>ved  gloom.  This  country  I  am 
in  is  not  very  entertaining;  no  variety  but  that 
of  woods,  and  them  we  have  in  abundance;  but 
where  is  the  living  stream^  the  airy  mountain? 
and  the  hanging  rockl  with  twenty  other  things 
that  elegantly  please  the  lover  of  nature.^  Naturs 
delights  me  in  every  form,  I  am  just  now  painting 
her  in  her  most  lugubrious  dress  for  my  owu 
amusement,  describing  Winter  as  it  presents  itself 
After  my  first  proposal  of  the  subject, 

I  aing  of  Whiter,  and  hiagelld  reign, 
Nor  let  arhymlag  inaact  of  the  Sprii^ 
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DettAttataoBBBdMBM.   Tomsllifu]] 
Of  manlj  chaixni;  to  xne^  wiio  coonthe  Aad^ ' 
Wbomtto  ga7BeiBomaiihBot,aiiawhodnm 
The  gkn  of  SamniBr.  WfleoiMb  Undrad  glooDHi 
Dntf,awftil,  whriryhoROi^iralconAdllAc. 

"After  this  mtrodpction,  I  say,  Vhich  iiuists 
Ibr  a  few  lines  iiirtber,  I  prosecute  the  puipoit  of 
the  following  ones: 

Nor  em  1, 0;  depsrtiDg  Snmiattrl  choois 
BiitooiMcnta  one  pityli^  KnetOTon; 
Sing  your  laat  tempWd  dayi^  and  lunnycaliivb 
niat  cheer  tbe  qiirtts  and  ■exene  the  soiiL 

<  Then  teirihlB  floojb,  and  high  winds,  thstt  omiaUy 
happen  about  this  time  of  the  year,  and  haw  al- 
leadjr  hi^pened  here,  I  wish  you  havo  not  felt 
them  too  dieadfoUy;  the  fiist  produoed  the  in- 
closed lines;  the  last  axe  not  completed.  Mr. 
Bickleton's  Poem  an  Winter,  which  I  still  have, 
fiist  pat  the  deflgn  into  my  head.  In  il  are  some 
masterly  strokes  that  awakened  me:  bong  only  a 
present  amnsement,  it  is  ten  to  one  but  I  dn^  it 
whenever  another  fimcy  comes  across. 

**  I  bdieve  it  had  been  much  more  for  your  en- 
tertainment if  in  this  letter  I  had  cited  other  peo- 
ple instead  of  myself  but  I  must  defer  that  until 
another  time.  If  you  have  not  seen  it  already,  I 
have  just  now  in  ray  hands  an  original  of  Sir 
Alexander  Brand's,  the  crazed  Scots  knight  with 
the  woeful  countenance,  you  would  reGsh.  I  be- 
lieve it  might  make  Miss  John  catch  hold  of  his 
knees,  vdiich  I  take  in.  him  to  be  a  degree  of  mirth 
only  inferior  to  falling  ba^  again  with  an  elastic 
spring.    Itis  very  printed  in  the  Evening 

Post,  so  perhaps  you  have  seen  these  panegyrics 
of  our  declining  bard;  one  on  the  princess's  birth- 
day, the  other  on  his  majesty's,  in  cantos : 
they  are  written  in  the  spbrit  of  a  complicated 
craziness. 

**  I  was  in  London  lately  a  night,  and  in  theold 
playhouse  saw  a  comedy  acted,  called '  Love  makes 
a  Man,  or  the  Fop's  Fortune,'  where  I  behdd 
Miller  and  Gibber  shine  to  my  infinite  entertain- 
ment. In  and  about  London  this  month  of  Sep- 
tember near  a  hundred  people  have  died  by  acci- 
dent and  suicide.  There  was  one  blacksmith, 
tiled  of  the  hammer,  who  hanged  himself,  and  left 
written  behind  him  this  condso  epitaph, 

I  Joe  Pope, 

Lived  wMhoat  hope. 

And  died  by  a  rope. 

or  else  some  epigrammatic  muse  has  belied  him. 

"  Mr.  Muir  has  ample  fund  for"  politics  in  the 
present  posture  of  afiairs,  as  you  will  find  by  the 
public  news.  I  should  be  glad  to  know  that  great 
minister's  frame  juet  now.  Keep  it  to  youiself. 
Vou  may  whisper  it,  loo,  in  Miss  John's  ear:  far 
otherwise  is  his  late  mysterious  brother  Mr.  Tait 
employed,— started  a  superannuated  fortune,  and 
;ust  now  upon  the  full  scent    It  is  comioalenough 


tosee  faimficom  amongBt  the  rubbish  of  hisoon- 
trovesrial  divinity  and  poKtics,  furbishing  iq^  his 
■tic  gsUantqr- 

Yours  sincody,    J.T. 
Remember  me  to  all  fiiends,  Ml.  Bkkle,  MvN 
John,  BsDther  John,  dbc." 

Thomson's  earliest  patron  in  London  was  Mr. 
Forbes,  afterwards  Lord  Prssidentof  the  Sesdon; 
who  is  thusimnkortafized  in  the  Seasons, 

*<Thee^  ForiNi^  tois  whom  evierf  worth  flCloiid^ 
As  tfsth  tlnceR^  as  weeping  frleadriiip  klnd^ 
Thee,  trulj  gmaom,  and  in  ■ileocegnat, 
^l%j  ooUDXrj  ledhi  thion^  her  nrlvtag  vsu, 
Flann'd  by  thy  wMom,  by  ifay  mol  kiftnnM; 
And  eefiloin  has  riw  tax)?ni  a  fUeod  like  thee." 

Having  seen  his  poetry  in  Scotland,  he  received 
him  with  kindness,  recommeDded  him  to  his 
friends,  and  partiBnlarly  to  Mr.  Aikman,  a  gen- 
tleman moving  in  high  society,  whose  teste  ftr  de- 
scriptive pOetty  was  genersled  by  his  piuaoits  as  a 
painter.  The  friendship  of  Aikmsn  was  Ingfaly 
appreciated  fay  Thomson;  and  on  his  death,  in 
June  1731,  he  vrrote  some  Tenes  which  are  indica- 
tive of  that  fervid  attadunent  for  which  he  vnas  re- 


Among  other  persons  to  whom  he  was  indebted 
for  countenance  and  attention  were  Mr.  Mallet, 
his  school  fellow,  then  private  tutor  to  the  Duke 
of  Montrose  and  his  Gnoe^  brother  Lord  George 
Ghraham.  By  Mallet  he  is  supposed  to  have  been 
introduced  to,  and  made  aoquaintRd  with,  the 
characters  of  many  brother  poets  and  other  will 
of  the  day;  and  he  wis  asasted  by  faim  in  nego- 
tiating the  publication  of  his  first  woik.  H« 
resided,  at  this  time,  in  Lancarter  Comtt  in  ths 
Strand. 

The  poem  of  Winter,  which,  vevening  ths 
natural  order,  proved  the  harbinger  of  ''The 
Seasons,"  appeared  in  Iblio  in  Maich,  179S-7; 
but  it  remained  unsold  till  Mr.  Whateley,  a  gen* 
tieman  of  acknowledged  taste,  and  the  author  of 
"  Observatbns  on  Modem  Gardening,"  discerned 
its  beauties,  and  made  them  the  subject  of  conver- 
sation in  thedrdes  in  wluch  he  visited.  Though 
materially  improved  in  subsequent  editions,  its 
merits  were  sufficientiiy  striking  to  estaMiiJa  the 
author's  tame;  but  it  is  stated  that  he  received  no 
more  than  three  guineas  for  his  labours.  It  was 
dedicated  to  Sir  Spencer  Compton,  then  Speaker 
of  the  House  of  Commons,  and  afterwards  Eari 
of  Wilmington,  but  his  motive  fiv  selecting  him 
as  a  patronis  unknown;  and  it  would  seem,  fmm 
Aaron  Hill's  lines,  which  he  affixed  to  the  second 
edition  of  "  Winter,"  that  he  was  doubtful  to  what 
great  person  he  should  address  it.  In  the  preface 
to  that  edition,  which  appeared  in  the  same  year, 
he  entered  into  a  long  defence  of  poetry,  complain- 
ed of  the  debasing  sobieGte  te  whkh  it  was  cliieflT 
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applied,  and  ooutended,  in  itptoroos  liuBgQage, 
that  the  works  of  nature  are  most  calculated  to 
produce  poetical  enthuaiasm.  According  to  the 
faahion  of  the  time,  he  prefixed  to  the  second  im-« 
prenion  some  commendatoiy  Terses  by  HiS,  Mr. 
Mallet,  and  alady  who  ityled  herself  Mixa.* 

Johnson  asserts  that  "  Wmter"  was.  unnoticed 
by  Sir  Spencer  Compton  until  Aaron  HHl  roused 
his  attention  by  some  irerses  addressed  to  Thom- 
son, and  puMished  ^i  one  of  the  newspapers, 
which  oensursd  the  great  for  their  neglect  of  in- 
genioili  men:  but  it  is  obnous,  from  the  verses 
themselTes,  that  they  were  written  before  Thom- 
90tk  had  fixed  on  a  patron;  and  there  is  notMng 
to  justify  the  opinion  that  he  was  indebted  to  Hill 
for  Sir  Spencer's  subsequent  notice  of  him.  In  a 
letter  addressed  to  Hill  he  says: 

*'  I  hinted  to  you  in  my  last,  that  on  Saturday 
morning  I  was  with  Sir  Spencer  Compton.  A 
certain  gentleman,  without  my  deaurey  spoke  to 
him  concerning  me;  his  answer  was,  that  I  had 
never  come  near  him.  Then  the  gentlemaa  put 
the  question,  if  he  defdred  that  I  should  wait  on 
himi  he  returned,  he  did.  On  this,  the  gentle- 
man gave  me  an  introductory  letter  to  him.  He 
received  me  in  what  they  commonly  call  a  dvil 
manner;  asked  me  some  common-place  questions, 
and  made  me  a  present  of  twenty  guineas.  I  am 
very  ready  to  own,  that  the  present  was  larger 
than  my  performance  deserved;  and  shall  ascribe 
it  to  his  generosity,  or  any  other  cause,  rather  than 
the  merit  of  the  address.'* 

"  Winter*'t  was  universally  read  and  almost  as 
universally  admired,  and  its  reputation  produced 
to  the  antiior  the  acquaintance  of  several  ladies  of 
rank,  among  whom  were  the  Countess  of  Hert- 
ford, Miss  Drelincourt,  daughter  of  the  Dean  of 
Armagh,  who  became  Yiscountess  Primrose,  and 
Mrs.  Stanley;  but  the  most  valuable  efiect  of  that 
publication  was  the  friendship  of  Dr.  Thomas 
Rundle,  afterwards  Bishop  of  Deny.  That  learn- 
ed individual,  finding  the  man  to  be  as  estimable 
as  the  poet,  honoured  him  with  his  fiieudship, 
promulgated  his  ftme  by  his  encomiums,  and  by 
introducing  him  to  Sir  Charles,  subsequently  Lord 
Chancellor,  Talbot,  eventually  rendered  him  an 
important  service. 

Stimulated  by  pobtio  applause,  Thomson  next 
year  published  his  **  Summer,"-the  "  Poem  on  the 
death  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton,"  and  his  "  Britannia." 
It  is  said  that  having  been  private  tutor  to  Lord 
Binning,  the  eldest  son  of  the  Earl  of  Haddington, 


*  Vr.  lohuoo  mjt  Hitft  was  the  ficUtloas  name  ofa  lady 
cnee  too  waU  known:  Savage  addfnBedvema  to  her  on  read- 
lag  her  poams,  and  Aaron  Hitt  also  wiote  tome  UnMonher. 

t  To  tfab  edition  Thoroaon  added  the  letten  "M.  A."  to 
Ua  name,  bai  the  distinction  wae  omitted  on  every  other 
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but  at  what  period  has  not  been  ascertained,  ho 
was  desirous  of  evindng  his  gratitude  by  inscrib- 
ing'*  Summer^' to  that  noMeman.  Lord  Binning, 
however,  generously  sacri^ced  the  distinction  to 
his  desire  of  advancing  the  Poet's  interests,  and  at 
his  lordship's  suggestion,  it  was  dedicated  to  the 
well  known  Mr.  Bubb  Dodington,  then  a  Lord 
of  the  Treasury,  in  that  humiliating  strain  of  pa- 
negyric to  which,  hi^Uy,  authors  no  longer  sub- 
mit. Whether  the  change  has  been  produced  by 
the  extinction  of  patrons,  or  from  a  worthier  cause, 
the  efiect  is  to  rescue  literature  from  the  degrada- 
tion of  paying  sycophantic  homage  to  titled  dull- 
ness or  aristocratic  impertinence;  and  it  is  left  to 
societies  established  for  the  promotion  of  science 
to  debase  themselves  by  a  fkwning  deference  to 
rank,  which  an  individual  would  feel  himself  dis- 
graced by  imitating. 

In  his  eulogy  on  Newton,  Thomson  was  assisted 
by  his  friend  Ghray ,  who,  being  well  acquainted  with 
the  Newtonian  Philosophy,  furnished  him  with  a 
sufficient  idea  of  its  principles  to  enable  him  to 
allude  to  the  subject  with  correctness.  **  Bxitait- 
nia"  owed  its  existence  to  the  displeasure  of  the 
English  merchants  at  the  interruption  of  our  trade 
by  the  Spaniards  in  America.  Thomson  was 
particularly  aUve  to  impressions  of  public  liberty, 
and  eagerly  availed  himself  of  a  moment  of  politi- 
cal etcitement  to  indulge  his  feelings. 

In  1728,  he  published  his  "Spring,"  which  he 
inscribed  to  Frances,  Countess  of  Hertford,  wife 
of  Algernon,  then  Earl  of  Hertford,  afterwards 
Duke  of  Somerset  This  lady,  whose  generous 
interoessbn  in  favour  of  Savage  preserved  his  life, 
not  only  patronized  poetry,  but  was  herself  a  votary 
of  the  Muses,*  and  her  letters. create  a  very  fi-  . 
vourable  impression  both  of  her  heart  and  her  Un- 
derstanding. If  the  dedication  may  be  relied  on, 
Spring  "grew  up  under  her  encouragement,"  and 
Thomson  was  one  summer  the  guest  of  her  lady- 
ship at  her  country  seat;  but  Johnson  says  he 
took  more  pleasure  in  carousing  with  her  lord 


*  The  Countees  of  Hertford,  according  to  her  avm  admls* 
alon,  was  the  authoraea  of  the  pieoee  entitled  **  A  Rural  Msdi- 
tatioD,*'  **  A  Penitential  Tlumght,"  "A  MIdnlgfat  H jmn,''  and 
The  Dying  GhrieUaa'a  Hope,"  inaeited  in  Watfc'a  Mlsodhi- 
nieci^  and  there  aaaigned  to  Euaebia.  See  a  letter  from  her 
ladyship  to  D&  Watta^  In  February,  1736^  printed  in  the 
Elegant  Epistles,  vol.  r.  ^  BBS.  On  the  15th  of  Bfay,  1748^ 
the  Countess  of  Hertford,  in  a  letter  to  Iiklj  Lnxemboroagh, 
noUead  Thomscin^  Caatla  of  Indotenoe  in  the  following 
terms :— "I  conclude  you  will  read  Mr.  Thomson's  Castle  of 
Indolence.-  h  is  after  the  manner  of  Spenser;  but  1  think  ha 
does  not  always  keep  so  dose  to  his  style  as  the  author  of  'Jia 
School  MifltreBB,  wtx»  name  I  never  knew  tin  yen  were  so 
good  as  to  inform  me  of  it  I  beliere  the  Cssde  of  Indolonca 
will  afToid  you  much  entertainment:  there  are  many  pretty 
painthigs  in  it;  bull  think  the  wizard's  song  deserves  a  pK» 
ference: 

<He  needs  no  muss  who  dictates  ihnn  the  heart'" 
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than  in  •■™ring  ])er  ftudies,  and  therefore  was 
never  again  invited:  a  charge  which  LcMrd  Bochan 
eagerly  repels,  hot  upon  aa  little  authority  aa  it 
was  originally  made. 

Previous  to  the  appearance  of  "  Spring,"  Thom- 
son issued  proposals  fi>r  publishing  the  "Four 
Seasons"  by  subscription;  and  in  the  advertise- 
ment, he  pledged  himself  that  the  separate  publi- 
cation of  that  poem  should  not  prevent  the  work 
being  completed  in  the  ensuing  winter. 

The  tragedy  of  Sc^homsba,  which  was  written 
and  acted  in  1*729,  was  his  next  production;  and 
such  were  the  expectatbns  which  the  author's 
fame  excited,  ^hat  the  rehearsals  were  attended 
by  splendid  audiences:  though,  if  Johnson  be  cor- 
rect, nobody  was  much  affected,  and  the  company 
rose  as  if  from  a  moral  lecture.  Among  those  who 
honoured  the  tragedy  with  particular  regard  was 
the  Glueen,  to  whom,  on  that  account,  it  was  dedi- 
cated; and  in  the  preface  the  author  pleads  in  ex- 
tenuation of  the  errors  of  the  piece,  that  it  was  a 
first  attempt:  he  explains  his  reasons  for  choosing 
that  subject,  and  thanks  Mr.  Wilks,  and  more  es- 
pecially Mrs.  Oldjfield,  for  their  powerful  repre- 
sentations of  Massinissa  and  Sophonisba,.the  lat- 
ter having,  he  says,  "excelled  what  even  in  the 
fimdneas  of  an  author  iie  could  either  wish  or 
imagine.-' 

The  success  of  thb  tragedy  on  the  stage  was 
not  great,  though  it  went  through  four  editions  in 
the  year  1730,  and  Johnson  ascribes  one  cause  of 
itB  failure  to  a  foolish  parody  of  the  silly  line, 
omitted  in  subsequent  impressions, 

•Oh,  SophanUbs,  SophooUte,  0!» 

*0  Jemxny  lliomaoi^  iemmy  IlioiiMiii,  O  P 

whkh  was  very  generally  repeated  through  the 
town.  Pope,  the  same  writer  says,  on  the  asser- 
tion of  Savage,  vrrote  the  furst  part  of  the  prologue, 
but,  as  he  could  not  be  persuaded  to  finish  it,  the 
remaining  lines  were  added  by  Mallet. 

The  "  Seasons"  were  completed  in  1730,  when 
"Autunm,"  which  he  addressed  to  the  Right 
Honourable  Arthur  Onslow,  Speaker  of  the 
^ouse  of  Commons,  was  first  printed.  A  very 
material  difference  exists  between  "the  Seasons" 
iu  they  first  appeared,  and  as  they  now  stand. 
'From  time  to  time  Thomson  polished  this  work 
with  great  asriduity  and  success,  perhaps  from 
Che  anticipation  that  by  it  he  would  be  best  known 
to  posterity.  To  this  labour  he  was  probably  ex- 
cited by  an  epistle  ficom  Somerville,  who  asks, 

"Why  dioiild  thy  Uuse^  bom  so  diTinaly  lUr, 
Want  the  refivming  toilet's  daUj  care ! 
DvM  the  gay  maid,  Impfore  each  native  gnce. 
And  can  ibrth  all  the  glories  of  her  tace : 
The  aocomplish'd  nymph  in  all  her  best  attirB, 
Ooartfl  shall  appland,  and  prostrate  crowds  admixe ; 
For  kind  and  wise  the  parent,  who  reproves 
Tbs  sUghMt  Uemish  in  the  child  he  lores. 


Bead  FUllps  much,  eooridar  BfDtflD  mon^ 
But  finrai  their  draa  eztxact  the  purer  oea 
Let  peiaplcnity  o'er  all  pre^dc^— 
Boon  Shalt  thou  be  the  naildn^  Joy  and  pride. 

Johnson  admits  that  these  revisions  impvoned 
the  poems  in  general:  but  he  expresses  his  anspi- 
don  that  they  lost  their  race,  ^  A  £bw  examples  of 
the  benefit  which  they  derived  firam  reflectiaa  and 
criticism  prove  that  this  remark  displays  more  in- 
genui^  than  taste ;  and  as  instanfins  of  the  dififio-- 
ence  between  early  and  subsequent  editions  of  a 
Poet's  lucubrations,  they  are  sufficiently  curions  to 
deserve  the  space  they  will  occdpy.* 

About  this  time,  through  the  influence  of  Dr. 
Rundle,  who,  on  sending  Mrs.  Sandys  a  copy  of 
"The  Seaums,"  observed,  that  it  was  "  a  volume 
on  which  reason  bestows  as  many  beauties  as  ima- 
gination," Thomson  was  selected  by  Sir  Charles 
Talbot,  then  Solicitor  General,  to  accompany  his 
eldest  son,  Mr.  Charles  Richard  Talbot,  on  his 
travels.  With  this  aocomptished  young  man  he 
visited  most  of  the  capitals  in  Europe,  in  the  year 
1731.  Admitted  to  the  best  socie^  wherever  they 
went,  unembarrassed  by  pecuniary  considerations, 
and  encouraged  by  the  rising  influence  and  gene- 
rosity of  his  patron,  to  hope  for  a  permanent  inde- 
pendence, if  not  for  a  situation  calculated  for  the 
display  of  talent,  this  must  have  been  the  happiest 
period  of  the  Poet's  life,  since  nothing  more  can  be 
desired  than  youth,  fame,  health,  and  competence 
in  possession,  with  a  bright  perspective  of  future 
renown. 

During  his  absence  firran  England  he  appears  to 
have  kept  up  a  correspondence  with  Mr.  Bubb 
Dodington,  to  whom  he  dedicated  his  "  Spring;" 
and  his  letters  which  tend  to  show  that  he  was  on 
terms  of  intimacy  with  that  gentleman  are  entitled 
to  attention.  They  justify  a  more  &vourable 
opinion  of  his  ejustolary  powers  than  any  othen 
which  have  appeared,  and  are  very  interesting 
from  his  account  of  the  impression  which  foreign 
scenes  made  on  his  mind,  and  of  his  future  inten- 
tions with  respect  to  literature. 

PaHs,  Dec.  97,  N.&  1730. 

"  M.  de  Voltaire's  Brutus  has  bseen  acted  here 
seven  or  eight  times  with  applause,  and  still  con- 
tinues to  be  acted.  It  is  matter  of  amusement 
to  me  to  imagine  what  ideas  an  old  republican,  de- 
claiming on  liberty,  must  give  the  generality  of  a 
French  audience.  Voltaire,  in  his  prsfitoe,  designs 
to  have  a  stroke  at  criticism;  and  hatd  have  mercy 
on  the  poor  similes  at  the  end  of  the  acts  in  our 
English  plays,  for  these  seem  to  be  very  worthy 
objects  of  hijB  French  indignation.  It  is  designed 
to  be  dedicated  to  Lord  BoUngbroke. 

*l  have  seen  little  of  Paris,  yet  some  streets  and 
playhouses;  though,  had  I  seen  all  that  is  to  bs 


*  See  the  end  of  «Itie  Sea«»a» 
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Men  here,  yon  know  it  too  well  to  need  a  much 
better  account  than  I  can  give.  You  muet,  how- 
eTer,  give  me  leave  to  observe,  that  amid  all  the 
external  and  showy  magnificence  which  the  French 
affect,  one  mines  that  solid  magnificence  of  trade 
and  sincere  plenty  which  not  only  appear  to  be, 
but  are,  substantially,  in  a  kingdom  where  industry 
and  Uberty  mutually  support  and  inspirit  each 
other.  That  kingdom  I  suppose  I  need  not  men- 
tion, as  it  is  and  ever  will  be  sufficiently  plain 
fh>m  the  character.  I  shall  return  no  worse  Eng- 
lishman than  when  I  came  away. 

"  Your  observation  I  find  every  day  juster  and 
juster,  that  one  may/ profit  more  abroad  by  seeing 
than  by  hearing ;  and '  yet  there  are  scarce  any 
traveUere  to  be  met  with,  who  h&ve  given  a  land- 
scape of  the  countries  through  which  they  have 
travelled  that  have  seen,  as  you  eocpress  it,  with 
the  Muses'  eye ;  though  that  is  the  first  thing 
which  strikes  me,  and  what  all  readere  and  tre- 
vellers  in  the  first  place  demand.  It  seems  to  me, 
that  such  a  poetical  landscape  of  countries,  mixed 
with  moral  observations  on  their  countries  and 
people,  would  not  be  an  ill  judged  undertaking. 
But  then,  the  description  of  the  dificrent  face  of 
nature,  in  different  countries,  must  be  particularly 
marked  and  characteristic,  the  portrait  painting  of 
nature." 

Oct.  24, 1731. 

"  What  you  observe  concerning  the  pursuit  of 
poetry,  so  fiur  engaged  in  it  as  I  am,  is  certainly 
just.  Besides,  let  him  quit  it  who  c^an,  and  '  erit 
nuhi  magnus  Apollo,' or  8omet,hing  as  great.  A 
true  genius,  like  light,  m^ust  be  beaming  forth,  as 
a  false  one  is  an  incurable  disease.  One  would 
not,  however,  climb  Parnassus,  any  more  than 
your  mortal  hills,  to  fix  for  ever  on  the  barren  top. 
No;  it  is  some  little  dear  retirement  in  the  vale 
bek>w  that  gives  the  right  reUsh  to  the  prospect, 
which,  without  that,  \b  nothing  but  enchantment; 
and  though  pleasing  for  some  time,  at  last  leaves 
us  in  a  desert.  The  great  fat  doctor  of  Bath,* 
told  me  that  poets  should  be  kept  poor,  the  more  to 
animate  their  genius.  This  is  like  the  cruel  cus- 
tom of  putting  a  bird's  eye  out,  that  it  may  sing  the 
sweeter;  but,  suJrely,  they  sing  sweetest  amid  the 
luxuriant  woods,  while  the  full  spring  blooms 
around  them. 

*'  Travelling  has  long  been  my  fondest  wish,  for 
the  very  purpose  you  recommend.  The  storing 
one's  imaginatbn  with  ideas  all-beautifiil,  all-great, 
and  aU-perfisct  nature:  these  are  the  true  materia 
poetica,  the  light  and  coloun,  with  which  fancy 
kindles  up  her  whole  creation,  paints  a  sentiment, 
and  even  embodies  an  abstracted  thought.  I  long 
to  see  the  fields  where  Virgil  gathered  his  inunor- 
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tal  honey,  and  tread  the  same  ground  where  meo 
have  thought  and  acted  so  greatly. 

"  But  not  to  travel  entirdy  like  a  poet,  I  resolve 
not  te  neglect  the  more  prosaic  advantages  of  it, 
for  it  is  no  leea  my  -ambition  to  be  capable  of  serv- 
ing my  country  in  an  active,  than  in  a  contemplar 
tive  way.  At  my  times  of  leisure  abroad,  I  think 
of  attenq>ting  another  tragedy,  and  a  story  more 
addressed  to  common  passions  than  *  Sophonisba.' 
The  Sophonisba  people  now-a-days  must  have 
something  like  themselves,  and  a  public  spirited 
monster  can  never  interest  them.  If  any  thing 
could  make  me  capable  of  an  q>ic  performance,  it 
would  be  your  favourable  opinion  in  thinking  so. 
But,  as  you  justly  observe,  that  must  be  the  work 
of  years,  and  one  must  be  in  an  epic  situation  to 
execute  it  My  heart  both  trembles  with  diffi- 
dence, and  burns  with  ardour  at  the  thought.  The 
story  of  Timoleonis  good  as  to  the  subject  matter, 
but  an  author  owes,  I  think,  the  scene  of  an  epic 
action  to  his  own  country;  besides,  Tiraoleon  ad- 
mits of  no  machinery  except  that  of  the  heathen 
gods,  which  will  not  do  at  this  time  of  day.  I 
hope,  hereafter,  to  have  the  direction  of  your  taste 
in  these  affairs;  and  in  the  mean  time  will  endea- 
vour to  expand  those  ideas  and  sentiments,  and  in 
some  degree  to  gather  up  that  knowledge  which  is 
necessary  to  sudi  an  undertaking. 

"  Shoidd  the  scenes  and  climates  through  which 
I  pass  inspire  me  with  any  poetry,  it  will  naturally 
have  recourse  to  you.  But  ta  Idnt  a  return  from 
Young  or  Stubbs  were  a  kind  of  poetical  simony, 
especially  when  you  yourself  possess  such  a  portion 
of  the  spuit" 

Borne,  Nov.  28. 1731. 
"  I  will  make  no  apology  for  neglecting  to  do 
myself  the  honour  of  writing  to  you  since  we  left 
Paris.  I  may  rather  plead  a  merit  in  not  trou- 
bling you  wiUi  bug  scrawls  of  that  travelling  stuff, 
of  which  the  world  is  fuQ,  even  to  loathing.  That 
enthusiasm  which  I  had  upon  me,  with  regard  to 
travelling,  goes  ofiT,  I  find,  very  fast.  One  may 
imagine  fine  things  in  reading  ancient  authors; 
but  to  travel  is  to  dissipate  that  vision.  A  great 
many  antique  statues,  where  several  of  the  fidr 
ideas  of  Greece  are  fixed  for  ever  in  marble,  and 
the  paintings  of  the  first  masters,  are,  indeed,  most 
enchanting  objects.  How  little,  however,  of  these 
suffices  I  How  unessential  to  life !  they  are,  surely, 
not  of  that  importance  as  to  set  the  whole  world, 
man,  woman,  and  child,  a-gadding.  I  should  be 
sorry  to  be  Goth  enough  to  think  them  highly  or- 
namental in  life,  when  one  can  have  them  at  homo 
without  paying  for  them  at  an  extravagant  price. 
But  for  eveiy  one  who  can  support  it  to  make  a 
trade  of  running  abroad  only  to  stare  at  them,  I 
can  not  help  thinking  something  worse  than  a  pub- 
lic foUy.     Instead  of  travelling  so  furiously,  if 
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wen  wImt  and  more  pabHd  spiiited  ehould  they, 
with  part  of  those  mroM  of  money  spent  that  way, 
send  penons  of  genius  in  arcMteetnre,  painting, 
and  sculptura,  to  study  those  arts  abroad,  and  im> 
port  them  into  England.  Did  they  bat  once  take 
not  here,  how  they  might  flourish  in  such  a  gene- 
rous and  wealthy  country  1  The  nature  of  the 
great  painter,  architect,  and  statuary,  is  the  same 
she  ever  was;  and  is  no  doubt  as  profose  of  beauty, 
proportion,  lovely  forms,  and  real  genius,  as  former^ 
ly  she  was  to  the  sunny  realms  of  Greece,  did  we 
but  study  the  one  and  exert  the  other.  In  England, 
if  we  can  not  reach  the  gracefully  superfluous,  yet 
I  hope  we  shall  never  lose  the  substantial,  neces- 
saiy,  and  vital  arts  of  life ;  such  as  depend  on  la- 
bour, liberty,  and  all  commanding  trade.  For  my 
part,  I,  who  have  no  taste  for  smelling  to  an  old 
musty  stone,  look  upon  those  countries  vdth  an 
eye  to  poetry,  in  regard  that  the  sisters  reflect  light 
and  images  to  one  another.  Now  I  mention 
poetry,  should  you  inquire  after  my  muse,  all 
that  I  can  answer  is,  that  I  believe  she  did  not 
OfosB  the  channel  with  me.  I  know  not  whether 
your  gardener  at  Eastbery  has  heard  any  thing 
of  her  among  the  woods  there;  she  has  not  thought 
fit  to  Tisit  me  while  I  have  been  in  this  once  poetic 
land,  nor  do  I  feel  the  least  presage  that  she  will. 
But  not  to  lengthen  out  a  letter  that  has  no  pre- 
tence to  entertain  you,  give  me  leave  only  to  add, 
that  I  can  never  lose  the  pleanng  sense  I  have  of 
your  goodness  to  me ;  and  it  is  a  hope  that  I  must 
flatter  myself  with  your  continuance  of  it  upon  my 
return  to  England ;  for  which  my  veneration  and 
love,  I  will  be  vain  enough  to  say,  increase  every 
day,  even  to  fondness  and  devotion.''' 

Thomson  returned  to  England  in  1733,  with 
his  general  information  much  increased,  and  his 
opinion  of  mankind  considerably  enlarged.  New 
scenes  rather  excited  than  lessened  his  poetic  ar- 
dour; and  no  sooner  was  he  settled  than  he  re- 
sumed his  pen,  choosing  for  his  subject  *'  Liberty/' 

It  has  been  erroneously  supposed  by  every  bio- 
grapher of  Thomson,  that  immediately  on  his  re- 
turn he  obtained  the  sinecure  situation  of  Secretary 
of  Briefs  in  the  Court  of  Chancery,  and  that  soon 
after  he  commenced  his  poem  his  young  friend 
Mr.  Talbot  died.  The  slightest  attention  to  dates 
will  show  the  error  of  these  statements.  Sir  Charles 
Talbot  did  not  become  Chancellor  until  the  39th 
of  November,  1733,  shortly  before  which  time  Mr. 
Taloot  died;  so  that  in  fact  "  Liberty"  must  have 
been  nearly  finished  before  his  decease,  and  he  did 
not  live  to  witness  the  service  which  his  father 
conferred  on  Thomson  by  appointing  him  to  the 
•flice  alluded  to.  The  truth  then  appears  to  be, 
that  actuated  either  by  gratitude  to  his  patron,  or 
by  regard  for  his  accomplished  son,  or  probably  by 
Mh  foeliogs,  the  Poet  rcsdved  to  evince  his  re- 


q)ect  for  the  living  and  the  dead,  by  fteHadng  to 
the  first  part  of  **  Liberty"  an  address  which  shonU 
commemorate  their  vnnih  and  his  esteem.  Mr. 
Talbot  died  in  his  twenty-fourth  year,  and  Thom- 
son's eulogy  of  him  is  mariced  l^  amplidtj  and 
tenderness. 

Though  the  most  laboured,  and  in-  its  anthof's 
opimon  the  best  of  hisproductionfl,  *^  Liberty"  was 
never  popular,  and  perhaps  most  persons  have 
found  it  as  diflSenlt  to  read  to  an  end  as  Dr.  John- . 
son  did,  who  eagerly  avails  himself  of  the  neglect 
with  which  it  was  treated  to  indulge  inoneofthose 
sneers  which  render  his  aooount  of  Thomson  a 
memorial  of  his  want  of  candour  and  injustice.  It 
was  inscribed  to  Frederick,  Prince  of  Wales,  and 
psobably  enid>led  Mr.  Lyttleton  to  introdiice  him 
to  the  notice  of  his  Royal  Highness.  However 
grieved  at  the  coldness  of  the  public  towards  his 
fovourite  work,  and  that  he  felt  it  severely  is  be- 
yond a  doubt,  one  at  least  of  his  Mends  gave  him 
every  consolation  which  the  most  extravagant 
praises  can  afiind.  Thatexquinte  flatterer,  Aaron 
Hill,  whose  taste  and  judgment  gave  zest  to  his 
eulogy,  thus  wrote  to  Thomson  on  the  17th  of 
Februaiy,  1734;  and  it  is  amusing  to  coinpare  the 
opinion  of  a  distingmshed  contemporiuy  with  that 
of  posterity  on  the  same  subject 

"  DEAR  SIR, 

"  You  have  lately  given  me  two  pleasures;  for 
one  of  them  I  am  indebted  to  fortune,  who  brought 
me  near  you,  though  not  quite  near  enough,  the 
other  night,  at  the  playhouse.  The  second  I 
owe  to  a  hand,  I  am  infinitely  more  proud  to  be 
obliged  by;  for  I  received  your  beautifhl  piesent 
of  Liberty  from  its  author.  It  will  be,  in  all 
senses',  an  ornament  to  my  study.  It  wiO,  abo^ 
be  such  to  my  heart  and  my  memoiy;  for  I  shall 
never  be  able  to  think  of  a  loveliness  in  moral,  a 
frankness  in  social,  or  a  penetration  in  political 
Ufe,  to  which  you  have  not,  in  this  inimitable 
masterpiece,  both  of  language  and  genius,  given 
a  force,  and  a  delicacy,  which  few  shall  be  bom 
with  a  capacity  to  feel,  and.  none  ever  with  a  ca- 
pacity to  exceed. 

"  I  do  not  know  a  pleasure  I  should  enjoy  with 
more  pride  than  that  of  filling  up  the  leisuie  of  a 
well  employed  year,  in  exerting  the  critic,  on  your 
poem;  in  considering  it  first,  with  a  view  to  the 
vastness  of  its  conception,  in  the  general  plant 
secondly,  to  the  grandeur,  the  depth,  the  unlean- 
ing,  self-supported  richness  of  the  aentiments; 
and  thirdly,  to  the  strength,  the  elegance,  the 
music,  the  comprehensive  living  energy,  and  dose 
propriety  of  your  expression.  I  look  upon  this 
mighty  work  as  the  last  stretched  blaze  of  our  ex- 
piring genius.  It  is  the  dying  efibrt  of  despairing 
and  indignant  virtue,  and  vrill  stand,  like  one  of 
those  immortal  pyramids,  which  carry  their  mag- 
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)  thiongli  times  that  wonder  to  see  nothing 
IMiod  tiiem  bill  tincomfofrtable  desert  1 

"  Yet  yoa  must  give  me  leave,  while  I  but  ad- 
mire your  genhis,  to  love  yoar  soul,  that  has  each 
compass  of  hmnanity!  your  poem  is  not  newer 
than  your  mind,  nor  your  expression  stronger 
than  your  virtue.  Whatever  school-enthusiasm 
has  misdreamt  of  Homer,  that  he  knew  all  arts, 
and  that  his  works  have  taught  their  practios, 
mi^  be  abnost  said  and  proved  of  M^.  Tfaon^ 
son's  'liberty,'  without  partiality  or  flattery; 
whatever  has  been  suflered,  done,  or  thought, 
tfanNi^  aU  the  revolutions  of  foigotten  time,  your 
moro  than  magie  Inase  revokes,  reacts,  and  ani- 
mates^ till  we  become  cotemporaries  of  every  buy 
age,  and  see,  and  feel  the  changes,  which  they 
■hone  or  sunk  by. 

"  It  is  possiUe  that  this  devoted  nation,  irreco- 
verably k)st  in  luxury,  may,  like  your 

little  aitists  form, 

Od  hlglwr  Ulb  iniepl,  Us  aUkan  unnbL 

It  may  rise  to  future  animation,  and,  its  wealth, 
its  pride,  and  commerce  lost,  kise  also  its  cor- 
ruption, and  retiiuniph,  in  the  strength  of  unde- 
nring  poverty.  For,  certainly,  you  have  detected 
the  sole  root  of  every  Elnglish  evil  you  deplore  so 
beautifiilly: 

Whenever  pniPd  with  power,  and  gorged  with  wealth, 
NatioDi^  like  ouxB^  let  trade  eoomioaa  riae^ 
And  eaal  and  aouth  their  mingled  traaraxe  poor; 
Then,  aweVd  impetnoiu^  the  carmpting  flood 
BantKifet  the  city,  and  devoinn  the  land. 

"  Think,  serioudy,  upon  thu  observation,  and 
try  if,  in  all  your  acquaintance  with  pest  ages,  you 
can  find  a  people  king  at  once  retaining  public 
virtue  and  extended  commerce.  Search,  tpo,  as 
much  in  vain  for  one  who  is,  with  warmer  truth, 
and  better  founded  zeal,  than  I  am, 
Dear  sir,  your  most  obedient 

And  most  humble  servant, 

A.  Hill.** 

In  another  letter,  dated  in  the  following  Jaxtua- 
ly,  Hill  pointed  out  some  slight  defects  in  "  Liber- 
ty;" and  in  September,  1735,  after  referring  to  a 
copy  of  *'  Zaia,**  which  he  submitted  for  Thom< 
sod's  perusal,  he  observed,  *'  The  warmth  you 
express  against  the  oorruptioB  and  degeneracy  of 
our  stage  is  an  indignation  both  natural  and  ne- 
eessaiy  in  a  breast— 

*  Hie  bounds  of  self  divinely  bmatli^  P 

yet  fain  would  I  hope,  it  is  not  in  the  prophetic 
Boirit  of  the  character,  that  a  poet,  like  you,  aa- 
serts,  '  The  root  of  this  evil  is  too  deep  to  be 
pluck'd  up;'"  and  he  then  approves,  with  the 
bitterness  of  a  disappointed  autnor,  of  the  ana- 
thema which  Thomson  had  pronounced  against 
the  dramatic  taste  of  the  time.    On  the  same  oc- 

2l2 


oaskm  he  suggested  the  establishment  of  a  tragi* 
academy,  and  asked  faim  if  he  thought  the  Prino^ 
of  Wales  would  give  his  support  to  the  plan : — a 
remark  indicative  of  Thomson's  being  sufficiently 
connected  with  the  Prince  to  be  aware  of  his  aen- 
timtents.  A  letter  from  Hill  in  May  1736,  pfove* 
that  in  consequence  of  the  failure  of  ^'  Liberty"  m 
a  speculation,  the  author  generously  resolved  to 
9ecure  tiie  pubfisher  from  loss: 

'*  One  of  the  natural  growths  of  such  a  mind, 
as  we  see  in  your  writings,  is  the  generosity  ot 
your  purpose,  in  favour  of  the  bookseller.  (  aiL 
in  love  with  the  humanity  thitt  inspired  such  a 
sentiment;  bA,  for  the  sake  of  my  country,  wish 
it  may  never  be  carried  into  execution,  because 
the  beauty  of  the  action  would,  of  necessity,  pre- 
vent its  ever  b^ing  forgotten;  and  a  kind  of  na- 
tional infamy,  which  must  disgrace  us  to  posterity, 
will,  as  infallibly,  be  a  consequence  ofits  being  re- 
membered. 

"  I  confess  myself  sincerely  mortified  to  hear 
that  such  a  poem  as  '  Liberty,'  in  such  a  nation 
as  Great  Britain,  can  have  failed  to  make  a  book- 
seller as  rich  as  an  ungrateful  people  have  been 
made  by  its  invaluable  ftmd  of  manly  sentiments; 
but  there  are  dispositions,  in  political  as  well  as 
natural  bodies,  which  have  prevalence  to  help  or 
hinder  the  effect  of  medicines:  and  I  am  appre- 
hensive, that  republican  improvements  upon  mon- 
archical foundations  vrill  but  spoil  two  difieient 
orders,  either  of  which,  alone,  might  have  had 
strength  and  gracefnhiess." 

He  proceeds  tocomply  with  Thomson's  request, 
to  send  him  luscriticisms  in  the  event  of  a  second 
edition;  and  it  appears  from  thu  letter,  that  he 
had  complained  that  the  works  of  authors  wera 
not  secured  to  them,  as  Hill  says, 

"  Would  to  God  you  were  in  the  right,  in  that 
part  of  your  letter  which  wishes,  in  lieu  of  stata 
patronage,  in  fitvour  of  learning,  that  we  had 
only  some  good  act  of  parliament  for  securing  to 
liuthors  the  property  of  their  own  worits.  Me- 
thinks  if  the  act  would  go  deep  enough  to  reach 
the  very  root  of  your  wish,  it  should,  also,  secure 
to  the  public  the  education  of  her  gentlemen  as 
well  as  the  property  of  her  writers;  since,  where 
the  first  are  unable  to  taste,  the  last  must  write  to 
no  purpose." 

Two  other  paragraphs  in  this  communication 
refer  to  Thomson's  acquaintance  with  eminent 
poets  of  the  day : 

''  I  am  pleasf^d  to  hear  that  Mr.  Pope  was  au 
kind  as  to  make  any  inquiries  concerning  ma 
Your  good  nature  was  justly  and  generously  eo>- 
pbyed  in  the  mention  you  make  of  poor  Mr. 
Savage." 

The  remarks  of  Johnson  on  the  alteration  and 
curtailment  made  by  Lord  Lyttehon  in  "  Liberty," 
are  too  just  not  to  produce  conviction,  and  in  this 
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•dkion,  as  wall  as  most  othen,  his  wish  to  see  it 
•zhibtted  as  its  author  left  it  is  realised. 

A  letter  which  the  Poet  wrote  to  his  friend  Mr. 
Ross  about  this  period  displays  the  affection  which 
he  bore  to  his  relations,  and  proves  his- readiness 
to  contribute  to  their  support  The  tragedy  to 
which  he  alludes  was  "  Agamemnon.'' 

"dear  ROSS,  London^  Nm,  6^  1736. 

I  own  I  have  a  good  deal  of  assurance,  after 
asking  one  fitvour  of  you,  never  to  answer  your 
letter  till  I  ask  another.  But  not  to  mince  the 
matter,  and  all  apologies  apart,  hearken  to  my 
request-^My  sisters  have  been  advised  by  their 
friends  to  set  up  at  Edinburgh  a  little  milliner's 
shop;  and  if  you  can  conveniently  advance  to 
them  twelve  pounds,  on  my  account,  it  will  be  a 
particular  finvour.  That  will  set  them  a-gwng, 
and  I  design  from  time  to  time  to  send  Uiem 
goods  from  hence.  My  whde  account  I  will  pay 
you  when  you  come  up'  here,  not  in  poetical  pi^ier 
credit,  but  in  the  solid  money  of  this  dirty  world. 
I  will  not  draw  upon  you,  in  case  you  be  hot  pre- 
pared to  defend  yourself;  but  if  your  purse  be 
valiant,  please  to  inquire  for  Jean  or  Elizabeth 
Thomson,  at  the  Reverend  Mr.  Gusthart's;  and 
if  this  letter  be  not  a  sufficient  testimony  of  the 
debt,  I  will  send  you  whatever  you  desire. 

"  It  is  late,  and  I  would  not  lose  this  post.  Like 
a  laconic  man  of  business,  therefore,  I  must  here 
stop  short;  though  I  have  several  things  to  im- 
part to  you,  and,  through  your  canal,  to  the  dear- 
est, truest,  heartiest  youth  that  tseads  on  Scottish 
ground.  The  next  letter  I  write  you  shall  be 
washed  dean  from  business  in  the  Castaltan  foun- 
tain. 

"  I  am  whipping  and  spurring  to  finish  a  tra- 
gedy for  you  this  vrinter,  but  am  stiU  at  some  dis- 
tance from  the  goal,  which  makes  me  fear  being 
distanced.  Remember  me  to  all  friends,  and  above 
them  aU  to  Mr.  Forbes.  Though  my  afiectbn  to 
him  is  not  fanned  by  letten,  yet  is  it  as  high  as 
when  I  was  his  brother  in  the  virtu,  and  played  at 
chess  with  him  in  a  post-chaiBe. 

I  am,  dear  Roes, 
Most  sincerely  and  afifoctionately  yours, 

James  Thomson.'* 

On  the  12th  of  the  following  January,  he  again 
wrote  to  Ross. 

"  Having  been  entirely  in  the  country  of  late, 
finishing  my  play,  I  did  not  receive  yours  till  some 
days  ago.  It  was  kind  in  you  not  to  draw  rashly 
upon  me,  which  at  present  had  put  me  into  danger; 
but  very  iKK>n,  that  is  to  say  about  two  months 
hence,  I  shaU  have  a  golden  buckler,  and  you  may 
draw  boldly.  My  play  is  received  in  Drury  Lane, 
and  will  be  put  into  my  Lord  Chamberlain's  or  his 


deputy's  hands  to-momw.  Petty*  came  heie  two 
or  three  days  ago;  I  have  not  yet  seen  the  vboimI 
man  of  God  to  be.  He  is  to  be  paisonified  a  few 
days  hence.  How  a  gown  and  cassock  will  be- 
come him;  andwithwhatahoiyleer  he  will  edify 
the  devout  femalesl  There  is  no  doubt  of  his 
having  a  call,  for  he  is  immediately  to  enter  upon 
a  toienible  living.  God  grant  him  more,  and  as 
fitt  as  himself.  It  rejoioes  me  to  see  some  one 
worthy,  honest,  excellent  man  raised,  at  least,  to 
independence.  Pray  make  my  compliments  to 
my  Lord  Pre8ident,t  and  all  friends.  I  shall  be 
glad  to  hear  more  at  large  from  you.  Just  now 
I  am  with  the  Alderman,  who  wiriies  yon  all  hap- 


His  sisters  and  his  forthcoming  tragedy  a|>- 
pear  still  to  have  divided  his  thoughts,  for  in  Fe- 
bruary he  thus  wrote  about  both  to  Mr.  Gavin 
Hamilton: 

*'  I  lately  heard  from  my  sisters  at  E^dinburgh, 
that  you  were  so  good  as  to.  promise  to  advance 
to  them,  on  my  account,  a  trifle  of  money,  which 
I  proposed  to  aUow  them  yearly.  The  sum  is 
sixteen  pounds  sterling,  and  which  I  would  have 
paid  them  eight  pounds  sterling  at  Martinmas, 
and  the  other  eight  pounds  at  Whitsuntide,  the 
payment  to  begin  from  last  Martinmas.  So  that 
the  first  year  will  be  completed  at  Whitsunday 
next.  Your  doing  this  I  shall  look  upon  as  a 
particular  favour,  and  the  money  shall  be  paid 
here  at  your  order  as  you  please  to  direct  Please, 
upon  receipt  of  this,  to  send  to  fhem  at  Mr.  Grust- 
hart's  and  to  advance  to  them  the  payment  for  last 
Martinmas,  which  place  to  my  account  Had  I 
had  tune  this  post,  I  would  have  written  to  them 
to  wait  upon  you.  1  have  a  tragedy,  entitled 
Agamemnon,  to  be  represented  here  about  three 
weeks  hence.  Please  to  let  me  know  how  many 
copies  I  shall  send  to  you,  and  you  shall  have 
them  in  full  time.  I  have  some  thoughts  of  print- 
ing it  for  myself,  but  if  I  do  not,  I  wiO  take  care 
you  shall  have  what  copies  of  it  you  demand.  If 
I  can  serve  you  in  any  thing  else  here,  I  shall  be 
very  glad." 

In  1736,  he  was  one  of  the  committee  of  mana- 
gers of  the  Society  for  the  Encouragement  of 
Learning,  his  colleagues  being  either  persons  of 
high  rank  or  of  considerable  literary  reputation. 

Thomson's  next  work  originated  in  gratitude. 
His  constant  and  generous  patron.  Lord  Chan- 
cellor Talbot,  died  in  February  1737,  and  soon 
afterwards,  the  beautiful  poem  to  his  memory  ap^ 
peered.    Pieces  of  this  nature,  however  creditable 


*  "Petty,"  thus  qnken  oi;  was  Dr.  Patrick  Murdoch,  tlis 
"oily  man  of  God"  of  the  "CaaUe  of  liidoi»iic^"  and  ootof 
ThomsoQ's  blographen  and  editooB. 
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the  feelings  may  be- which  inspired. them,  must 
poaneofl  extnordinaiy  intrinsic  merit  U>  create  in- 
terest when  all  remembrance  of  the  indiTidual 
whom  they  celebrate  has  passed  away.  This 
claim  is  possessed  by  the  article  in  question,  and 
the  same  reader  who  turns  from  the  cold  and  for- 
mal, though  elegant  vermfication  of  "  Liberty,"  if 
he  commence  the  tribute  to  Lord  Talbot,  will  be 
induced  to  go  on ;  and  should  he  not  think  himself 
repaid  by  any  other  passage,  he  will  be  amply 
gratified  by  the  descrij^n  of  the  delicate  species 
of  patronage  which  it  is  fit  for  wealth  or  greatness 
to  bestow. 

"Let  learning,  ait%  let  univwnl  worth. 
Lament  a  poiroa  loai,  a  friend  and  judg9. 
'  Unlike  the  none  of  Tanity,  that,  YeU'd 
Beneath  the  patron's  prostituted  name, 
Baie  sacrifice  a  worthy  man  to  pride, 
And  flush  confusion  o'er  an  honest  cheek. 
When  he  oonferr'd  a  grace,  it  seera'd  a  debt 
Which  he  to  merit,  to  the  public,  paid, 
And  to  the  great  all-bounteous  Source  of  Good. 
His  sympathising  heart  itself  received 
The  generous  obligaUon  he  bestow'd. 
This,  this  indeed,  is  patronising  worth. 
Their  kind  protector  him  the  Muses  own. 
But  scorn  with  noble  pride  the  boasted  aid 
Of  tasteless  Vanity's  insulting  Wid. 
The  gracious  stream  that  cheers  the  lettered  world, 
Is  not  the  noisy  gUl  of  summer's  noon, 
Whose  sudden  current,  from  the  naked  root, 
Waehes  the  little  soil  which  yet  remained, 
And  only  more  dejects  the  blusljing  flowers : 
No^  'lis  the  soft  descending  dews  at  eve, 
The  silent  treasures  of  the  Tenial  year. 
Indulging  deep  their  stores^  the  still  night  kng; 
lUl,  with  returning  mom,  the  freahen'd  world 
b  fngrancaaU,  all  beauty,  joy,  and  song." . 


The  opportunity  is  also  taken  to  defend  Bishop 
Rundle,  his  early  patron  and  the  confidential 
firiend  of  the  chancellor,  who  incurred  the  suspi- 
cion of  heresy,  and  it  is  not  too  much  to  say,  that 
whilst  this  piece  does  honour  to  the  virtues  of  his 
heart,  it  elevates  his  character  as  a  poet 

EUs  motive  for  perpetuating  the  fame  of  Lord 
Talbot  was  wholly  disinterested:  it  was,  indeed,  a 
pure  ofiTcring  to  that  setting  sun  on  whose  rays 
depended  all  the  brightness  of  his  own  prospects. 
With  the  chancellor  he  lost  the  situation  which 
lendeiecf  him  independent;  and  though  Lord 
Hardwicke,  Talbot's  successor,  is  said  to  have  kept 
the  ofi^ce  open  in  expectation  that  Thomson  would 
apply  for  it,  he  failed  to  do  so,  and  it  was  given  to 
another.  From  what  this  neglect  of  his  interests 
arose  must  be  Icfl  to  conjecture.  It  is  said  that  he 
was  listless  and  indifferent:  but  he  may  perhaps 
have  fancied  that  his  eminence  was  sufiSdently 
great  to  have  induced  the  new  chancellor  to  ofifer 
what  his  lordship  imagined  would  have  been 
sought,  itnd  possibly  the  Poet  was  deprived  of  the 
office  firom  a  mistaken  pride  on  both  sides.    He 


might,  however,  without  meanness,  have  asked  to 
retain  what  he  aheady  possessed^  and  the  other 
might  have  had  the  urbanity  to  offer  to  contmuo 
that  which  it  was  ungenerous  to  take  away ;  but 
he  who,  trusting  to  the  merit  of  his  works,  suffers 
himself  to  believe  that  they  will  procure  him  that 
courtesy^  from  rank  which  in  England  is  reserved 
for  those  possessed  of  wealth,  birth,  or  political  in- 
fluence, will  find  himself  fatally  mistaken,  and  like 
Thomson  will  have  cause  to  deplore  his  error. 

This  change  in  his  conditian  did  not  however 
impair  his  energies  or  depress  his  spirits,  nor  did 
he  alter  his  manner  of  living,  trusting  probably  to 
the  sale  of  his  writings  to  supply  his  wants.  The 
loss  of  his  situation  as  Secretary  of  Briefs  renden 
it  probable  that  it  was  about  this  period,  when  he 
was  arrested  for  debt,,  and  was  rescued  from  a 
spunging  house  by  Gluin,  the  well  known  actor. 
The  anecdote  is  highly  creditable  to  both  parties, 
and  is  deserving  of  being  recorded,  as  the  origin 
of  a  friendship  betweeen  two  distinguished  per- 
sons, which  ended  only  with  their  lives;  and  be- 
cause it  contradicts  the  aphorism,  that  a  pecuniary 
obligation  is  generally  repaid  by  ingratitude. 

On  learning  that  Thomson  was  confined  for  a 
debt  of  about  seventy  pounds,  Gluin  repaired  to 
the  house,  and  having  inquired  for,  was  intro- 
duced to  him.  Thomson  was  a  good  deal  discon- 
certed at  seeing  Cluib  in  such  a  place,  and  his  em- 
barrassment increased  when  Q^uin  told  him  he  was 
come  to  sup  with  him,  being  conscious  that  all  the 
money  he  was  possessed  of  would  scarce  procure 
a  good  one,  and  that  credit  was  put  of  the  ques- 
tion. His  anxiety  was  however  removed  upon 
Q,uin*s  informing  him  that,  as  he  supposed  it 
would  have  been  inconvenient  to  have  had  the  sup- 
per dressed  in  the  place  they  were  in,  he  had  or- 
dered it  from  an  adjacent  tavern,  and  ab  a  prelude 
half  a  dozen  of  claret  was  introduced.  Supper 
being  over,  Cluin  said,  "  It  is  time  now,  Jemmy 
Thomson,  we  should  balance  accounts."  This 
not  a  Uttle  astonished  the  poet,  who  imagined  he 
had  some  demand  upon  him ;  but  Gluin,  perceiving 
it,  continued,  "  Sir,  the  pleasure  I  have  had  in 
perusing  your  works,  I  can  not  estimate  at  less  than 
a  hundred  pounds,  and  I  insist  upon  taking  this 
opportunity  of  acquitting  myself  of  the  debt."  On 
saying  this,  he  put  down  a  note  of  that  value,  and 
hastily  took  his  leave,  vrithout  waiting  for  a  reply. 
The  most  valuable  acquaintance  which  Thom- 
son ever  formed  was  with  Mr.,  afterwards  the  cele- 
brated Lord  Lyttelton,  whom  Pope  has  described 
as  being 


StU  true  to  virtue  and  as  warm  as  true, 

but  the  precise  time  or  manner  of  its  commeno»> 
ment  is  no  where  mentioned.  Murdoch  says 
Lyttelton  presented  him  to  the  Prince  of  Wales 
before  he  was  personally  known  to  him;  and  John- 
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aon  gtalei  that  thii  oceaned  after  he  kwt  bkfllaar 
tion  of  Secntoiy  of  Biiefii^  which  was  early  in 
1737.  On  hang  mtrodnoed,  hb  RoteI  Highness 
Toquiied  into  the  state  of  his  a£Eaisi,  and  Thomscm 
hating  answered  that  *<  they  were  in  a  more  poeti- 
cal posture  than  ibnnexly,''  the  prince  granted  him 
a  pension  of  KXU.  a  year,  botof  which  he  lived  to 
be  depriTed. 

In  173S  Agamemnon  appeared,  httt  its  reception 
was  &r  fiom  fiiTourable;  and  a  lodicrous  story  is 
told  of  Thomson's  agony  at  witnessing  the  repre- 
sentation, on  the  first  night,  being  so  great,  as  |to 
oblige  him  to  excuse  his  delay  in  meeting  the 
friends  tHth  whom  he  had  prondsed  to  sup,  saying 
&at  his  wig  had  been  so  disordered  by  perspiration 
that  he  could  not  appear  nntfl  he  had  submitted  to 
the  hands  of  the  hair-diesser.  It  is  said,  too,  that 
such  was  his  excitement  upon  the  occasion,  that 
he  audibly  accompanied  the  actors  in  their  recita- 
tion, Until  a  friend  remii^ded  him  of  the  indiscre- 
tion. Pope  was  present  at  its  appearance,  and  was 
honoured  by  the  audience  with  a  general  clap,  a 
mark  of  approbation  which,  though  not  uncommon 
in  other  countries,  is  rarely  evinced  by  an  English 
audience  to  a  man  who  is  merely  a  poet.  Aga- 
memnon was  inscribed  to  the  Princess  of  Wales, 
in  a  dedication  which  is,  good  because  it  is  short, 
and  free  from  the  fulsome  panegyrics  common  to 
such  addresses.  The  prologue  Vras  furnished  by 
Mallet;  the  epilogue,  which  from  not  being  as- 
signed to  any  other  author,  may  in  its  present  form 
be  considered  Thomson's  own,  is  remarkable  for 
being  altered  after  the  first  representation;  and  in 
all  the  editions  of  the  play  a  note  occurs,  stating 
that  thewholo,  excepting  the  six  lines  with  which 
it  conunences,  "  being  very  justly  disliked  by  the 
audience,  another  was  substituted  in  its  place." 
Whether  the  ori^al  epilogue  was  written  by  him 
a  ODUDtful,  and  it  would  seem  fiom  the  substituted 
lines,  that  those  which  gave  place  to  it  were  ob- 
jMxious  from  their  indelicacy.  With  much  tact 
he  hails  their  rejection  as  an  indication  of  a  better 
taste: 

*'  Thus  be  began :— And  70a  approved  the  attain ; 
Tin  the  next  couplet  aink  to  light  and  vain. 
You  cbeck'dhlm  there.— To  701^  to  reason  juet, 
He  oi^nB  he  trlmnph'd  In  your  kind  diflguaL 
Chantfdiy  your  frowiy  by  your  diaptoaBuregncari^ 
He  hails  the  rising  vlztue  of  your  taaie;" 

and  he  concluded  with  congratulating  them  on  the 
improvement 

Shortly  before  Agamenmon  was  produced,  Dr. 
Rundle  ^us  wrote  to  Mrs.  Sandys,  whence  it  ap- 
pears that  that  lady  had  suggested  a  subject  for  a 
play  to  him,  which  he  once  intended  to  adopt. 

**  My  friend  Thomson,  the  poet,  is  bringing 
another  untoward  heroine  on  the  stage,  and  has 
defisrred  writing  on  the  subject  you  chose  for  him, 
though  ne  had  the  whole  scheme  drawn  out  into 


acta  and  se«nM,  pffoper  tuns  of  1 
timento  pointed  oat  to  him,  and  the  dntnss  i 
as  touching  and  inqxntant,  as  new,  and  inteiest- 
ing,  and  regular,  as  any  thiit  waa  ever  intsodneed 
on  the  stage  at  Athens,  for  th^  instraetion  of  that 
polito  nation.  But,  perhaps  the  delicacy  of  tli» 
subject,  and  the  judgment  required  in  saying  bold 
truths,  whose  boldness  should  not  make  them  de- 
generate into  oftensiveness^  deterred  him.  Hxs 
present  stoiy  is  th»  death  of  Agamemnon.  An 
adultoresB,  who  murders  her  husband,  Is  but  an 
odd  example  tobe  presented  before,  and  admonish 
the  beauties  of  Grreat  Britain.  However,  if  he  will 
be  advised,  it  shall  not  be  a  shocking,  though  it 
cannotbeanoblestoiy.  He  vrill  enrich  it  with 
a  profusion  of  worthy  sentiments  and  high  poetry, 
but  it  will  be  written  in  a  rough,  harsh  s^Ie,  and 
in  numbers  great,  but  careless.  He  wante  that 
neatness  and  simplicity  of  diction  vfbkh  is  so  na- 
tural in  dialogue.  He  can  not  throw  the  light  of 
an  elegant  ease  on  his  thoogMs,  which  will  make 
the  sublimest  turns  of  art  appear  the  genuine  un- 
premeditated dictates  of  the  heart  of  the  speaker. 
But  with  all  his  faults,  he  will  have  a  thousand 
masterly  strokes  of  a  great  genius  seen  in  all  he 
writes;  and  he  will  be  applauded  by  those  who 
most  censure  him." 

In  the  ensuing  year,  1739,  his  play  entitled  Ed- 
ward and  Eleanora  was  oflbred  to  the  stage,  but 
was  prohibited  from  being  represented.  To  un- 
derstand this  measure,  it  is  necessary  to  allude  to 
the  politics  of  the  period.  ,The  heir  apparent,  Frfr- 
derick,  Prince  of  Wales,  lived  in  open  hostility  to 
his  father  Qeorge  the  Seooiyl ;  his  house  was  the 
rendezvous  of  the  opposition,  and  as  the  advocate 
of  liberal  opinions  he  was  the  idol  of  the  whigs  and 
other  dicontented  persons.  The  plot  of  Eidward 
and  Eleanora  u  derived  from  the  well  known  story 
of  Eleanor  of  Castile,  the  wife  of  Ejng  Edward 
the  First,  having  preserved  her  husband's  lifo  in 
the  Holy  Land  by  sucking  the  poison  from  his 
wound.  As  Edward  was  then  heir  apparent  to 
the  crown,  he  stood  in  the  same  position  as  the 
Prince  of  Wales;  and  Thomson  availed  himself 
of  the  circumstance  to  introduce  some  passages 
calculated  to  strengthen  the  prince's  popularity  by 
encouraging  the  people  to  hope  for  his 
Of  these  the  most'stiiidng  are: 

"Bdwan^  ratum;  lose  not  a  day,  aa  hour, 
Befiwethiachy.    Though  your  cause  be  hoty, 
BeUevB  me^  tia  a  mnth  mora  ploua  ofltee, 
To  aaTB  your  iaiher'a  old  and  broken  yean^ 
Bia  mild  and  eaay  temper,  from  the  anarae 
Of  low,  oomtpt,  insinuating  tralton: 
A  DoUer  office  far!  on  the  Ann  boae 
Of  well  proponion'd  Ubeity,  to  build 
The  common  quiet,  bapplnea^  and  glory 
Of  Ung  and  people,  England'a  riaing  grandeur 
To  you,  my  Prince^  this  taak,  of  right,  I 
Baa  not  the  royal  hetar  a  Juater  claim 
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lb  ritan  Uv  ftihti^  iuBXBibetit  and  eooanlik 
TbMialisnitobkiatBnic,  thoM^  ufao  ma^ 
A  pfopertj,  a  markot  of  hia  hfloour  )» 

<*  Edwaid  haa  giwty  has  amiable  TixtoBa ; 
That  viitaB  chiefly  .which  befits  a  princ»^ 
Re  byes  the  people  lie  mutt  one  day  rule; 
With  fondDeai  loyes  them,  with  a  DoUe  pride'; 
Etteena  their  good,  eaftema  their  glory  hk* 

*<  Amidtt  hlamahy  ylicuei^  youthfU  Edwaid 
Is  lofty,  WBOn,  and  abaolute  of  temper; 
I  dwrefixe  aeelc  to  modenie  Us  heat, 
To  guide  his  fieiy  Tirtuee,  that,  misled 
By  dazzling  power  and  flattering  syoophanfi^ 
Might  finish  what  his  fathei's  weaker  measons 
Dave  tried  in  raia    And  hence  I  here  aiieod  him. 
Oaave  our  country,  Edwardl  save  a  naUon^ 
The  choaea  land^  the  last  retreat,  of  freedom, 
Amidtt  a  world  endaved  1— Gast  back  thy  view, 
And  trace  from  feithett  times  her  old  renown : 
Think  of  the  blood  that,  to  maintain  her  rigfati^ 
And  guard  her  sheltering  lawB,  hsa  fiow'd  in  battle^ 
Oronthepairloi^aeafibU:  think  what  eans^ 
What  vigflance^  what  toUi^  what  bright  coweniJon, 
In  coundli^  campi^  and  well  disputed  senate^ 
It  cott  our  generous  ancestors^  to  raisB  ' 
A  matchleaspiea  of  freedom:  whence  we  shlne^ 
Eyen  In  the  jeakma  eye  of  hottlle  nattcn^ 
The  happistt  of  fl(iankind.~11wnaBe  all  iUm, 
Thla  TirtoBb  wWom,  toll,  and  blood  of  afles^ 
Behold  it  ready  to  balott  for  erer. 
In  this  hnpoitant,  this  decisive  hour, 
On  thee,  and  thee  alone^  our  weeping  couoiry 
TumahdrdlsinBfuleye;  to  thee  she  oalH 
And  with  a  faalplesi  paiam'a  plardog  Toloe." 

Gdwaid  is  made  to  say,  in  reply, 

"O,  there  la  nothing,  which  ibr  thee,  my  country, 
^  In  my  proper  person,  could  notsufierl'' 
Many  ofCher  political  alluaiotiB  occur,  which  it  was 
impoMble  not  to  understand,  and  when  under- 
stood not  to  apply ;  hence  the  suppressbn  of  the 
piece  was  neither  surprising  nor  unreasonable.* 
The  Rmaik  of  Johnson  that  it  was  difficult  to 
discover  why  the  play  was  not  allowed  to  be  acted, 
/TOfves  that  he  never  read  Thomson's  works  with 
the  attention  which  was  incumbent  upon  his  biog- 
rapher. It  was,  however,  printed  with  a  dedica- 
tion to  the  Princess  of  Waleb,  the  moderation  of 
which  IS  its  diief  merit.    He  says, 

^  In  the  character  of  Eleanora  I  have  endea- 
Toured  to  represent,  however  faintly,  a  princess 
distinguished  for  all  the  virtues  that  render  great- 
ness amiable.    I  have  aimed,  particulariy,  to  do 


*  Moidoch mj%  "TUs  nAjad  drew  afler  h another;  and 
in  a  way  which,  aa  It  la  rslated,  waa  nther  ludicroua.  Mr. 
Paieraoo,  a  companion  of  Mr.  Thomaon,  aflerwards  hla  de- 
puty and  then  his  succeamr  In  the  geneial-aurTeyoiahlp^  used 
lo  write  oat  fidr  copies  ftr  his  friend,  when  such  were  wanted 
fDritaepnBiorfljrthaeiage.  This  gentleman  likewisB  cooxt- 
adthatnglemuaB;  and  had  taken  for  his  subject  the  stoiy  of 
Armlnins  the  Geimin  hero,  BathlBplay,gallt]esasitwai^ 
being  pneented  fiv  a  license^  no  aooner  had  the  oeneor  caat  his 
ejTBs  on  the  hand-writing  In  which  he  had  aeen  Edward  and 
ELeanora,  than  he  cried  out,  <  Away  with  it  t*  and  the  author's 
prate  wan  reteed  to  what  hla  bootadkr  could  afloRilcr  a 
tn^ga^liidlMna" 


justice  to  her  inviolaUe  afiection  and  genetoos 
tenderness  for  a  prince,  who  was  the  darling  of  a 
great  and  ifinee  pet^.  Their  descendants,  even 
now,  will  own  with  pleasure  how  properly  this 
addiess  is  made  te  your  Royal  Highness." 

The  loss  of  vvhatower  &Die  and  profit  he  may 
have  anticipated  in  coaaequenoe  of  the  prohibition 
of  this  tragedy,  waa  more  than  made  up  by  tho 
sympathy  of  the  pnUis.  To  the  latter  he  9^ 
peared  in  a  light  which  never  fails  to  render  an 
Englishman  afitmctive,  that  of  a  sufferer  for  the 
sake  of  freedom,  and  aniojured  patrioti  Johnson 
states  that  he  endeavoured  to  repair  his  pecuniaiy 
loss  by  a  subscription,  but  he  -says  that  he  can 
not  tdl  its  succesa.  Upon  the  same  authority 
it  is  related,  that "  when  the  public  murmured  at 
the  unkind  treatment  of  Thomson,  one  of  the  mi- 
nisterial writers  remarked  j  thai  he  had  taken  a 
*  liberty*  which  was  not  agreeable  to  Britannia  in 
any  season."    . 

From  this  time  until  1745  Thomson  did  little 
excepting  that  about  the  year  1740  be  wrote  his 
"  Masque  of  Alfred,"  in  conjunction  vrith  his 
friend  Malkt  This  was  composed  by  camTnand 
of  the  Prince  of  Wales  for  the  entertainment  of 
his  household  at  his  summer  residence,  and  was 
performed  at  the  gardens  in  Clifden  on  the  Irt  of 
August,  1740,  before  a  brilliant  audience,  consist- 
ing of  their  Royal  Highnesses,  the  Prince  and 
Princess  of  Wales  and  their  whole  suite.  This 
piece,  vrith  alterations  and  new  music,  was  some 
years  afterwards  acted  at  Covent  GKtrden.* 

Three  letters  which  Thomson  wrote  in  the  year 
17^,  when  he  was  residing  in  Kew  Lane,  have 
been  panted.  Two  of  them  are  addressed  to  Mrs. 
Robertson,  the  sister  of  MiM  Young,  to  whom  he 
was  wamdy  attached,  and  whose  beauty  and  me- 
rits he  repeatedly  celebrated  under  the  name  of 
Amanda.  Those  ladies  had  gone  to  Bath  for 
their  health,  and  Thomson  laments  the  loss  of 
their  society  in  a  lively  style:  a  passage  in  one 
of  them,  in  which  he  speaks  of  Mrs.  Robertson's 
child,  in  leferenoe  to  Miss  Yo'4ng,  vt  worth  ez- 
tracting: 

"  I  can  not  help  telling  you  of  \  very  pleasing 
scene  I  lately  saw.— In  the  middle  jf  a  green  field 
them  stands  a  peaceful  lowly  habitation;   into 


*  It  waa  entirely  new  modelled  by  BfaOet,  no  part  of  the 
flntbeing  retained  except  a  few  lines.  It  was  acted  at  Dniry 
I^nsi,  and  published  In  Sra  in  1751.  Though  ezcellentiy 
performed,  It  waa  not  very  aaecessruL  The  pralogue  was 
written  by  the  Bad  of  Corioe.  it  baa  been  aiOd,  that  Mallei 
procured  Allied  10  be  perfbrmed  at  rmry  Lane,  by  hUnu 
ath«  to  Garriek^  that,  in  his  Inieoded  life  of  the  Duke  of 
Moriborough,  he  should,  by  an  ingeikloos  device^  find  aniche 
fortheRosdusoftheage.  "My  dear  Mend,"  said  Can Ick, 
"haTe  you  quite  left  off  writing  for  the  stager*  The  hhM 
was  taton,  and  JJfted  waa  pntacoSL^Bt^graphia  Dr0 
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which  having  entered,  I  beheld  innooence,  sweet 
innocence,  asleep.  Your  heart  would  have  yearn- 
ed, your  eyes  perhaps  have  overflowed  with  tean 
of  joy,  to  see  how  charming  he  looked;  like  a 
yotmg  cherub  dropped  from  heaven,  if  they  be  eo 
happy  as  to  have  young  cherubs  there. 

"  When  awdced,  it  is  not  to  be  imagined  with 
what  complacency  and  «ase,  what  soft  serenity 
altogether  unmixed  with  the  least  cloud,  he  open- 
ed his  eyes.  Dancing  with  joy  in  his  nurse's 
arms,  his  eyes  not  only  smUed,  but  laughed,  which 
put  me  in  mind  of  a  certain  near  relation  of  his, 
whom  I  need  not  name.  What  delights  thee  so, 
thou  lovely  babel  art  thou  thinking  of  thy  mo- 
ther's recovery  1  does  some  kind  power  impress 
upon  thee  a  presage  of  thy  ftiture  happiness  under 
her  tender  caret— I  took  the  liberty  to  touch  him 
with  unhallowed  lips,  which  restored,  me  to  the 
good  opinion  of  the  nurse,  who  had  neither  forgot 
nor  forgiven  my  having  slighted  that  fiivour 
once: 

This  letter  contained  a  song,  which  will  be 
found  in  Che  second  volume.  Another  letter  is 
here  given  at  length,  from  its  bdng  the  only  at- 
tempt of  a  humorous  nature  in  prose  which 
Thomson  is  known  to  have  made,  and  the  man- 
ner in  which  he  satirizes  travellers  and  oourtierB 
is  amusing.  - 

To  a  Friend,  on  his  Travels.    ' 
•  Trusty  and  well  beloved  I)pg,    Dee.  7, 1742. 

"Hearing  you  are  gone  abroad  to  see  the 
world,  as  they  call  it,  I  can  not  forbear,  upon  this 
occasion,  transmitting  you  a  few  thoughts, 

"  It  may  seem  presumption  in  me  to  pretend  to 
give  you  any  instruction;  but  you  must  know, 
that  I  am  a  dog  of  considerable  experience.  In- 
deed I  .have  not  improved  so  much  as  I  might 
have  done  by  my  justly  deserved  misfortunes: 
the  case  very  often  of  my  betters.  However,  a 
little  I  have  learned;  and  sometimes,  while  I 
seemed  to  lie  asleep  before  the  fire;  I  have  over- 
heard the  conversation  of  yotr  travellers.  In  the 
first  place,  I  will  not  suppose  that  you  are  gone 
abroad  an  illiterate  cub,  just  escaped  from  the  lash 
of  your  keeper,  and  running  wild  about  the  world 
like  a  dog  who  has  lost  his  master,  utterly  unac- 
quainted with  the  proper  knowledge,  manners, 
and  oonyersation  of  dpgs. 


through  which  they  run  post,  and  firequently  they 
are  av(nded  as  if  they  were  mad  dogs.  None  will 
converse  with  them  but  those  who  shear,  some- 
tmies  even  skin  them,  and  often  they  return  home 
like  a  dog  who  has  lost  his  tail.  In  short,  these 
travelling  puppies  do  nothing  else  but  run  after 
foreign  bitches,  learn  to  dance,  cut  capers,  play 
tricks,  and  admire  your  fine  outlandish  howling; 
though,  in  my  opinbn,  our  vigorous  deep  mouthed 


British  note  is  better  music.    If  a  timely  stop  is 
not  put  to  this,  the  genuine  breed  of  our  ancient 
sturdy  dogs  will  by  degrees  dwindle  and  degene- 
rate into  dun  Dutch  mastifis,  eflfeminate  Italisox 
lapdogs,  or  tawdry  impertinent  French  hariequiiis. 
AH  ouir  (Mice  noble  throated  guardians  of  the  honae 
aiid  fold  will  be  succeeded  by  a  mean  courtly  race, 
that  snarl  at  honest  men,  flatter  rogues,  proudly 
wear  badges  of  slavery,  ribands,  collars,  &c.  and 
fetch  and  carry  sticks  at  the  lion's  court.    By  the 
by,  my  dear  Marquis,  this  fetdiing  and  carrying 
of  sticks  is  a  diversion  you  are  too  much  addicted 
to,  and,  though  a  diversion,  imbecoming  a  true 
independent  country  dog.    There  is  another  dog 
vice  that  greatly  prevails  among  the  hungry  whelps 
at  court,  but  you  are  too  well  stuffed  to  fall  into  that. 
What  I  mean  is  patting,  pawing,  solidting,  teasing, 
snapping  the  mors^  out  of  one  another's  mouths, 
being  bitterly  envious,  and  insatiably  ravenous,  nay, 
sometimes  filching  when  they  safely  may.   Of  this 
vice,  I  have  an  instance  continually  before  my  eyes, 
in  tiiat  wretched  animal  Scrub,  whose  genius  is 
quite  misplaced  here  in  the  country.    He  has,  be- 
sides, such  ha  admirable  talent  at  scratching  at  a 
door,  as  might  weU  recommend  him  to  the  office  of 
a  court  waiter.  A  word  in  your  ear — I  wish  a  cer- 
tain two-l0gged  friend  of  mine  had  a  little  of  this 
assiduity.    These  canine  courtiers  are  also  ex- 
tremely given  to  bark  at  merit  and  virtue,  if  ill  dad 
and  poor:  they  have  likewise  a  nice  discernment 
with  regard  to  those  whom  thdr  master  distin- 
guishes ;  to  such  you  shall  see  them  go  up  imme- 
diately, and  fiiwning  in  the  most  abject  manner— 
baiser  leur  cul.    For  me,  it  is  always  a  nuixim 

1V>  honoor  homhls  worth,  and,  scoraiog  staler 
P-o-  on  the  prond  inhcMpliaUa  giajd. 

For  which  reason  I  go  scattering  my  water  every 
where  about  Richmond.  And  now  that  I  am  upon 
this  topic,  I  must  cite  you  two  lines  of  a  letter  from 
Bounce,  of  celebrated  memory,  to  Fop,  a  dog  in 
the  country  to  a  dog  at  court.  She  b  giving  an 
account  of  her  generous  oUspring,  among  which 
she  mentions  two,  far  above  the  vice  I  now  cen- 
sure; 

One  uaherafilends  to  Bsthnnt^doar, 
One  lawns  at  Ozibid's  on  the  poor. 

Charming  dogs!    I  have  little  more  to  say;  but 


'^  These  are  the  public  jests  of  every  country  only,  considering  the  great  mart  of  scandal  you 


are  at,  to  warn  you  against  flattering  those  you 
converse  with,  and  the  mcmient  they  turn  to  go 
away^  backlnting  them — a  vice  with  which  the  old 
dogs  of  old  ladies  are  much  infected ;  and  you  must 
have  been  mdst  furiously  affected  with  it  here  at 
Richmond,  had  you  not  happened  into  a  good  fi^ 
mily:  therefore  I  might  have  spared  this  caution. 
One  thing  I  had  almost  forgot  Yoa  have  a  base 
custom,  when  you  chance  upon  a  certain  fragrant 
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exaTium,  of  peifiuning  your  <caioasB  with  it.  Fie ! 
fie !  le&ve  that  nasty  costom  to  your  little,  foppish, 
crop-eared  d(^,  who  do  it  to  conceal  their  own 
itink. 

'*  My  letter,  I  fear,  grows  tedSoiu.  I  unll  detain 
yon  from  yonr  dumhen  no  longer,  but  conclude 
by  wishing  that  the  waten  and  ezerdse  may  bring 
down  your  fat  aidea,  and  that  yon  may  return  a 
genteel  accompliahed  dog.  Pray  lick  for  me,  you 
happy  dog,  the  hands  of  the  fair  ladies  you  have 
the  honour  to  attend.  I  remember  to  have  had 
that  happiness  once,  when  one  who  shall  be  name- 
less looked  with  an  envious  eye  upon  me. 

"  Farewell,  my  dear  marquis.  Return,  I  beg  it 
of  you,  soon  to  Richmond;  when  I  will  treat  you 
with  some  choice  fragments,  a  marrowbone,  which 
I  will  cnck  lor  you  myself,  and  a  dessert  of  high 
toasted  cheese.  I  am,  Without  further  ceremony, 
yours  sincerely,  Bupp. 

"MlDewtitooMarki.     X    ScruVs  mark.'' 

In  a  letter  which  Thomson  wrote  Mr.  Lyttel- 
ton,  in  July,  1743,-  he-  says  he  was  employed  in 
correcting  "  The  Seasons:"  at  that  time,  it  seems, 
he  had  never  been  at  Hagley,  his  friend's  seat,  in 
Worcestershire. 

DEAR  SIR,  London,  July  U,  1743. 

I  had  the  pleasure  of  yours  some  posts  ago,  and 
have  delayed  answering  it  hitherto  that  I  might 
be  aUe  to  determine  when  I  could  have  the  happi- 
ness of  vraiting  upon  you.  Hagley  is  the  place 
in  England  I  most  desire  tc  see;  I  imagine  it  to 
be  greatly  delightful  in  itselJ,  and  I  know  it  to  be 
so  to  the  highest  degree  by  the  company  it  is  ani- 
mated with.  Some  reasons  prevent  n^  waiting 
upon  you  immediately,  but,  if  you  will  be  so  good 
as  let  me  know  how  bng  you  design  to  stay  in 
the  country,  nothing  shall  hinder  me  from  passing 
three  weeks  or  a  month  with  you  before  you  leave 
it  As  this  will  fall  in  Autumn,  I  shall  Uke  it  the 
better,  for  I  think  that  season  of  the  year  the  most 


Hagley,  and  particularly  her  who  gives  it  charms 
to  you  it  never  had  before. 
Believe  me  to  be  ever,  with  the  greatest  respect, 
Most  affectionately  yours, 

James  Thomson." 

In  1745  his  Tancred  and  Siginnunda  was  per- 
formed at  Drury  Lane  with  considerable  applause, 
and  he  again  found  a  patron  in  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  to  whom  he  says,  in  the  dedication,  "  Al- 
low me  only  to  wish,  that  what  I  have  now  the 
honour  to  offer  to  your  Royal  Highness  may  be 
judged  not  unworthy  of  your  protection,  at  least 
in  the  sentiments  which  it  inculcates.  A  warm 
and  grateful  sense  of  your  goodness  to  me  makes 
me  desirous  to  seize  every  occasion  of  declaring 
in  public  my  profound  respect  and  dutiful  attach- 
ment." 

During  the  year  1744  Mr.  Lyttelton  came  into 
office,  and  the  earliest  exercise  of  his  patronage 
was  to  bestow  on  Thomson  the  situation  of  sur- 
veyor general  of  the  Leeward  Islands,  the  duties 
of  which  appointment  he  performed,  by  deputy, 
and  of  which  the  profits  were  300^  a  year.  He 
was  thus  placed  above  want,  if  he  was  not  ele- 
vated to  affluence,  and  this  piece  of  good  fortune 
must  have  been  the  more  grateful  since  he  was 
indebted  for  it  to  a  friend^p  produced  by  his 
own  merits. 

Much  of  the  Summer  of  1745,  and  the  Autumn 
of  1746,  i^re  passed  at  the  Leasowes,  with  Shen- 
stone;  who,  alter  his  death,  placed  the  following 
inscription  in  Virgil's  grove  there  in  commemora- 
tion of  him. 

Cdeberriino  Poeus^ 

Jaeobo  7%om»onf 

Prope  knorn  ille  non  iasdffltos 

G.a 

Bedem  banc  oroaTiL 

"Qua  tibi,  qoa  tannddam  pro  carmine  dooal 
Nam  neque  ma  tannim  venienilii  aibUui  aoKrl, 
Nee  percusBa  juvam  flucca  tarn  liuoia,  oec  qua 
Bwynwafl  Inter  dacumint  flixmina  fallea."* 


Thomson  once  more  experienced  the  uncertain- 


pleasing  and  the  most  poetical.  The  spirits  are 
nj*  then  fi-ipjtod  with  tto  g|uet,  of  Sp^ 

serious  and  tempered  joy.  The  year  is  perfect.  In  r.*^      '    ,.    .^        ,,  /.  *^   ^ 

,  ^^^^   —t^      J  J  J  i~  j^     ,pj^     It  would  seem,  from  a  passage  in  a 

the  mean  tune  I  will  fo  on  with  correctimr  The'  r~   .   , .   ^     ■,  «   '^^  .^.^     r-— © 
uio  unxut  *         »  WW--JI  ^  finend  Paterson,  1748,  arose  from  Mr. 

Seasons,  and  hope  to  cany  down  more  than  one  '         * 

of  fhem  with  me.  The  muses,  whom  you  oblig- 
ihgly  say  I  shall  bring  along  with  me,  I  shall  find 
with  you^-4he  muses  of  the  great  simple  country, 
not  the  little,  fine-lady  muses  of  Richmond  Hill. 

"  I  have  Kved  so  long  in  the  noise,  or  at  least 
its  distant  din  of  the  town,  that  I  begin  to  forget 
what  retirement  is :  vrith  you  I  shall  enjoy  it  in  its 
highest  elegance  and  purest  simplicity.  The  mind 
win  not  (mly  be  soothed  into  peace,  but  enlivened 
Into  harmony.  My  compliments  attend  all  at 
B 


*  Tq  the  moeh  eelebmted  Poet, 

Jamet  Thomami, 

This  f^eat  was  placed 

near  hla  faToSrlta  springs 

by 

w.a 

How  shani  thank  thy  Mose^  so  finrmM  to  plesas  I 
For  not  the  whtaperingB  of  the  southern  breeiSb 
Nor  banka  stiU  beaten  by  the  braaking  wave, 
Nor  limpid  rilta  that  pebU/  vaUks  laviv 
Yield  soch  delight. 
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LjTtteltmi,  whose  influexioe  obtoined  it  lor  him, 
having  incurred  the  Prince's  displeasure.  West 
and  Maliet,  bodi  fiEiends  of  that  noble  minded  in- 
dividual, and  who  were  simiiaily  favoured  with 
pensions,  were  deprived  of  them  on  the  same  day 
and  for  the  same  jeason. 

WhMst  at  Ha^j,  Mr.  Lyttdton's  seal,  m  Oc- 
tober, 1747,  he  wrote  to  his  sister,  Mrs.  Thomson, 
and,  as  it  is  the  last  to  his  family  which  has  been 


But  enough  of  this  mtelsjiohely  though  not  un- 
pleaaing  strain. 

"  I  esteem  yon  for  your  seniUe  and  disiiiter- 
ested  advice  to  Mr.  Bell,  as  you  wiQ  see  fay  my 
letter  to  him;  as  I  approve,  eBttvel]r,of  his  maxiy- 
igg  again,  you  may  readily  ask  me  why  I  do  not 
marry  at  all.  My  drcunMaaoes  have  hitherto 
been  so  variable  imd  uncertain  in  this  flactnating 
world^  as  induce  to  keep  me  ftom  engaging  in 


preserved,  it  will  be  read  vrith  interest    Dr.  John*  such  a  state;  and  .now,  thou^  they  aie  laon 
SOD  received  it  from  Bosweil  to  whom,  that  lady  settled,  and  of  late,  which  you  will  be  glad  to 


presented  it. 


Hdj^ley,  in  Woreeatenhire, 
October  the  4t/i,  1747. 


hear,  considerably  impioved,  I  begin  to  think  my- 
self too  hi  advanced  in  life  for  such'  youthiii]  un- 
dertakings, not  to  .mention  some  other  petty  rea- 
sons that  are  opt  to  startle  the  delicacy  of  difficuk 
old  bachelors.    1  am,  however,  not  a  little  suspi- 


"  MY  DEAR  BISTKR, 

I  thought  you  had  known  me  better  than  to  dous,  that  was  I  to  pay  a  visit  to  Scotland,  of 
interpret  my  silence  into  a  decay  of  affection, '  which  I  have  some  thoughts  of  doing  soon,  I 
especially  as  your  behaviour  has  always  been  such  might  possibly  be  tempted  to  think  of  a  Ifaing  not 
as  rather  to  incresse  than  diminish  it  Do  not  easily  repaired  if  done  amiss. .  I  have  alwajs 
imagine,  because  I  am  a  bad  correspondent,  that  been  of  opinion,  that  none  make  better  vnves  than 
I  can  ever  prove  an  unkind  friend  and  brother,  the  ladies  of  Scotland;  and  yet,  who  moie  fOTsa- 
I  must  do  myself  the  justice  to  tell  you,  that  my  ken  than  they,  while  the  gentlemen  are  continual- 
affections  are  naturally  very  fixed  and  constant;  |  ly- running  abroad  all  the  world  overl  Some  of 
and  if  I  had  ever  reason  of  complaint  against  them,  it  is  true,  aie  wise  enough  to  return  for  a 
you,  of  which,  by  the  by,  I  have  not  the  least  sha- .  wife.  You  see  I  am  beginning  to  make  inlevest 
dow,  I  am  conscbus  of  so  many  defects  in  my-'  already  with  the  Scotch  ladies.  But  no  mote  of 
self,  as  dispose  me  to  be  not  a  little  charitable  and  this  infectious  subject  Pray  let  me  hear  koa 
forgiving.  I  you  now  and  then;  and  though  I  am  not  a  regu- 

'*  It  gives  me  the  truest  heartfelt  satisfaction  to  lar  correspondent,  yet,  perhaps,  I  may  mend  in 
hear  you  have  a  good,  kind  husband,  and  are  in  that  respect.  Remember  me  kindly  to  your  has 
easy,  contented  circumstances ;  but  were  they  band,  and  believe  me  to  be 


Your  most  affectionate  brother, 

James  Thomson. 
TV  Mr».  Thomson,  in  Lanark. 


otherwise,  that  would  only  awaken  and  heighten 
my  tenderness  towards  yonju  As  our  good  and 
tender-hearted  parents  did  not  live  to  receive  any 
material  testimonies  of  that  highest  human  grati- 
tude I  owed  them,  than  which  nothing  could  have  It  was  during  this  visit  to  Hagley  that  he  was 
given  me  equal  pleasure,  the  only  return  I  can  met  by  Shenstone,  who  says,  in  a  letter  dated 
make  them  now  is,  by  kindness  to  those  they  left  20th  September,  1747: 

behind  them.  Would  toGhxl  poor  Lizy  had  lived  j  V  As  I  vras  returning  from  church,  on  Sunday 
longer,  to  have  been  a  farther  witness  of  the  last,  whom  should  I  meet  in  a  chaise,  vnth  two 
truth  6f  what  I  say;  and  that  I  might  have  had! horses  lengthways,  but  that  right  friendly  baitl, 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  once  more  a  sister,  who  so'  Mr.  Thomson 7  I  complimented  him  upon  his 
truly  deserved  my  esteem  and  k>ve.    But  she  is  arrival  in  this  country,  and  asked  him  to  accom- 


happy,  while  we  must  toil  a  little  longer  here  be- 
low: let  us,  however,  do  it  cheerfully  and  grate- 
ftilly,  supported  by  the  pleasing  hope  of  meeting 
yet  again  on  a  safer  shore,  where  to  recollect  the 
storms  and  difficulties  of  life  will  not,  perhaps,  be 
Inconsistent  with  that  blissful  state.  "  You  did 
right  to  call  your  daughter  by  her  name;  for  you 
must  needs  have  had  a  particular  tender  friend- 
sh^  for  one  another,  endeared  as  you  were  by 
nature,  by  having  passed  the  affectionate  yean 
of  ytrar  youth  together,  and /by  that  great  softener 
and  engager  of  hearts,  mutual  hardship.    That 


pany  Mr.  Lyttelton  to  the  Leasowes,  which  he 
said  he  would  vrith  abundance  of  ]deasare,  and  so 
we  parted." 

The  Castle  of  Indolence  and  CoriolaniiB  next 
occupied  his  attention,  and  the  fbtmer,  which 
had  been  in  progress  for  neariy  fifteen  years,  and 
was  originally  intended  to  consist  of  a  few  stamas 
ridiculing  the  want  of  energy  in  himself  and  some 
of  his  friends,  appeared  in  about  May,  1748,  and 
was  the  last  production  of  his  pen  which  he  lived 
to  print  The'  sketch  of  himself  is  extremdy  in- 
teresting; though  he  says  aB,  excepting  the  fint 


It  was  in  iny  power  to  ease  it  a  little,  I  account  line,  was  written  by  a  friend,  who  is  asserted  ts 
)iw  of  the  most  ezquodte  pleasures  of  my  life.  I  have  been  Lord  Lyttelton. 
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*'  ▲  bard  hose  dwelt,  more  tax  than  haxA  beeeems; 
Whci^  void  of  envy,  guile,  and  luet  of  gain, 
On  vinue  still,  and  Nature^  pleasing  themes, 
Poor'd  forth  hia  unpremeditated  atiahi ; 
The  worid  Ibraddog  with  a  calm  dtodain; 
Hen  laugh'dha  careleas  in  faic  easy  aeat; 
Hera  quaff'd  eociicled  with  the  jojous  tnii^ 
Oft  moralizing  aage :  hia  diuy  sweet 
He  loaled  much  to  write,  ma  cax«d  to  repeat" 


Of  the  other  portraits  a  few  only  have  been 
identifier).  The  nxty-sixth  «tanza  alludee  to 
Lord  Ljttelton;  the  dxty-eeventh  to  Mr.  Gluin; 
the  sixty-ninth  has  been  supposed  to  describe 
Dr.  Aysepughi  his  lordship's  brother-in-law,  but 
it  was  clearly  a  picture  of  Dr.  Murdoch,  as  he 
applies  nearly  the  saxne  words  to  him,  in  a  letter 
printed  in  tUs  memoir.  Another  was,  he  says, 
intended  for  his  frknd,  Mr.  Paterson,  his  deputy 
in  the  office  of  Surveyor  General  of  the  Leeward 
Islands. 

The  following  letter  is  without  a  date,  but  j&om 
bis  statiog  thai  the  Castle  of  Indolence  would  be 
published  in  a  fortnight,  it  must  have  been  writ- 
ten about  April,  1748. 

"  Deaa  Pater(bon, 

"  In  the  first  pUuse,  and  previous  to  my  letter,  I 
must  recommend  to  your  favour  and  protection 
Mr.  James  Smith,  searcher  in  St.  Christopher's: 
and  I  teg  of  you,  as  occasion  shall  serve,  and  as 
you  find  he  merits  it,  to  advance  him  in  the  busi- 
ness of  the  customs.  He  is  warmly  recommend- 
ed to  me  by  Saxgent,  who,  in  verity,  turus  out 
one  of  the  best  men.  of  our  youthful  acquaintance, 
— ^honest,  honourable,  firiendly,  and  generous.  If 
we  are  not  to  oblige  one  another,  life  becomes  a 
paltry,  sel6sh  affidr, — a  pitiful  morael  in  a  comer. 
Sargent  is  so  happily  married,  that  1  could  almost 
say, — the  same  ease  happen  to  us  all. 

"  That  I  have  not  answered  several  letters  of 
yours,  is  not  owing  to  the  want  of  fioendship  and 
the  sincerest  legaid  for  yoo;  but  you  know  me 
well  enough  to  aooount  foir  my  silenoe,  without 
my  saying  any  move  upon  that  head;  besides,  I 
have  very  little  to  say  that  is  worthy  to  be  tran»^ 
mitted  over  the  great  oceans  The  worid  either 
(utilises  so  much,  or  we  grow  so  dead  to  it,  that 
iu  transactions  make  but  feeble  impresaons  on 
us.  RetivemsDt  and  naturo  are  more  and  more 
my  passion  every  day,  and  now,  even  now,  the 
charming  time  omnss  on:  Heaven  is  just  on  the 
point,  or  nther  in  the  very  act,  of  giving  earth  a 
gxeen  gown.  The  voiee  of  the  nightingale  is 
heajxl  in  our  fame. 

"  Yon  most  know  diat  I  have  enlarged  my  ru- 
ral domain  mnch  to  the  eame  dimensions  you  have 
done  youia.  The  two  fields  next  to  me,  from 
the  first  of  which  I  have  walled— no,  no— paled 
in  about  as  much  as  my  garden  conristed  of  be- 
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fore,  so  that  the  walk  runs  round  the  hedge, 
where  you  may  figure  me  walking  any  time  of 
the  day,  and  sometimes  in  the  night.  I  imagine 
you  reclining  under  cedars,  and  there' enjoying 
more  magnificent  slumbers  than  are  known  to 
pale  climates  of  the  north;  slumbers  rendered 
awful  and  divine  by  the  solemn  stillness  and 
deep  fervours  of  the  torrid  noon.  At  ether  times 
I  image  you  drinking  punch  in  groves  of  lime  or 
orange  trees,  gathering  pineapples  from  hedges, 
as  commonly  as  we  may  blackberries,  poetising 
under  lofty  laurels,  or  making  love  under  full 
spread  myrtles.  But,  to  lower  my  style  a  little  as 
I  am  such  a  genuine  lover  of  gardening,  why  do 
not  yon  remember  me  m  that  instance,  and  send 
me  some  seeds  of  things  that  might  succeed  here 
during  the  summer,  though  they  can  not  perfect 
their  seed  sufficiently  in  this,  to  them,  unconge- 
nial cliiiiate  to  propagate  1  in  which  case  is  the 
caliloo,  which,  from  the  seed  it  bore  here,  came 
up  puny,  rickety,  and  good  for  nothing.  There 
arc  other  things  certainly  with  you,  not  yet 
brought  over  hither,  that  might  flourish  here  in 
tjie  summer  time,  and  live  tolerably  well,  pro»< 
vided  they  be  sheltered  in  a  hospitable  stove,  or 
groen-house,  during  the  winter.  You  will  give 
nie  no  small  pleasure  by  sending  me,  from  time 
to  time,  some  of  these  seeds,  if  it  were  no  more 
but  to  amuse  me  in  making  the  trial.  With  re- 
gard to  the  brother  gardeners,  you  ought  to  know 
that,  as  they  are  half  vegetables,  the  animal  part 
of  them  will  never  have  spirit  enough  to  consent 
to  the  transplanting  of  the  vegetables  into  distant, 
dangerous  climates.  They,  happily  for  them- 
selves, have  no  other  idea  but  to  <%  on  here,  eat, 
drink,  sleep,  and  kiss  their  wives. 

"  As  to  more  important  business,  I  have  no- 
thing to  write  to  you.  You  know  best.  Be,  as 
you  always  must  be,  just  and  honest;  but  if  you 
are  unhappily,  romantic,  you  shall  come  home 
without  money,  and  write  a  tragedy  on  yourself. 
Mr.  Lyttelton  told  me  that  the  Grenvilles  and  he 
had  strongly  recommended  the  person  the  gover- 
nor and  you  proposed  for  that  considerable  office, 
lately  fallen  vacant  in  your  department,  and  that 
there  was  good  hopes  of  succeeding.  He  told  me 
also  that  Mr.  Pitt  had  said  that  it  was  not  to  be 
expected  that  offices  such  ^a  that  is,  for  which 
the  greatest  interest  is  made  here  at  home,  could 
be  accorded  to  your  recommendation,  but  that  as 
to  the  middling  or  inferior  offices,  if  there  was  not 
some  particular  reason  to  the  contrary,  regard 
would  be  had  thereto.  This  is  all  that  can  be 
reasonably  desired;  and  if  you  are  not  infected 
with  a  certain  Creolian  distemper,  whereof  I  am 
persuaded  your  soul  will  utterly  resist  the  conta- 
gion, as  I  hope  your  body  will  that  of  the  natuial 
ones,  there  are  few  men  so  capable  of  that  unpe- 
rishable  happiness,  that  peace  and  satisfaclbn  of 
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mind,  at  least,  that  proceeds  from  being  feasona- 
ble  and  moderate  in  our  desiree,  as  you.  These 
are  the  treasures  dug  from  an  inexhaustible  mine 
in  our  own  breasts,  which,  like  those  in  the  king 
dom  of  heaven,  the  rust  of  time  can  not  corrupt, 
nor  thieves  break  through  and  steal.  I  must  learn 
to  work  this  mine  a  little  more,  being  struck  off 
from  a  certain  hundred  pounds  a  year  which  you 
know  I  had.  West,  Mallet,  and  I,  were  all  rout- 
ed in  one  day  5  if  -you  would  know  why — out  of 
resentment  to  our  friend  in  Argyll-street.  Yet  I 
have  hopes  given  me  of  having  it  restored  with 
interest  some  time  or  other.  Oh,  that  Bom6  time 
or  other  is  a  great  deceiver. 

"  Coriolanus  has  not  yet  appeared  on  the  stage, 
from  the  little,  dirty  jealousy  of  Tullus*  towards 
him  who  alone  can  act  Coriolanus.t  Indeed,  the 
first  has  entirely  jockeyed  the  last  off  the  stage,  for 
t!iis  season,  like  a  giant  in  his  wrath.  Let  us 
liave  a  Ettle  more  patience,  Paterson ;  nay,  let  us 
be  cheerful ;  at  last  all  will  be  well,  at  least  all  will 
be  over, — here  I  mean :  God  forbid  it  should  be  so 
iicrcaflcr !  But,  as  sure  as  there  is  a  God,  tliat 
will  not  be  so. 

"  Now  that  I  am  prating  of  myself,  know  that, 
after  fourteen  or  fifteen  years,  the  Castle  of  Indo- 
lence comes  abroad  in  a  fortnight  It  will  certain- 
ly travel  as  far  as  Barbadoes.  You  have  an  apart- 
ment in  it  as  a  night  pensioner;  which,  you  may 
remember,  I  filled  up  fi)r  you  during  our  delightful 
party  at  North  End.  Will  ever  these  days  return 
again  1  Do  not  you  remember  eating  the  raw  fish 
that  were  never  caught  1  All  our  friends  are  pret- 
ty much  in  statu  quo,  except  it  be  poor  Mr.  Lyttel- 
ton.  He  has  had  the  severest  trial  a  human  ten- 
der heart,  can  havejt  but  the  old  physician,  Time, 
will  at  last  close  up  his  wounds,  though  there  must 
always  remain  an  inward  smarting.  Mitchells  is 
in  the  house  for  Aberdeenshire,  and  has  spoke 
modestly  well ;  I  hope  he  will  be  something  else 
soon;  none  deserves  better:  true  firiendship  and 
humanity  dwell  in  his  heart.  Gray  is  working 
hard  to  pass  his  accounts;  I  spoke  to  him  about 
that  aflfair.  If  he  gave  you  any  trouble  about  it, 
even  that  of  dunning,  1  shall  think  strangely,  but 
I  dare  say  he  is  too  friendly  to  his  old  fiiends,  and 
you  are  among  the  oldest. 

*'  Symmer  is  at  last  tiled  of  gaiety,  and  is  going 
to  take  semi-countxy  house  at  Hammersmith.  I 
am  sorry  that  honest,  sensible  Warrender,  who  is 
in  town,  seems  to  be  stunted  in  church  preliesrment. 
He  ought  to  be  a  tah  cedar  in  the  house  of  the 
Lord.  If  he  b  not  so  at  last  it  will  add  more  fuel 
lo  my  indignation,  that  bums  already  too  intense- 
ly, and  throbs  towards  an  eruption.    Patrick  Mur- 


•  Gairick.  t  Quin. 

;  Mre.  Lyttaton  died  on  tlie  19th  of  January,  1746-7. 

*  Afterwards  Envoy  to  Berlin  and  a  Knight  of  the  Bath. 


doch  is  in  town,  tutor  to  Admiral  Vernon's  soii, 
and  is  in  good  hope  of  another  living  in  Suffolk, 
that  country  of  tranquillity,  where  he  will  then 
burrow  himself  in  a  wife  and  be  happy.  Ghwd- 
natured,  obliging  Miller,  is  as  usual.  Though  the 
Doctor*  increases  in  business  he  does  not  decrease 
in  spleen,  that  is  both  humane  and  agreeable,  like 
Jacques  in  the  play ;  I  sometimes,  too,  have  a  touch 
of  it. 

"  But  I  must  break  off  Uus  chat  with  you  about 
your  friends,  which,  were  I  to  indulge  in,  would 
be  endless.  As  for  politics,  we  are,  I  believe,  on 
the  brink  of  a  peace.  The  French  are  vapoming 
at  present  in  the  siege  of  Maestricht,  at  the  same 
time  they  are  mortally  sick  in  their  maiiDe,  and 
through  all  the  vitals  of  France.  It  is  a  pity  we 
can  not  oontinae  the  war  a  little  longer,  and  pot 
their  agonizing  trade  quite  to  death.  This  siege, 
I  take  it,  they  mean  as  their  Uurt  flooiiah  in  the 
war. 

"  May  your  health,  which  never  fidled  you  yet, 
still  continue,  till  you  have  scraped  together  enough 
to  return  home  tuad  live  in  some  snug  comer,  as 
happy  ae  the  corycium  senex,  in  Virgil's  fiiurth 
Georgic,  whom  I  recommend  both  to  you  and  my- 
Klf  as  a  perfect  nuxlel  of  the  honest  happy  life. 
Believe  me  to  be  ever, 
'    Most  sincerely  and  affectionately  youiVj 
James  Thomson." 

This  communication  discloses  the  reason  of 
"  Coriolanus"  being  delayed,  and  the  same  or  some 
other  cause  continuing  to  prevent  its  appearance, 
its  author  was  destined  never  to  vritness  its  recep- 
tion. 

It  was  Thomson's  habit  to  walk  finom  his  remi- 
dence  in  Kew  Lane,  near  Richmond,  whenever 
the  weather  rendered  going  by  water  ineligible.  In 
one  of  these  journeys  fromXondoD,he  found  him- 
selfj  on  reaching  Hammeismith,  tired  and  over- 
heated, and  he  imprudently  took  a  boat  to  convey 
him  to  Kew.  The  walk  from  the  landing  place 
to  his  house  did  not  remove  the  chill  which  the  air 
on  the  water  produced,  and  the  next  day  he  found 
himself  in  a  high  fever,  a  state  which  his  pletho- 
ric habit  rendered  alarming.  His  disorder  yield- 
ed, however,  to  care  and  medicine,  and  he  was  soon 
out  of  danger ;  but  being  tempted  by  a  fine  eve- 
ning to  expose  himself  to  the  dew  before  he  was 
perfectly  restored,  a  relapse  took  {dace,  and  he  was 
speedily  beyond  the  powers  of  human  aid.  The 
moment  his  situation  became  known  in  town,  hia 
friends,  Mr.  Mitchell,  Mr.  Reid,  and  Dr.  Arm< 
strong  hastened  to  him  at  midnight ;  but  their  pre- 
sence availed  nothing,  and  they  had  only  the  me- 
lancholy satisfaction  of  witnessing  his  last  mo- 
ments.   He  expired  on  the  27th  of  August,  1748, 


'  Dr.  Amsoranf  . 
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hamg  irithin  a  fern  days  completed  Mb  fiyrty-eighth 
year.  Of  his  death-bed  no  particolan  axe  recoid- 
ed.  Mr.  Afitchell  and  Mr.  Lyttelton  charged  them- 
■elvee  with  the  care  of  hie  eflfects;  and  on  theSSUi 
of  October,  1748,  letters  of  adminirtration  were 
granted  t6  them  as  attorneys  of  Maiy  Craig,  of 
Edinbnigh,  formeily  Thomson,  wife  of  William 
Craig,  hfe  sister,  and  next  of  kin,  for  her  use. 

It  was  the  next  object  of  these  generous  ftiends 
to  bring  Thomson's  posthnmons  tragedy  before 
the  public,  and  in  17^,  "  Coriolanns^  was  acted 
for  the  benefit  of  his  relations.  The  Prologue, 
which  was  written  by  Mr.  Lyttelton,  and  was 
spoken  by  Gtuin,  is  peculiaily  entitled  to  notice 
from  the  affecting  manner  in  which  the  writer 
speaks  of  the  author: 

**I  oom0  not  hsra  your  candoor  to  hnplora 

For  aoanbi^  whose  aathor  Ib^  ataa  1  do  more; 

Ha  wants  noadvocato  hJta  cauaa  to  plead; 

YoQ  will  ToazaalyBB  be  patiODB  ofthe  dead. 

Ko  paity  hia  benerolence  ocoofio'd, 

No  aeet— alike  it  flow'd  to  aU  mankind. 

fie  toeed  hie  frieadfl^  ibrgiye  this  guatiing  tear; 

Akn !  I  feel  I  am  no  actor  here, 

Be  toved  bia  Mende  with  each  a  warmth  of  beaxt^ 

8o  clear  of  Intenat,  ao  devoid  of  art, 

Sooh  generouaiiieiMUiip^  anch  unehaksn  sal, 

Mo  wocda  can  apeak  it,  Imt  our  teas  may  telL 

Oh  candid  truth,  O  faith  without  a  stain, 

Oh  mannen  gently  flrra,  and  nobly  plain, 

Oh  ^ympathiiii«k)Te  of  othen'  hUaa^ 

Whaie  win  jou  And  another  bnaet  like  hia  1 

Bach  was  the  Man— the  Feet  well  70U  know 

Oft  has  he  touoh'd  70ur  heazta  with  tender  woe: 

Oft  in  tliia  cBDwded  houae^  with  joat  ^ipilanae 

You  heard  him  teach  lair  Virtue^  purest  lawa; 

For  Us  chaate  Muae  employed  her  heayen-laaghtliTrB 

None  but  the  noUesl  pBSBlona  to  inapiie^ 

Not  ooe  hnmonl,  one  ooftupted  th<ngh^ 

Onelins^  which  dyii«  he  could  wuih  to  btoL 

Oh,  maj  to-night  your  fiiTouxable  doom 

Another  laurel  add  to  grace  hJa  tomb : 

Whilat  he,  superior  now  to  pniisB  or  blarney  ^ 

Heais  not  the  feeble  Toica  of  human  flune. 

Tet  if  to  thoae^  whom  most  oneaith  he  loved^ 

From  wlram  hia  pioua  care  is  now  itmoTed^ 

With  whom  hia  liberal  hand,  and  bountaoua  heart, 

Shared  all  his  little  fortune  couUhnpan;    . 

If  to  thoae  fHends  your  kind  regaxd  shall  glTO 

What  they  no  kmger  can  from  hia  leceiveb 

Tlia^  tliat,  even  now,  above  yon  starry  poie^ 

Slay  touch  with  pleasun  hia  immortal  aouL'* 

Tmly  was  the  speaker  made  to  say  he  was  no 
actor  on  that  occasion,  and  the  feeling  which  he 
evinced,  in  reciting  these  yerses,  gave  increased 
efiect  to  their  touching  eloquence. 

Within  a  few  months  of  his  death,  his  old  pa- 
troness, the  Coontess  of  Hertford,  stated  in  a  let- 
ter to  Lady  Lnxboroiigh,  that  Shenstone  had 
shown  her  his  poem  on  Antomn,  and  the  honour 
he  had  done  Thomson's  memory  in  it;  adding 
that  he  told  her  he  purposed  erecting  an  um  to 
him  in  YiigiFs  Grove.  In  a  letter  to  Shenstone 
in  November,  1753,  that  lady,  then  Duchess  of 


Somerset,  requested  him  to  allow  Dodsley  to  add 
to  his  collection  his  poem  callcSd  "  Damon's  Bower," 
addveased  to  William  Lytteltoft,  Esq.,  and  offered 
to  lend  him  a  copy  in  case  he  had  lost  the  original. 
These  passages  prove  her  grace's  respect  for  his 
memory,  and  render  Johnson's  remaik,  that  he 
had  displeased  her,  unlikely. '  Shenstone  speaks 
feelmgly  of  Thomson's  death  m  a  letter  written 
on  the  3d  of  September  following : 

*'  Poor  Mr.  Thomson,  Mr.  Pitt  tells  me,  is  dead. 
He  was  to  have  been  at  Hagley  this  week,  ana 
then  I  should  probably  have  seen  him  here.  As 
it  is  I  will  erect  an  um  in  Virgil's  Grove  to  his 
memory.  I  was  really  as  much  shocked  to  hear 
of  his  death,  as  if  I  had  known  and  loved  him 
for  a  number  of  years.  God  knows  I  lean  on  a 
veiy  few  friends,  and  if  they  drop  me,  I  become  a 
wretched  misanthrope." 

The  author  of  The  Seasons  is  thus  alluded  to  in 
the  poem  mentioned  by  the  Duchess  of  Somenet: 

"Though  Thameoc^  aweetdeacriptiTebard  1 
loapbring  Autumn  aung  r 
Tet  liow  ahouki  we  the  months  regard 
That  atopp'd  hia  ikming  toogue  ) 

'•Ahl  hjckleas  months^  of  an  the  rea^ 
To  whoae  hard  ahare  it  ftU  I 
For  sore  he  was  the  gentlest  bnaat 
That  ever  auqg  ao  welL 

"Hel  lie  is  gone^whoea  moral  atraln 
Oookl  wit  and  mirth  refine : 
Hel  lie  la  gone^  whoee  social  vein 
BurpoasPd  the  power  of  wine. 

"Fut  by  the  streams  he  delgn'd  to  praiaa 
In  yon  aequeater'd  grove^ 
To  him  a  vodve  um  I  latay 
To  him  and  friendly  Love. 

*Tea^  there,  my  FMend  I  ihilam  and  sad, 
I  grave  yourTlwmaaQ'a  name^ 
And  there  his  lyn^  which  Fete  fixbade 
TV>  aoond  your  growb^g  iame. 

"There  shall  my  ph^tive  song  recount 
Dark  themea  of  hopeleaB  woe^ 
Aiw^  fiuler  than  die  dropplz^  ibunt 
.  PU  teach  my  eyes  to  flow. 

"There  leavee^  in  sfrfte  of  Autumn  greeo, 
BhaU  shade  the  haUow'd  ground, 
And  Spc^  win  there  again  bq  seen 
To  caU  Ibrth  fiowen  around. 

"  But  no  kind  anna  wm  bid  me  afaaie^ 
Once  more,  hia  social  hour ; 
Ah  i  Spring  I  thou  never  eaut  repair 
This  Um  to  Damon's  bower." 

Thomson's  funeral  was  attended  by  Gtuin,  Mai- 
lety  Mr.  Robertson,  the  brother-in-law  of  his 
Amanda,  and  another  friend,  probably  either  Bir. 
Lyttelton  or  Mr.  Mitchell.  He  was  buried  in 
Richmond  Churoh,  under  a  plain  stone  vnthout 
any  inscription,  and  his  works  foimed  the  only 
monument  to  his  memory  until  the  erection  of  the 
one  in  Westminster  Abbey,  which  was  opened  to 
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public  tWw  on  the  10th  of  May,  1762,  the  ezpeiue 
of  which  was  defrayod  by  an  edition  of  hk  worice 
printed  in  that  year  in  two  qnaito  Tokunea^  and 
pnbliihed  by  nibicription.  It  ia  ntoated  between 
tfaoae  of  Shakapeafe  and  Rowe,  and  prwwitM  a 
figme  of  Thoimon  fitting,  leaning  his  left  ana  ap- 
onapedeital,  and  holding  a  book  with  the  cap  of 
liberty  in  Ua  tight  hand.  Upon  the  pedeatal  is 
carved  a  baa-ielief  of  "The  Seaaons,"  to  which  a 
boy  points,  ofiering  him  a  Uurel  crown  as  the  le- 
ward  of  his  genius.  At  the  feet  ef  the  figure  is  a 
magb  mask  and  ancient  harp.  The  whole  is  si^k 
noited  by  a  projecting  pedeatal;  and  on  a  pannel 
is  inscribed  his  name,  age,  and  the  date  of  his 
death,  widi  the  lines  which  axe  inserted  at  the 
commencement  of  this  Memoir,  taken  fiom  his 
Summer.  The  monument  waa  designed  by  Adam, 
and  executed  by  Michael  and  Hewy  Spang. 

Lord  Buchan  afterwards  placed  a  small  brass 
tablet  in  Richmond  Church  with  the  following  in- 
acription: 

In  the  atrth,  bebw  this  tablet, 

an  the  rBmBiiM  of 

JABCES  THOBIBON, 

raihor  of  the  beanilftd  poems,  enticuMI, 

"TbB  Seasoni^"  tbe  "OmUa  of  IndolaiMe,"  Ac 

whodtedatBlcfaoKiad 

OQtheSTthof  Aqgwt, 

and  was  bulled 

on  the  29th  O.  a  1748. 

The  Earl  of  Bucbaoi 

unwUUngthat 

00  good  a  mai^  and  sweet  a  poet, 

should  be  without  a  memoria], 

has  denoted  the  place  of  hk  interment, 

fiv  the  satisfaction  of  his  admtnn^ 

In  the  year  of  oar  Lord, 

M.DCG.XCII. 

Beneath  this  inscription,  his  lordship  added  this 
beautiful  passage  fiom  Winter, 

"li^oher  of  Light  and  UftI  thoa  Gk)odSupramel 
O  teach  mewhat  is  goodi  teach  methyself  I 
Save  me  liom  ibily,  vanity,  and  rica^ 
Ftom  every  low  punoltl  and  ieed  my  soul 
With  kxxmlBdge,  conscious  peace^  and  viitue  pun; 
Sacred,  sobstantia],  never  lading  bUasP 

By  the  sale  of  an  edition  of  his  woiks,  undertaken 
for  the  purpose  of  aiding  his  relations,  and  the 
profits  of  hiiB  htst  Tragedy,  a  sufficient  sum  waa 
raised  to  liquidate  all  his  debts  and  to  leave  a  hand- 
some residue.* 


In  the  whole  range  of  British  poetry  Thomaon's 
Seastms"  are^  perhapi^  the  eariiest  nad,  and 
most  generally  admised;  hence  it  is  not  necessary 
to  say  much  on  the  peculiar  character  of  a  genius 
80  well  known  and  so  often  discnased.  He  wm 
the  Poet  of  Natuie,  and  hia  chief  merit  miwist^ 
in  describing  her,  and  the  {leBsure  afforded  by  a 
oontemplatibnof  her  infinite  and  glopooa  TarieCiea. 
Studying  her  deeply,  his  mind  acquired  that  pla- 
cidity of  thought  and  fiaeling  which  an  abstraction 
fipom  public  life  is  sure  to  generateu  Sfaewaato 
hun,  aa  he  has  himself  said,  a  souioe  of  happiness 
of  which  fortune  could  not  deprive  him; — 

"I  cm  not,  fintone^  what  ytm  me  deny ; 

Too  can  not  Mb  ma  of  fkee  naeoR'sgraoe ; 

Tou  can  not  shut  the  windows  of  the  aiqr, 

Thiough  which  Aurora  shows  her  brightening  &ce ; 

Ton  can  not  bar  my  constant  feet  to  trace 

Tbe  woods  and  lawni^  by  Hvhig  soeam  at  eve : 

Let  health  my  nervei^  and  finer  flbras  leave  j 

Of  frncy,  reason,  virtue^  'V'g^t  can  me  benaY^* 


*  A  coiTQspondBnt  in  the  £uropean  Magazine,  for  1819,  has 
allbrded  very  satisfactary  information  about  the  tune  which 
Thomson  obtained  for  several  of  his  worin^  and  of  (he  dates 
of  the  agreemems  xe^Mcting  them,  derived  firom  an  appeal 
afrinst  a  decMon  of  the  Oout  of  Chanoery,  many  years 
sinoa^  on  a  question  of  liieivy  property. 

It  appears  Thomson  oold  Sophoniaba,  a  Tragedy,  and 
Rprlng,  a  Poem,  to  Andrew  Millar,  16di  January,  17^,  for 
187Z.10S  On  the  28th  of  July  in  the  aame  year,  he  eold  to 
"Wlntsr."  «* 


His  pictures  of  scenery  and  of  rural  life  are  the 
luctions  of  a  master,  and  render  him  the  CUude 
of  poets.  The  Seosona  are  the  first  hook  from 
which  we  are  taught  to  worahip  the  goddeaa  to 
whose  seniee  the  bardof  Ednam  devoted  hinseU^ 
and  who  is  there  that  has  reflected  on  the  magiii- 


nia,"  Poem  to  Newton,  the  Hymn,  and  an  baay  on  De> 
Bcriptive  Poetry,  for  leSL  OnthelWiof  Jane,  1736^  Andrew 
Millar  purchased  theee  Poems  of  John  MiOan  at  tbe  original 
price.'  OntfaelSthof  Jane,  ITSg^  Andrew Mmar^esecmofs 
sold  the  copyright  of  the  whole  by  Anction  to  flfleeo  Loodon 
bookseUers^forthesamofeOS.  Soon  after  Davis,  the  Book- 
eeOer,  sold  half  his  twelfth,  for  tibe  dares  were  oneqaaA,  n 
Becket  and  Dehondt,  not  of  the  orighaal  list  ofiwinliiasn  for 
2U.  being  the  price  he  had  paid  for  that  proponion. 

It  is  a  corioiis  ftct  thatthis  was  a  cktsB  sale ;  and  Akmnder 
Donaldson,  the  Edinbmgh  BoolcBeller,  who  wished  (o  atiend 
.was  not  admitted.  He  then  pabGshed  a  copy  of  'Tlie  Sea- 
Spns^'  at  Edinbnigh,  slated  hi  die  tide  to  be  pifaied  in  1766; 
the  sale  of  which  wassaid,  however,  to  have  begim  befon  the 
aucUon  of  the  copyxiglit  to6k  place. 

A  singular  anecdote  was  related  te  the  BAaihiiigh  Btai, 
dated  from  Logan  House,  G.  D.  October,  1821,  and  signed 

An  Old  Shepherd,*  wUch  tends  to  fix  the  andiondiip  of 

The  Gentle  Shepherd"  attrltfnted  to  Allan  Bamsay  on 
lliamBon.  Towhatdegreeofcredhttisentidedlakfttothe 
reader  to  determine.  Tho  following  Is  the  iSatMniint  on  die 
aulgect  which  waa  copied  into  die  Gentklnatt^  Magarini*, 
voLxd.  partii.  P.36L 

About  diiny  yean  ago^  there  was  a  leapedBlda  dd  nan, 
of  the  name  of  John  SMedi  who  was  well  aflqiiiJniwi  with 
Allan  Bamsay;  and  be  told  John  Bteel  himael(  that  when 
Mr.  Tliomson,  the  author  of  "The  Seasoni^"  waa  hi  lua  riiop 
at  Edinburgh,  getdng  himself  shaven,  Ramaay  was  repeating 
someofhispoenia  Mr.'niomBansaystDhim,'IliaTeaoroe- 
thlng  to  emit  to  the  world,  but  I  do  not  wish  «>  foifasr  iL> 
Ramsay  arieed  what  he  would  givs  Um,  and  ha  WOtttd  teher 
iL  Mr.  Thomseo  lepUsd,  all  the  profit  that  arose  Iran  ihe 
publicatioa  *  A  bargain  be  it,'  said  Ramsay.  BIr.  Tliompon 
delivered  him  the  manuscript  So,  from  what  is  said  aborv, 
Mr.  Thomson,  the  anthor  of  <Tbe  fkmom,*  Is  the  anihor  of 
I 'The  Gentle  Shepherd,' and  Allan  Bamnylathaikhsrofit 
llhiib  I  beBeve^  Is  the  truth.'* 
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fioence  of  an  extended  landscape,  viewed  the  san 
88  he  emerges  from. the  horizon,  or  witneased  the 
setting  of  that  glonons  orb  when  he  leaves  the 
world  to  reflection  and  repose,  and  does  not  feel 
his  descriptions  rash  upon  the  sund,  and  heighten 
his  enjoymentl 

It  has  heen  said  that  the  style  of  that  work  Ss 
ponapons,  and  that  it  contains  manj  faults.  The 
lemaik  is  partially  true.  His  style  is,  in  some 
pkkoes,  monotonous,  from  its  unvaried  elevation; 
but  to  him  Nature  was  a  subject  of  the  profoundest 
reverence,  and  he,  doubtless,  considered  that  she 
ought  to  be  spohen  of  with  solemnity;  though  it  is 
evident  from  one  of  his  verses,  which  is  often 
cited,  that  he  was  aware  simplicity  is  the  most  be- 
coming garb  of  majesty  and  beauty.  Another  ob- 
jection to  The  Seasons  is,  that  they  contain  fre- 
quent digressions,  and,  notwithstanding  that  it  is 
made  by  an  authority,  from  which  it  may  be  pre- 
sumptuous to  dissent,  the  justice  of  the  observation 
can  not,  perhaps,  be  established.  Every  one  who 
has  read  them  will  admit  that  the  History  of  Cale- 
don  and  Amelia  and  of  Lavinia,  for  example,  have 
afibrded  as  much  pleasure  as  any  other  parts,  and 
a  poem  descriptive  of  scenery,  storms,  and  sun- 
shine, requires  the  introduction  of  human  beings 
to  give  it  life  and  animation.  A  painter  is  not 
censured  for  adding  figures  to  a  landscape,  and  he 
is  only  required  to  render  them  graccftil,  and  to 
make  them  harmonize  with  his  subject.  The 
characters  in  The  Seasons  are  all  in  keeping:  a 
gleaner  is  as  necessary  to  a  harvest  field  as  a  lover 
to  a  romance;  and  it  seems  hypercritical  to  say 
that  there  should  be  nothing  of  interest  in  the 
lives  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  villages  or  hamlets 
which  are  alluded  to. 

Another  test  of  the  soundness  of  this  criticism 
IB,  to  inquire,  whether  that  work  does  not  owe  its 
chief  popularity  to  those  very  digressbns.  Few 
persons  will  read  a  volume,  however  beautiful  the 
descriptions  which  it  contains,  unless  they  are  re- 
lieved by  incidents  of  human  life;  and  if  it  were 
posoble  to  strip  The  Seasons  of  every  passage  not 
strictly  relevant,  they  would  lose  their  chief  attrac- 
tions, and  soon  be  thrown  aside. 

One  charm  of  poetiy  is,  that  it  often  presents 
a  vivid  picture  of  the  idiosyncrasy  of  an  author's 
mind,  and  this  is  most  conspicuous  in  the  episodes 
to  the  imme^te  subject  of  his  labours.  The  chain 
of  thought  which  led  him  astray  may  not  iuifre- 
quently  be  discovered,  and  it  is  on  such  occasions, 
diiefiy,  that  those  splendid  emanations  which  be- 
come aj>hori8ms  to  future  ages  are  produced.  Qe- 
nius  seems  then  to  cast  aside  all  the  fetters  which 
art  imposes,  and  individual  feeling  usurping  for 
the  moment  entire  dominion,  the  mistress  who  has 
cheered  his  hopes,  or  the  coquette  who  has  aban- 
doned him,  his  friend,  or  his  enemy,  as  either  may 
occur  to  his  imagination,  is  sure  to  be  commemo- 
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rated  in  words  glowing  with  the  fervor  of  inspirft- 
ration.  Whilst  he  pursues  the  thread  of  his  tale^ 
we  are  reminded  of  the  Poet  alone,  and  though  we 
may  admire  his  skill,  it  it  only  when  be  breaks 
upon  us  in  some  spontaneous  burst  of  pasaon  that 
we  sympatinsB  witii  the  man,  and  are  excited  to 
kindred  enthusiasm. 

To  the  power  of  painting  scenery,  aind  delineik-  . 
ting  the  softer  and  more  pleasing  traits  of  charac- 
ter, Thomson's  genius  seems  to  have  been  confined. 
Tru^  has  he  said  of  hunoelf, 

"I  soHtaiy  court 
The  insplriiig  breese^  and  mMlitate  the  book 
Of  Nature,  ever  open ;  aiming  iheoce^ 
Warm  from  the  heart  to  pour  the  moTBl  eong ;" 

but  he  was  incapable  of  describing  the  heart  when 
assailed  by  boisterous  passions,  and  his  representa- 
tions of  ambition,  patriotism,  or  revenge,  are  com- 
paratively feeble.  His  tragedies,  though  not  with- 
out merit  as  compositions,  are  declamatory,  cold, 
and  vapid.  Hb  heroes  and  heroines  relate  their 
woes  in  good  verse,  but  we  remain  unmoved,  and 
follow  them  to  their  fate  with  the  indifierence  of 
stoics.  No  man  was  animated  by  a  stronger  or 
more  disinterested  love  of  public  freedom  than 
Thomson,  and  he  every  where  inculcates  patriotic 
sentiments;  but  his  *' Liberty*'  neither  stimulates 
our  patriotism,  nor  increases  our  veneration  for  his 
idol.  No  writer  has  said  more  on  these  subjects, 
and  when  he  lived,  it  was  the  fashion  to  pretend 
to  be  actuated  by  noble  and  generous  motives,  but 
it  may  be  doubted  if  any  poet  ever  produced  them 
less  in  his  own  time;  and  the  idea  that  he,  or  any 
one  else,  could  excite  them  now  is  ridiculous. 
^*  Liberty"  is,  therefore,  read  only  because  it  is 
one  of  his  works,  and  it  is  not  likely  that  it  will 
ever  become  popular. 

The  Castle  of  Indolence"  displays  greater  poeti- 
cal invention  than  any  other  of  his  pieces;  and, 
littie  as  allegory  is  suited  to  the  existing  taste,  it 
must  still  be  read  with  pleasure.  Of  his  Odes  and 
minor  articles  there  is  littie  that  need  be  said ;  and 
part  of  them  have  already  been  sufiicientiy  noticed. 
His  Hymn  is  destined  to  be  as  permanent  a  £v 
vourite  as  The  Seasons,  to  which,  indeed,  it  is  an 
appropriate  conclusion,  and,  Uke  every  other  pro- 
duction of  its  author,  it  displays  the  highest  v^ 
neration  for  the  Deity. 

Thomson's  only  prose  work  is  an  Elssay  on  Ds- 
scriptive  Poetiy,  which  was  advertised  as  a  sepa- 
rate production,  in  1730,  but  which  formed  the 
Prefiice  to  the  second  edition  of  "  Winter,"  and  in 
this  edition  it  is  prefixed  to  The  Seasons.  That 
Essay  is  remarkable,  not  so  much  for  ingenuity  or 
original  conceptions  as  for  the  arguments  used  to 
show  that  poetry  ought  to  be  devoted  to  loftier  sub- 
jects than  those  on  which  many  had  exerdsed 
their  talente.    It  was  his  especial  merit  that  ba 
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'  ^Miided  a  new  0ohDol  in  hu  ait,  and  dindaining 
to  foUowln  the  path  which  oonducted  most  of  his 
oontemporariea  to  fame,  he,  with  the  daring  of 
genina,  stnick  oat  a  oonne  ftor  himself. 

It  must  be  evident  from  the  letten  in  this  me- 
moir, that  Thomson  did  not  excel  in  correspon- 
dence; and  his  dislike  to  writing  letters,  which  was 
Teiy  great,  may  have  been  either  the  cause  or  effect 
of  his  being  inferior  in  this  respect  to  other  poets 
of  the  last  century. 

Thomson's  character  was  in  every  respect  consis- 
tent with  what  his  writings  lead  us  to  expect  He 
was  high-minded,  amiable,  generous,  and  humane. 
Equable  in  his  temper,  and  affable  in  his  deport- 
ment, he  was  rarely  raffled  but  by  the  knowledge 
of  some  act  of  cruelty  or  injustice ;  and  as  he  mag- 
nanimously forgave  the  petty  assaults  which  envy 
or  malignity  leveled  at  him,  and  stood  aloof  firom 
the  poetical  warfare  which  raged  with  great  heat 
during  some  part  of  his  career,  he  was  soon,  as  if 
by  common  consent,  respected  by  all  the  bellige- 
rents.  .  His  society  was  select  and  distinguished. 
Pope,  Hill,  Dr.  Armstrong,  the  Bishop  of  Derry, 
Mr.  afterwards  Sir  Andrew  Mitchell,  Mendez, 
Dr.  Dela  Cour,  Mallet,  Hammond  whom  he  eulo- 
gises in  "  The  Seasons,"  Cluin,  and  above  all  Mr. 
Lyttdton,  were  his  most  intimate  friends.  With 
Pope  he  lived  on  terms  of  great  friendship;  and, 
according  to  Dr.  Johnson,  he  displayed  his  regard 
in  a  poetical  epistle  addressed  to  Thomson,  whilst 
he  was  in  Italy  in  173 1,  but  of  which  Pope  "  aba- 
ted the  value  by  transplanting  some  of  the  lines 
into  his  Epistle  to  Arbuthnot."  Mr.  Robertson 
stated,  in  reply  to  Mr.  Park's  question,*  whether 
Pope  did  not  oflen  visit  Thomson,  "  Yes,  frequent- 
ly. Pope  has  sometimes  said, '  Thomson,  Hi  walk 
to  the  end  of  your  garden,  and  then  set  off  to  the 
bottom  of  Kew  Foot  Lane,  -and  back.  Pope  court- 
ed Thomson,  and  Thomson  was  always  admitted 
to  Pope,' whether  he  had  company  or  not" 

Next  to  poetiy  he  was  fond  of  civil  and  natural 
history,  voyages  and  travels,  and  in  his  leisure 
hours  he  found  amusement  in  gardening.  Of  the 
fine  arts,  music  was  his  chief  delight;  but  he  was 
an  admirer  of  painti^  and  sculpture,  and  formed 
a  valuable  collection  of  prints  and  drawings  from 
fhe  antique. 

The  besetting  sin  of  Thomson's  character  was 
indolence,  and  of  this  he  was  himself  fully  aware, 
as  he  alludes  to  the  failing  in  himself  and  some 
of  his  friends,  in  the  "  Castle  of  Indolence."  He 
seldom  rose  before  noon,  and  his  time  for  compo- 
sition was  generally  about  midnight.  His  man- 
ners are  sometimes  represented  as  having  been 


*  Id  October,  1791,  Thomas  Fark,  Esq.  the  poet,  called  on 
Mr.  Robertaoo,  who  was  mrgtvi  to  the  Rojal  Household  at 
Sew,  the  iotimate  friend  of  Thomaon,  with  the  view  of  gain* 
ng  infinnation  about  him.  Ho  committed  to  paper  all  be 
^nad,  and  it  haa  since  bee<)  printed. 


coarse;  but  his  zealous  defender,  Laid  Bacoaii, 
asserts,  on  the  contrary,  that  Lord  Chatham,  Laid 
Tempie,  Lord  Lytteltcm,  Sir  Andrew  Mitchel, 
Dr.  Armstrong,  and  Dr.  Murdoch,  agreed  in  de- 
claring that  he  was  "  a  gentleman  at  all  points.^ 
His  intimate  friend,  Mr.  Robertson,  told  Mr. 
Park,  that  **  Thomson  was  -neither  a  petit  maitre 
nor  a  boor;  he  had  mmplicity  without  nideneas;, 
and  a  cultivated  manner  without  being  coortly;" 
and  this  may,  perhaps,  be  considered  the  most  ac- 
curate definition  of  his  deportment 

Much  light  is  often  thrown  on  a  man's  charac- 
ter by  authenticated  anecdotes.  Of  Thomson, 
however,  very  few  are  remembered,  and  the  IbU 
Ipwing  are  introduced  because  his  previous  biogra- 
phers have  thought  them  worthy  of  notice  rather 
than  from  any  particular  claims  wl^ch  they  po» 

Bs  to  attention. 

It  is  said  that  he  was  so  careless  about  money, 
that  once,  when  paying  a  brewer  he  gave  hizq 
two  bank  notes  rolled  together  instead  of  one, 
and,  when  told  of  his  mistake,  he  appeared  per 
fectly  indifierent,  saying,  ''he  had  enough  to  gr 
on  without  it."  On  one  occasion  he  was  robbed 
of  his  watch  between  London  and  Richmond, 
and  when  Mr.  Robertson  expressed  regret  for  his 
loss,  he  replied,  "  Pshaw,  I  am  glad  they  took  it 
from  me,  it  was  never  good  for  any  thing."  Hav- 
ing invited  some  friends  to  dinner,  one  of  them 
mformcd  him  that  there  was  a  general  stipulation 
there  should  be  no  hard  drinking,  Thomson  ac- 
quiesced, only  requiring  that  each  man  should 
drink  his  bottle.  The  terms  were  accepted  un- 
conditionally, and,  when  the  cloth  was  removed, 
a  three  quart  bottle  was  set  before  each  of  his 
guests. 

In  person  Thomson  was  rather  stout  and  above 
the  middle  size;  his  countenance  was  not  remark- 
able for  expression,  though  in  his  youth,  he  was 
considered  handsome,  but  in  conversation  his  fiice 
became  animated  and  his  eye  fiery  and  inteDec- 
tuaL  Silent  in  mixed  company,  his  wit  and  viva- 
city seemed  reserved  for  his  friends,  and  in  their 
society  he  was  communicative,  jdayful,  and  enter- 
taining. Few  men  possessed  in  a  greater  degree 
the  art  of  creating  firm  and  affectionate  friend' 
ship.  Those  with  whom  he  became  acquainted 
at  the  commencement  of  his  career  loved  him  tiU 
its  close,  and  the  individuals  who  had  given  to 
his  life  its  sweetest  enjoyments  watched  over  hk 
death-bed,  and  became  the  guardians  of  his  fimie, 
by  superintending  the  only  monuments  of  which 
genius  ought  to  be  ambitious,  a  complete  edition 
of  his  works,  and  a  tablet  in  Westminster  Abbey. 
It  has  been  remarked  that  the  poets  of  the  day 
did  not  commemorate  Thomson's  genius  by  ex- 
erting their  own  in  honour  of  his  memoiy;  and 
an  epigram  appeared  in  consequence.  There  is 
not,  however,  much  justice  in  the  remark.    Not 


Digitized 


by  Google 


MEMOIR  OF  JAMES  THOMSON. 


only  did  Cdlins,  Sbenstone,  Lyttelton,  Mendez, 
and  othen,  sing  hiff  ptraifles  in  moet  af^iropriate 
■trains,  but  immediately  after  his  decease,  "  Mn- 
aidorns,  a  poem  sacred  to  his  memoiy,"  appeared; 
and  once  that  time  Bums,  Pye,  the  Honourable 
Mrs.  Boflcawen,  &c  have  imitated  their  exam- 
ple. Tliat  lady  became  possessed  of  his  house 
near  Richmond,  and  evinced  her  respect  for  the 
Poet,  by  preserving  every  memorial  of  him  which 
could  be  found. 

In  a  retired  part  of  the  gardens  she  replaxsed  the 
little  rural  seat  so  much  the  favourite  of  Thomson, 
and  hung  votive  tablets  or  inscription^  round  it, 
in  honour  of  her  admired  poet,  whose  bust  on  a 
pediment  of  the  seat  on  entering  it,  had  the  fol- 
lowing sentence: 

"  Here  Thomson  Bcmg 

The  SeaaoDB^  and  their  change.* 

Within  the  alcove  Mrs.  Boscawen  placed  the 
little  antique  table,  on  which  it  is  said  the  Poet 
penned  many  of  his  lines.  The  inside  was  further 
adorned  widi  well  adapted  citations  from  other 
writers,  who  have  eulogized  his  talents-,  and  in 
the  centre,  was  the  fi^owing  inscription: 

'Within  this  plenring  raUrament, 

allured  by  the  murfc  of  the  nightingale^    ' 

which  waibled  in  soft  uninm 

to  the  melody  of  hie  soul, 

In  unafTected  cheerfuIneaB, 

and  genial,  though  simple  elegancy 

Uved 

J  AMES' Thomson! 

BBuStitf  alive  to  all  the  beauties  of  nature, 

Us  paiitted  thehr  hnagee  aa  tliey  rose  in  review ; 

and  poured  the  whole  profusioa  of  them 

taito  his  inimitable 

Seasons ! 

Wanned  with  intense  devotion 

to  itiB  Sovereign  of  the  Unlvene^ 

hi  flame  glowed  through  all  his  oomposiaomi 

Anlnwted  wiiJi  unbounded  benevolence^ 

with  the  tenderaat  social  sympathy, 

he  never  gave  one  moment's  pain 

to  any  of  hia  fellow  creatures ; 

aavc^  only,  by  his  death, 

wUch  happened  at  thii  places 

on  the 

27th  day  of  August,  174a 

Thomson  was'  never  married,  and  in  his  letter 
to  his  sister,  in  1747,  he  says  he  was  too  poor  to 
form  a  domestic  establishment.  The  only  woman 
to  whom  be  was  known  to  ]je  attached,  was  Miss 
"Voung,  daughter  of  Captain  Gilbert  Young,  of 
the  fiunily  of  that  name,  in  6ulyhill,in  Dumfries- 
shire. She  was  a  very  fine  young  woman  of  su- 
perior endowments,  and  married  Admiral  Camp- 
belL  Her  lover  has  celebrated  her  in  several 
poems  by  the  name  of  "  Amanda,"  and  so  deep 
Was  his  passion,  that  his  friend  Mr.  Robertson, 
who  married  her  sister,  considers  that  his  disap- 
pointment  in  obtaining  her  rendered  him  indiffer- 


^^•^^!?frf^, 


ent  to  lifd    One,  if  not  ' 
their  union,  was  his  straitened  < 

Thomson  was,  as  has  been  before  stated,  one  of 
nine  children.  His  only  brother  John  came  to 
London,  and  acted  as  his  amanuensis,  but  being 
attacked  by  consumption,  he  returned  to  Scotland, 
and  died  young.  Of  his  sisters,  only  three  are 
knovm  to  have  married.  Jean,  the  eldest,  was  the 
wifo  of  Mr.  Robert  Thomson,  Master  of  the  Gram- 
mar  School  at  Lanark,  with  whom  Boswell  says, 
in  July,  1777,  he  had  placed  two  of  his  nephews. 
She  was  then  an  old  woman,  but  having  retaii^ed 
her  memory,  gave  that  writer  many  particulars  of 
the  Poet,  together  with  the  letter  which  Johnson 
has  printed.  Her  son  Robert,  who  was  a  student 
of  medicine  in  Edinburgh,  died  in  his  fidher's  life- 
time at  Ltoark ;  and  of  her-  daughters^  Elizabeth 
was  bom  before  1747,  and  Beatrix -married  Mr. 
Thomas  Prentice  of  Jerviswood. 

Elizabeth,  his  second  sister,  was  the  wife  of  the 
Rev.  Robert  Bell,  Minister  of  Strathaven  in  Clydes- 
dale, and  died  some  time  before  1747.  His  reply 
to  Mr.  Bell's  request  that  he  would  consent  to  her 
nuptials  was  addresed  to  her: 

MT  DEAR  SISTER, 

I  received  a  letter  from  Mr.  Robert  Bell,  Minis- 
ter of  Strathaven,  in  which  he  asks  my  consent  to 
his  marriage  with  you.  Mr.  Gusthart  acquainted 
me  with  this  some  time  ago ;  to  whose  letter  I  have 
returned  an  answer,  which  he  tells  me  he  has 
showed  you  both.  I  entirdy  agree  to  this  mar- 
riage, as  I  find  it  to  be  a  marriage  of  inclination, 
and  founded  upon  tong  acquaintance  and  mutual 
esteem.  Your  behaviour  hitherto'  has  been  such 
as  gives  me  very  great  satisfoction,  in  the  small 

Dstance  I  have  been  able  to  afibrd  you.  Now 
you  are  going  to  enter  upon  a  new  state  of  life, 
chaiged  v?ith  higher  ciires  and  duties,  I  need  not 
advise  you  how-to  behave  in  it,  since  you  are  so 
near  Mr.  Gusthart,  who,  by  his  good  council  aiid 
friendly  assistance,  has  been  so  kind  to  yon  all 
along ;  only  I  must  chiefly  recommend  to  you  to 
cultivate,  by  every  method,  that  union  of  hearte, 
that  agreement  and  sympathy  of  tempers,  in  which 
confflsto  the  true  happiness  of  the  mazriage  state. 
The  economy  and  gentle  management  of  a  family 
is  a  woman's  natural  province,  and  from  that  her 
best  praise  arises.  You  will  apply  yourself  thereto 
as  it  becomes  a  good  and  virtuous  wife.  I  dare 
say  I  need  not  put  you  in  mind  of  liaving  a  just 
and  grateful  sense  of,  and  future  confidence  in,  the 
goodness  of  God,  who  has  been  to  you  a  *  Father 
to  the  fatherieas.'  Though  you  will  hereafter  be 
more  immediately  under  the  protection  of  another, 
yet  you  may  always  depend  upon'  the  sincere 
friendship,  and  tenderest  good  offices  of  your  most 
afiectionato  brother, 

JiMEs  Thomson." 
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"  By  last  poet  I  wrote  to  Jeany  about  the  aiTain 
she  iiient]oiiied.to  me.  Remember  me  kindly  to  all 
fiienck.*' 

Mrs.  Bell-  had  two  sons,  Dr.  James  BeU,  Minis- 
ter of  Coldstream,  who  published  a  volume  of  Ser- 
mons, and  Thomae  Bell,  who  died  a  Merchant  at 
Jamaica. 

Maiy,  the  poet's  youngest  sister,  married  Mr. 
William  Craig,  Merchant  of  Edinburgh,  and  died 
on  the  11th  of  September,  1790,  the  day  on  which 
Lord  Buchan  celebrated  the  anniyenaiy  of  the 
poet's  birth.  She  had  only  one  son,  James,  an  in- 
genious architect,  who  planned  the  new  Town  of 
Edinbujgh,  and  died  in  that  dty  on  the  33d  of 
June,  1795.  He  intended  to  erect  a  pillar  to  his 
uncle  in  the  village  of  Ednam,  and  wished  Dr. 
Beattie  to  write  an  appropriate  inscription.  The 
intention  was  not  canrisd  into  execution,  but  Beat- 
tie's  sensible  letter  in  reply  to  the  request,  in 
which  he  ridicules  inscriptions  in  Latin  to  an  Eng- 
lilih  poet,  and  states  what  ought  to  be  said  on  these 
eccasbns,  might  have  been  read  with  advantage 
by  those  who  superintended  Bums's  monument 
Lord  Buchan's  exuberant  zeal,  in  honour  of 
Thomson,  in  crowning  his  bust,  and  other  fool- 
eries, approaches  so  nearly  to  the  ridiculous,  that 
his  motive  scarcely  secures  him  from  being  laugh- 
ed at  The  annual  commemoration  of  the  poet's 
birth  is  in  better  taste;  and  proves  the  generous 
pride  v^ith  which 

*' Scocia,  with  emttliig  tear, 

Frodahns  ibat  Tliomson  was  her  aon." 

Lord  Lyttelton  has  justly  said  of  Thomson's 
writings,  that  they  contain 

»  No  Una  which  dying  ha  ooold  wiah  to  blot;*'  . 

and,  considering  the  taste  *of  the  age  in  which  he 
lived,  tins  praise  is  perhaps  the  highest  which 


could  be  pronounced.  WUh  a  slight  akfratinn 
the  same  eulogy  may  be  passed  on  his  whole  file; 
fat  it  vras  free  from  a  single  act  which  could  cre- 
ate remofse.  To  his  relations  be  was  liberal  and 
aflectionate;  to  his  friends  fidthfrd*  and  devoted: 
viewing  all  mw^fcind  with  beneficence  and  kuve, 
he  performed  with  exemplary  but  unostentatioQa 
piety  that  first  of  Christian  virtues,  to  teach  the 
worid  to  reverence  the  Creator  in  his  works,  and 
to  learn  from  them  veneration  kft  his  wisdom  and 
oonfideaoe  in  his  meiey.  Thus  the  character  of 
Thomson,  both  as  a  writer  and  a  man,  seems  al- 
most perfect;  and  whilst4he  admirer  of  his  genius 
may  point  to  his  poems  as  some  of  the  most  ^ilen- 
did  emanations  of  human  intellect,  those  who 
deem  it  more  important  to  inquire  how  talents  are 
applied  than  to  boast  of  their  extent,  may  proudly 
adduce  him  as  a  rare  example  of  the  i^[ypUcatioa 
of  a  mind  of  the  highest  capacity  to  the  inqnove- 
ment  of  the  taste  and  morals  of  society.  His 
poems  may  be  pUced  in  the  hands  ef  our  wives 
and  our  daughters  even  in  the  present  age,  when 
our  ears  are  more  delicate  than  our  confidences, 
without  first  subjecting  them  to  the  oideal  of  a 
modem  ezpurgator.  Of  his  productiane  no  "  Fa- 
mily Editions,"  which  mar,  if  they  do  not  destroy, 
the  natural  vigour  of  a  writer,  are  necessary.  By 
confining  himself  to  the  strict  rules  of  propriety, 
he  has  placed  his  fame  beyond  the  power  of  those 
relentless  censors  who  have  emasculated  Shak- 
speaie,  our  national  bard,  and  GHbbon,  car  most 
eloquent  historian.  Secure  from  the  revolotioas 
of  taste  or  time,  Thomson's  labours  are  destined 
to  descend  with  undimuushed  admiration  to  the 
latest  posterity;  and  it  may  be  predicted  vrith  con- 
fidence, that  future  generations,  like  the  last  and 
the  present,  will  have  their  reverence  for  the  God 
of  Nature  excited,  and  their  earliest  attachment 
to  Nature  herself  strengthened,  by  the  Poet  who 
has  sung  her  in  all  her  "  Seasons." 


ADDENDA  TO  THE  MEMOIR  OP  THOMSON. 


Since  the  foregoing  Life  of  Thomson  was 
printed,  the  author  has  been  favoured  with  some 
of  the  Poef  8  letters,  and  other  materials,  by  Mr. 
David  Laing,  of  Edinburgh,  who,  to  a  laudable 
zeal  in  collecting  information  about  the  histoiy 
and  literature  of  his  coimtry,  unites  the  greatest 
liberality,  by  placing  the  result  of  his  researches 
at  the  disposition  of  his  friends. 

The  Reverend  Thomas  Thomson,  the  Poet's 
father^  was  licensed  to  preach  on  the  17th  June, 
1691;  was  ordained  mimster  of  Ednam,  12th  July, 
1692;  and  was  removed  to  Sudden,  or  Southdean, 
about  the  year  1701,  which  accounts  for  his  son's 
being  sent  to  school  at  Jedburgh.    The  exact 


time  of  his  death  has  not  been  ascertained,  bat  it 
must  have  been  about  1790.* 

The  Poet  was  entered  a  student  of  the  Univer- 
sity of  Edinburgh  in  1719,  but  lus  attendance^ 
as  was  often  the  case,  seems  to  have  been  xnegn- 
lar,  for  the  only  subsequent  notice  ef  him  is  on 
the  27th  October,  1724,  when  he  performed  a 
prescribed  exerdse,  being  a  Lecture  on  the  tenth 
sectbn  of  the  119th  Psahn.  It  is  said  by  all  his 
biographers,  that  this  exerdse  was  a  poetical  para- 
phrase of  the  104th  Psalm  ^f  that  the  powen  of 


*  Notlcea  of  the  Rer.  Thomas  Thamaon  oocar  la  "Ebk* 
wood's  Plea  before  the  Kirk."    4U).  LoodoD.    lG9a 
t  Bee  pi  iv.  of  the  Memoir. 
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imagixiatbn  which  it  duqplayed,  though  oompli- 
mented  by  the  divinity  prafeator,  w«ro  ecmsidered 
imsuitod  to  the  oacred  office  for  which  he  wu  de- 
■gned;  that  he  conaeqiieiitly  abandoned  his  in- 
tention of  entering  the  minktiy;  and,  ham  the 
approbation  which  Mr.  Anditor  Benaon  ezpreMed 
of  the  piece,  hiethoqghts  were  directed  to  London. 

This  ttoxy,  though  not  without  eome  foundation, 
inasmoch  as  he  wrote  a  paraphrase  of  the  Paako 
m  question,  I*  duipioved  by  incontrovertible  &ct8. 
No  paraphrase  in  'verse  of  Ji  Paahn  could  possibly 
have  been  m^^^**^  as  an  ezerase  at  the  Univer- 
stty;  and  the  subject  refinmd  to  was  a  prose  lec- 
ture, or  disaertation,  on  part  of  the  119th  Psahn; 
but  as  it  may  have  been  vrritten  in  too  flowery  a 
style,  and  been  too  redundant  in  poetical  imagery, 
the  censure  said  to  have  been  pronounced  by  the 
divinity  prolbsaor  posnUy  occurred.  That  this 
dicumstance-  did  net  alter  lus  views  with  respect 
to  the  ehurch  is  evident  fiom  Mb  sajring,  in  some 
letters  from  London,  that  he  still  intended  to  get 
ordained^  It  does  not  appear,  fiom  the  registers 
of  the  Univenoty,  that  he  ever  took  his  Master  of 
Art's  degree,  but  he  certainly  added  the  dirtinc- 
tion  to  his  name  in  the  first  edition  of  "  Winter," 
and  the  amission  of  it  afterwards  probably  arose 
from  his  calling  himself,  in  the  title  pages  of  Us 
works,  Mr.  Thomson.  Among  his  contempora* 
ries  at  the  University,  where  their  friendship 
commenced,  were  David  Malloch,  or  Mallet,  who 
contributed  several  pieces  to  the  "Edinburgh 
MiMellany,"  and  Patricia  Murdoch,  hia  subse- 
quent biographer;  but  his  earliest,  and  one  of  the 
vnmnest  of  his  friends,  wte  Dr.  Cranston,  to  whom 
all  the  IbUowing  letters,  as  well  as  some  of  those 
which  are  introduced  into  the  Memoir,  were  ad- 
dressed. 

The  annexed  letter  from  Thomson,  whilst  at 
the  University,  presents  a  favourable  idea  of  his 
pursuits  and  opinions  before  he  attained  his  ma- 
jority. 

SIR,  Edinlmrgh,  Dee,  11, 1790. 

1  received  yours,  wherein  you  acquaint  me  that 
mine  was  very  acceptable  to  you.  I  am  heartily 
glad  of  it :  and  to  waive  all  ceremony,  if  any  thing 
I  can  scnbUe  be  entertaining  to  you,  may  I  be 
damned  to  transcribe  dull  books  for  the  press  all 
my  life  if  I  do  not  write  abundantly.  I  fondly 
embrace  the  proposal  you  make  of  a  fiequeift  eor> 
respondence  this  vnnter,  and  that  from  the  very 
same  principle  you  mention;  and  when  the  native 
bright  ideas  which  flow  from  your  good  humour 
have  the  ascendant  over  those  gloomy  ones  that  at- 
tend your  profession,  I  expect  you  will  not  be 
wanting. 

You  vnll  allege  that  I  have  the  advantage  over 
yon,  being  in  town,  where  daily  happen  a  variety 
ni  incidents.    In  the  &ttt  place  you  must  know, 


though  I  five  in  Edinburgh,  yet  I  am  little  con* 
versant  in  the  beau  monde,viz.  concerts,  balls,  as> 
sembfies,  &c.  where  beauty  shines  and  coxcombs 
admire  themselves.  If  nature  had  thrown  me  in 
a  more  soft  and  indolent  taould,  had  made  me  a 
Shapely  or  a  Sir  Fopling  Flutter,  if  fortune  had 
flfied  my  pockets,  I  suppose  my  head  is  empty 
enough  as  it  is,  had  I  beim  taught  to  cut  a  caper, 
to  hum  a  tune,  to  take  a  pinch,  and  lisp  nonsense 
with  all  the  grace  of  fashionable  insipidity,  then  I 
could— what  could  I  have  donel  hardly  vnrite) 
but,  however,  I  might  have  made  a  shift  to  fill  up 
a  half  sheet  with  '  rat  me,' '  damn  me,'  dx.  inter- 
spersed with  broken  characters  of  ladies  gliding 
over  my  fiincy  like  a  passing  image  over  a  mirror. 
But  if  both  nature  and  fortune  had  been  indul- 
gent to  me,  and  made  a  rich,  finished  gentleman, 
yet  would  I  have  reckoned  it  a  friece  of  my  great- 
est happiness  to  be  acquainted  with  you,  and  you 
should  have  had  ehtertainment  if  it  was  within 
the  circle  of  wit  and  beauty  to  afford  it;  but  alas! 
as  it  is  what  can  yon  expect  from  the  Divinity 
hall  or  a  Tippeny  celll  It  must  be  owned  in- 
deed, that  here  in  Edinburgh,  to  us  humble  sons 
of  Tippeny,  if  beauty  were  as  propitious  as  wit 
sometimes,  we  would  have  no  reason  to  complain 
of  the  superior  fortune  of  the  fluttering  genera 
tion;  and  O!  ye  foolbh  women,  who  have  thus 
bewitched  youl  is  it  not  wit  that  immortalizes 
beauty,  that  heightens  it,  and  preserves  it  in  a 
fresh  eternal  bloom'?  And  did  ever  a  fop  either 
justly  praise  or  admire  youl  but  perhaps  what  I 
am  railing  at  b  well  ordered,  and  if  there  was  such 
a  familiar  intercousae  lietwixt  vrit  and  beauty  as  I 
would  have,  wit  would  degenerate  into  softness 
and  luxury,'  and  lose  all  its  edge  and  keenness;  it 
would  dissolve  in  sighs  or  burst  in  nonsense.  Wit 
and  beauty  thus  joined  would  be,  as  Shakspeare 
has  it,  making  honey  a  sauce  to  sugar;  and  yet 
another  would  say  that  beauty,  divine  beauty! 
enlivens,  heightens,  and  refines  wit;  that  even  vnt 
is  the  necessary  result  of  beauty,  which  puts  the 
spirits  in  that  harmonious  motion  that  produces  it 
that  tunes  tnem  to  that  ecstasy,  and  makes  them 
dart  through  the  nerves,  and  sparkle  in  the  eyes  I 
— but  whither  am  I  rambling  1  What  I  am  going 
to  propose  ia,  and.  you  see  there  is  great  need  foi 
it,  that  you  would  in  your  next  settle  our  corres- 
pondence into  some  wder,  and  acquaint  me  on 
what  subject  you  would  have  me  write  to  you,  for 
on  news  of  any  kind  I  shall  soon  run  aground.  - 
You  write  to  me  that  Misjohn'^  and  his  quad- 
ruped  are  making  a  large  eccentrical  orbit,  tpgo^ 


*  Thomaon  aUudea  in  most  of  hia  leUen  to  boom  fikod  t^ 
thia  appellatico,  and  the  Earl  of  Bucban  obaeryefl^  that  it  wm 
"  undoubtedly  the  Rer.  Mr.  J.  Wilson,  Minister  of  the  Parish 
of  Mazton,  in  Roxburgfaeliire,  a  particular  friend  of  Dr.  CTra^^ 
fltoD  of  Ai^ruin,  and  of  Thomson." 
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ther  with  two  or  three  walleU  full  of  books,  which 
I  nippoae  wiH  be  multiplied  into  eereral  more  of 
papers  before  they  retuni;  belike  they  may  have 
taken  a  trip  into  Chitta,  and  then  we  shall  have 
his  tntTels.  There  is  one  thing  I  hear  storied, 
God  fivbid  it  be  true!  that  his  horw  is  metamor- 
phosing into  an  ass;  and  by  the  last  accounts  I 
had  of  it,  its  lugs  are  shot  up  into  a  rtrange  length, 
and  the  cross  was  jutt  beginning  todawn  upon  its 
shoulders ;  and,  besides,  as  it  one  day  was  saluting 
a  Capful  of  oats,  wonderful  to  toll. ^  it  fell  a-hray- 
ing.  I  wish  Nanny  Noble  were  so  comfortably 
settled  as  you  l)int  Tell  Misjohn,  when  you  see 
him,  that  I  have  a  bundle  of  worthies  for  him,  if 
once  I  had  received  his  packet 

There  are  some  come  from  London  here  lately, 
that  teach  natural  phiknophy  by  way  of  shows 
by  the  beat  of  drum,  but  more  of  that  afterwards. 
I  designed  to  have  sent  you  a  manuscript  poem, 
but  I  have  no  time  till  next  week. 
Yours  heaitily, 

JiMEs  Thomson. 

Dr.  Cranston  appeare  to  have  furnished  him 
with  letters  of  introduction,  to  which  he  alludes 
in  two  letters  written  within  the  fortnight  which 
preceded  his  departure  for  London.  The  observa- 
tion on  a  future  state,  wluch  occurs  in  the  second 
of  these  letters,  u  the  earliest  expression  of  the 
Poet's  religious  opinions  which  has  been  disco- 
vered; and  his  correspondence,  as  well  as  his 
works,  proved  that  they  never  varied. 

DEAR  SIR,  Edinburgh 

I  received  youn  and  can  never  suiSiciently  re- 
sent the  regard  for  my  welfare  that  you  shpw  in 
them.  You  are  so  modest  as  to  desire  me  to  coi^ 
rect  any  thing  I  see  amiss  in  your  letter  to  Mr. 
EUliot,  and  you  will  transcribe  it  again;  but  I  as- 
sure youlam  not  so  vain  as  toattempt  it:  if  there 
was  no  other  thing  to  bind  me  to  a  good  behaviour 
but  your  recommendation  and  character  of  me,  I 
could  go  great  lengths  of  mortification  to  answer 
them.  Your  letter  to  my  cousin,  I  do  not  doubt, 
will  be  considerably  useful  to  me,  if  I  can  find  him 
out  I  remember  I  heard  that  Mr.Colden's  letter 
was  veiy  serviceable  to  Gkorge  Brown.  I  do  not 
doubt  but  if  Mr.  Golden  was  advertised,  I  might 
have  one  too,  and  there  will  be  time  enough,  for 
our  ship  sails  not  this  fortnight,  yet  during  that 
time,  if  it  can  contribute  any  thing  to  your  diver- 
sion, you  shall  hear  firom  me  every  opportunity, 
and  when  1  go  to  London,  you  may  lay  your  ac- 
count of  paying  out  some  sixpences.  If  you  havB 
leisure,  I  could  wish  lo  hear  from  you  before  I  go 
away,  notwithstanding  your  apostolical  conclusion, 
wliKh  I  believe  as  sincere,  and  will  be  as  effectual, 
•f  the  liestofthem. 

I  am  yours,  J.  T. 


TO  DOCTOR  CRANSTON,  AT  ANCBUM. 
DEAR  SIR, 

I  received  youn,  by  which  I  find  you  have  been 
as  much  concerned  as  Mr.  Ghiklen  indififereot 
about  me;  he,  good  man,  recoomieDds  me  to  Grod 
Almighty:  very  well;  but  I  wish  he  had  exerted 
something  more  of  the  layman  on  that .  .  .  lor,  to 
be  deeply  serious,  the ...  .  Father  of  mamkind 
beholds  all .  .  .  offspring  with  a  melting  eye  .  .  . 
needs  none  to  prompt  him  to  acte  of  goodness,  so 
that  I  can  not  conceive  for  what  purpose  people's 
prayers  for  oae  another  are,  unless  it  be  to  stir  up 
humane  and  social  dispositions  in  themselves.    I 
have  gotten  several  Ttt<v>mTiMm<1«tiftna^  and  am  pro- 
mised more  afterwards,  when  I  am  fixed  on  any 
particular  view,  which  would  make  them  more 
pointed  and  effectual;  I  shall  do  all  that  is  in  my 
power,  act,  hope,  and  so  either  make  something 
out,  or  be  buried  in  obscurity.    There  is,  and  I 
am  peisuaded  of  it,  I  triumf^  in  it,  another  life 
after  this,  which  depends  as  to  ite  hi4>puie8B  on 
our  virtue,  as  this  for  the  most  part  on  our  fortune. 
My  spirite  have  gotten  such  a  serious  turn  by 
these  reflections,  that  although  I  be  thinking  on 
Misjohn,  I  declare  I  shall  hardly  force  a  laugh 
before  we  part,  for  this  I  think  will  be  my  last 
letter  from  Edinburgh,  for  I. expect  to  sail  eveiy 
day;  well,  since  I  was  speaking  of  that  meny  soul, 
I  hope  he  is  as  bright,  as  easy,  as  d6gag6,  as  sus- 
ceptible of  an  intense  laugh  as  he  used  to  be;  teD 
him  when  you  see  him  that  I  laugh  in  imagina- 
tion with  him,  ha!  ha(  ha!    Misjdm,  how  in  the 
name  of  wonder  dragged  you  so  much  good  hu- 
mour along  with  you  through  the  thorny  paths 
of  systems  and  school  divinity,  considering  the 
many  hardy  attempte  you  have  had  to  epitomiis 

and  so  forth — ^whenever  I  began  to 

rust  in  these exercises,  the  doctor  cleared 

me — ^well,  may  wit,  humour,  and  everlastiog  joy 
surround  you  both,  and  if  I  but  at  any  time  .  . . 
kindle  up  the  laugh  from  London,  I  shall  be  sun 
to  ha  ...  .  returned  upop  ....  vrith  greatet 
force.  Yours,  while  I  am 

James  Thomson 

If  you  have  the  opportunity  to  be  at  Maxton,  in 
Mr.  Wilson's,  there  you  will  find  a  treasure  of  a 
good  comrade,  called  Peter  Murdock,  who  will 
stay  there  these  eight  days. 

His  first  letter  to  Dr.  Cranston,  after  he  arrived 
in  London,  was  dated  on  the  3d  of  April,  1725. 
It  expresses  many  fean  for  his  success,  and  is  in- 
teresting from  the  account  of  the  impression  made 
upon  him  by  his  first  visit  to  the  theatres.  Amidst 
many  playful  remarks,  and  some  levity  in  his 
criticism  on  the  actors,  and  especially  on  the  ac- 
tresses, there  is  an  anxiety  manifested  about  hit 
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fliture  career,  which  shows  that  the  state  of  his 
lesouroes  and  the  unoeitainty  of  his  plans  rendered 
his  moid  ill  at 


London,  April  3, 1725. 
DfiAH  SIB,  I  wish  you  joy  of  the  spring. 

I  had  youiB  some  days  sinoe,  the  only  letter  I 
receiyed  nnoe  I  came  from  Scotland!  I  was  almost 
out  of  humour  at  the  letter  I  wrote  for  to  Mr.  El- 
liott, since  it  so  curtailed  yours  to  me ;  I  went  and 
delifeied  it;  he  receiyed  me  affably  enough,  and 
promised  me  his  aswstance,  though  at  the  same 
time  he  told  me,  which  every  one  tells  me,  that  it 
will  be  prodigiously  difficult  to  succeed  in  the  bu- 
siness you  know  I  design.  However,  come  what 
will  come,  I  shall  make  an  effort,  and  leave  the 
rest  to  providence.  There  is,  I  am  persuaded,  a 
necessary  fixed  chain  of  things,  and  I  hope  my 
fortune,  whatever  it  be,  shall  be  linked  to  diligence 
and  honesty.  If  I  should  not  succeed,  in  your 
next  advise  me  what  I  should  do.  Succeed  or  not, 
I  firmly  resolve  to  pursue  divinity  as  the  only  thing 
now  I  am  fit  ioit.  Now  if  I  cannot  accomplish 
the  design  on  which  I  came  up,  I  think  I  had 
best  make  interest  and  pass  my  trials  here,  so  that 
if  I  be  obliged  soon  to  return  to  Scotland  again,  I 
may  not  retiun  no  better  than  I  came  away:  and 
to  be  deeply  serious  with  you,  the  more  I  see  of 


best  of  all  I  suppose  in  bed;  she  turns  her  bodyi 
and  leers  vrith  her  eyes  most  bewitchingly.  Mrs. 
Porter  excels  in  trag^y,  has  a  short  piercing 
voice,  and  enters  most  into  her  churacter,  an4,if 
she  did  not  act  well  she  could  not  be  endured,  be- 
ing more  disagreeable  in  her  appearance  than  any 
of  diem.  Mrs.  Booth  acts  some  things  very  well^ 
and  particularly  Ophelia's  madness  in  Hamlet  in- 
imitably; but  then  she  dances  so  delicioosiy,  has 
such  melting,  lascivious  motions,  airs,  and  postures, 
as,  indeed,  according  to  what  you  suspect,  almost 
throws  the  'material  part  of  me  into  action  too; 
indeed  the  women  axe  generally  the  handsomest 
in  the  house,  and  better  actors  than  the  men,  but 
perhaps  their  .sex  prejudices  me  in  th^r  favour. 
Tliese  are  a  few  of  the  observations  I  have  made 
at  Druiy  Lane  Theatre  hitherto,  to  which  I  have 
paid  &ve  visits,  but  have  not  been  at  tlie  New 
House  yet  My  purse  will  not  keep  pace  with 
my  inclinations  in  that  matter.  O!  if  I  hadMis- 
john  here,  to  see  some  of  their  top  fools,  he  would 
shakes  the  scenes  with  laughter.  Give  my  service 
to  him.  Tell  him  I  laugh  at  the  thoughts  of.him, 
and  should  be  very  glad  to  hear  from  him.  You 
may  send  your  letters  to  my  mother  in  Edinburgh, 
in  a  line  enclosed,  desiring  her  to  send  them  to 
me,  which  I  have  directed  her  to  do,  frank.  How- 
ever,  you  may  send  the  next  directly  to  me,  to 


the  vanity  and  wickedness  of  the  wodd  I  am  more  your  cousin's  care,  and  perhaps  I  shall  fall  upon 


inclined  to  that  sacred  office.  I  was  going  to  bid 
you  suppress  that  rising  laugh,  but  I  check  myself 
severely  again  for  sufifering  such  an  unbecoming 
thought  of  you  to  enter  into  my  mind-HK>  much 
for  business. 


a  more  expedite  way.    I  must  for  the  present  stof 
here,  and  subscribe  myself,         Yours  sincerely, 
James  Thomson. 

It  is  said*  that  Mr.  Forbes,  who  was  afterwards 


The  playhouse  is  indeed  a  very  fine  entertain-  Lord  President  ofthe  Court  of  Session,  was  Thorn- 
ment,  though  not  to  the  height  I  expected.  A  i  son's  earliest  patron  in  London.  This  statement 
tragedy,  I  think,  or  a  fine  character  in  a  comedy,  I  is  established  by  a  letter  from  the  widow  of  that 
gives  greater  pleasure  read  than  acted;  but  your'  gentleman  to  Lord  Buchan,  in  reply  to  his  request 
foob  and  persons  of  a  very  whimsical  and  humor-  that  she  would  furnish  him  with  any  anecdotes 
oua  character  are  a  delicious  morael  on  the  stage ; '  of  the  Poet: 
they  indeed  exercise  my  risible  faculty,  and  par-! 

ticularly  your  old  friend  Daniel,  in  Oroonoko,  di-  "  I  mn  sorry  I  can  not  recollect  any  of  those  par* 
verted  me  infixutely;  the  gravedigger  In  Hamlet,  ticular  characteristic  anecdotes  your  lordship  says 
Beau  Clincher  and  his  brother,  in  the  Trip  to  the  1 1  told  you  of  in  the  year  84,  of  my  fother  and  Mr. 
Jubilee,  pleased  me  extremely  too.  Mr.  Bpoth  has  Thomson  the  poet;  aU  the  information  I  can  give 
a  very  majestic  appearance,  a  full,  harmonious  iB,  that  they  were  intimate  friends,  my  father  hav- 
voice,  and  vastly  exceeds  them  all  in  acting  trage-  ing  been  Mr.  Thomson's  first  acquaintance  and 
dy.  The  last  act  in  Cato  he  does  to  perfection, '  patron  on  his  coming  to  London,  and  the  former 
and  you  would  think  he  expired  with  the  '  Oht  having  a  numerous  acquaintance  amongst  people 
that  ends  it'  Mr.  Wilks,  I  believe,  has  been  a'  of  the  first  rank,  and  also  amongst  the  literati  folk; 
very  fine  actor  for  the  fine  gentleman  and  the  he  did  not  fail  to  bring  Thomson  forward  as  much 
young  hero,  but  his  fiu»  now  is  wrinkled,  his  voice  as  lay  in  his  power.  His  first  introductions  were 
broken;  and  age  forbids  the  youthful,  clear  Cibber,  to  ^  Duke  of  Argyle,  the  Earl  of  Burlington, 
I  have  not  seen  much  of  his  action  yet.  Mills  and  &i^d  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  to  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  Mi. 
Johnstoun  are  pretty  good  acton.    Dicky  Nonis,  Pope,  and  Mr.  Gay. 

that  little  comical,  toothless  devil,  will  turn  his'  "I  remember,  previous  to  the  publication  of  his 
back,  and  craek  a  very  good  jest  yet :  there  are  Seasons,  that  many  long  winter  evenings  the  tw  j 

some  others  of  them  execrable.    Mrs.  Oldfield  has  • — — ^- 

a  smiling  jolly  face,  acts  very  well  in  comedy,  but '  *  Mamoli^  p,  v. 
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were  cloteted,  as  I  eappose  comctiiig  for  the  prese, 
and  I  used  to  see  looee  pages  of  the  manuscript 
lying  inteiiined  with  my  laser's  hand,  who  always 
ejQmssed  as  gnat  a  value  for  Mr.  Thamson's 
personal  merit  as  for  his  poetical  talents.'* 

Thomson's  next  letter  to  Cranston,  dated  from 
East  Bamet,  on  the  90th  of  July,  1725,  is  of  great 
value,  from  the  information  which  it  affords  of  his 
situation.  It  fixes  the  date  of  his  mother's  death ; 
it  proves  when  he  was  a  tutor  in  Lord  Binning's 
femily  ;*  and  it  shows  that  his  viewtf  were  then 
strongly  filed  upon  the  church. 

DSAR  DOCTOR,       Bost  Bornei^  July  90, 1795. 

I  CAN  NOT  unagine  the  meaning  of  this  long  si- 
lence, unless  my  last  letter  has  not  oome  to  your 
hand,  which  was  written  two  or  three  months 
since.  I  would  have  seconded  it  before  now,  but 
one  thing  and  another,  particulariy  the  severe  af- 
fliction of  my  mother's  death,  incapacitated  me  for 
entertaining  my  fiiend.  Now  I  am  pretty  much 
at  ease  in  the  country,  ten  miles  from  London, 
teaching  Lord  Binmng's  son  to  read,  a  low  task, 
you  know,  not  so  suitable  to  my  temper,  but  I  must 
learn  that  necessary  lesson  of  suiting  my  mind 
and  temper  to  my  state.  I  hope  I  shall  not  pass 
my  time  here  without  improvement,  the  great  de- 
sign of  my  coming  hither,  and  then  in  due  time, 
I  resolve,  through  Qod's  assistanciB,  to  consummate 
my  original  study  of  divinity ;  for  you  know  the 
business  of  a  tutor  is  only  precarious  and  for  the 
present.  I  approve,  every  day  more  and  more,  of 
your  advice  to  your  brother  John,  as  to  the  direc- 
tion of  his  study ;  if  well  pursued  it  is  as  honour- 
able, useful,  and  certain  a  method  of  living  as  one, 
in  his  or  my  circumstances,  could  readily  foil  into 
con- 
temptible notions  of  things  at  home,  and  ro- 
mantic ones  of  things  abroad;  perhaps  I  vras  too 
much  afiected  that  way,  but  I  hope  in  the  issue  it 

shall  not  be  worse  for  me 

what  he  seemed  to  be  fond  of,  viz.  Buzgery.  It  is, 
as  you  can  not  but  know,  the  merest  drug  here  in 
the  world.  Scotland  is  really  fruitful  of  surgeons, 
they  come  here  like  flocks  of  vultures  every  day, 
and,  by  a  merciful  providential  kind  of  instinct, 
transport  themselves  to  foreign  countries.  The 
Change  is  qiute  full  of  them,  they  peruse  the  ship- 
bills  and  meet  the  Aea  captains.  Pray  let  John 
know  my  sentiments  in  this  matter,  because  through 
a  giddy  discontent  I  spoke  too  slightly  to  him  of 
the  study  which  he  has  now  so  happily  espoused. 
I  am  not  now  in  London,  so  can  not  acquaint  you 
with  any  thing  that  passes  there  within  my  nar- 
row observation.  Being  there  on  Sunday  last,  I 
Leard  that  every  thing  was  very  dead  both  with 


respect  to  the  scribbleis  of  politics  and  poetry.  Am 
for  news  you  never  want  too  many  of  them,  they 
increase  proportionally  to  their  distance  €nm  tbexr 
source,  like  rivers,  or,  since  I  am  in  the  way  of  a- 

miles,  like  Discord,  as  she 

person  is  to  her  small  at  first,  but  in  a  short  time 
her  body  reaches  from  the  senith  to  the  nadir,  and 
her  arms  from  one  pole  to  the  other,  which  is  the 
case  of  &me.  To  sound  as  fome  is,  vrbeai  gnat 
actions  make  a  great  noise.  So  news  are  a  noise 
commonly  about  nothing.  As  for  poetry,  she  is 
now  a  very  strumpet,  and  so  has  lost  all  her  lift 
and  spirit,  or  rather  a  common  strumpet,  panes 
herself  iq>on  the  world  for  the  chaste  heaven-bom 
virgin.  All  my  other  letters  from  this,  if  you  will 
favour  me  with  an  answer,  shall  smell  of  the  coun- 
try. I  need  not  tell  you,  I  )uive  a  most  aflTeetion- 
ate  regard  for  you,  and  it  w^  give  me  as  real  a  sa- 
tiafiictionto  hear  from  you  as  any  man:  it  will  be 
a  great  pleasure  to  me  likewise  to  hear  of  Bir. 
Rickerton's  welfare,  who  deservea  encouragement 
as  much  as  any  preacher  in  Scotland.  B^ohn 
and  his  horse  also  would  make  a  very  good  para- 
graph: give  my  service  to  them  both;  to  Mrs.  and 
Miss  CnnstoI^  John,  Ac  Yours  sincerely, 
J.  Thomson. 
I  can  not  be  certain  whether  Sir  William  Ben- 
net  has  lost  poet  or  not.  Your  country  news, 
though  they  may  seem  trifling,  yet  will  be  accept- 
able to  me.  My  brother  will  readily  wait  upon 
you,  who  is  just  now  setting  up  at  Kelso. 

The  letter  to  Dr.  Cranston  in  the  MemcHr,^  to 
which  the  date  September  1796  is  •assigned,  was 
evidently  the  next  communication  to  him,  and  murt 
have  been  written  in  September  1795.  "  Winter" 
appeared  in  the  March  following,  that  is,  March 
1796,  instead  of  March  1726-7.t 

Notwithstanding  that  Thomson  himself  says 
that  the  idea  of  writing  "  Winter"  was  suggested 
by  another  poem  on  the  same  subject,^  yet  War- 
ton  states,  in  one  of  his  notes  on  Pope,  '*  My 
friend  Mr.  William  Collins,  author  of  thie  Pernan 
Eclogues  and  Odes,  assured  me  that  Thomson  in- 
formed him  that  he  took  the  first  hint  and  idea  of 
writing  his  Seasons  from  the  titles  of  Pope's  four 
Pastorals."  Warton  adds,  in  another  place,  "when 
Thomson  published  his  Winter  in  1726,  it  lay  a 
long  time  neglected,  till  Mr.  Spence  made  honour- 
able mention  of  it  in  his  Essay  on  the  Odyssey; 
which,  becoming  a  popular  book,  made  the  poem 
universally  known.  Thomson  always  acknow- 
ledged the  use  of  this  recommendation ;  and  from 
this  circumstance  an  intimacy  commenced  between 
the  critic  and  the  poet,  which  lasted  till  the  U- 
mented  death  of  the  latter,  who  was  of  a  most 
amiable  and  benevolent  temper.    I  have  before  me 
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a  letter  o/  Mr.  Spenoe  to  PiU,  eameitly  begging 
him  to  Mibsqnbe  to  the  quarto  editiDn  of  Thorn- 
•en's  Seuon*,  and  mmtiohing  a  design  which 
Thomfon  had  formed  of  writing  a  deflciiptive  po- 
em on  Blenheim ;  a  subject  that  would  have  shone 
in  his  hands/' 

A  letter  firaoi  Thomson  to  Cranston  corrobo- 
rates the  statement  that  his  brother  John  came  to 
Loodon,  but  that  being  attacked  by  a  consumption 
be  retuined  for  the  benefit  of  his  native  air.*  It 
appears  thai  he  arrived  in  l^pdon  before  1734,  re- 
turned early  in  August  1735,  and  died  in  Septem- 
ber ibllovnug.  That  letter  is  of  interest,  not  only 
fitom  the  fraternal  kindness  which  it  evinces,  but 
firom  the  notice  of  his  pecuniary  affairs  and  expec- 
tadonsj-and  of  his  poem  of  "  Liberty,"  throe  parts 
of  which  were  at  that  time  published.  His  ac- 
quaintance wilh  Mr.  I^rttekon  seems  to  have  been 
then  very  slight,  even  if  hs  was  at  all  known  to 
him. 

DEAR  SIR,  lAmdcm,^  Augutt  the  7/^,  1735. 

The  bearer  hereof,  my  brother,  was  seized  last 
spring  with  a  severe  cold,  which  seems  to  have 
fiJIen  upon  his  lungs,  and  has  reduced  him  to  such 
a  low  condition,  that  his  physician  here  advises  him 
to  try  what  his  native  air  can  do,  as  the  only  re- 
maining means  of  recovery.  In  hii  present  me- 
lancholy drcumstanoes,  it  gives  me  no  small  saitis- 
laction  to  think  that  he  will  have  the  benefit  of 
your  directions :  and  fiirme  to  spend  more  words 
in  recommending  him  to  your  care  were,  I  flatter 
myself,  a  superfluous  formality.  Your  old  ac- 
quaintance iSiiiderson  attends  him;  and  besides 
what  is  necessary  to  defray  the  expenses  of  their 
journey,  I  have  only  given  my  brother  five  guineas ; 
choosing  rather  to  remit  luan  the  money  he  will 
afterwards  want,  which  shall  be  done  upon  the 
first  notice. 

My  brother^  Blness  pots  me  in  mind  of  that 
which  afflicted  you  s6lne  years  ago;  and  it  is  with 
the  sinoereit  pleasure-that  I  reflect  on  ycmr  re- 
covery: your  health  I  hope  it  perfectly  establish- 
ed;  health  bdng  the  fife  of  life.  1 1^  not  make 
you  the  oompfimeints  which  I  justly  codd  upon 
that  subject;  the  sentiments  of  the  heart  are  ge- 
nerally plain,  and  mine  rejoices  in  your  welfare. 

Should  you  inquire  into  my  circumstances: 
They  bkiasomed  pretty  wefi  of  lake,  the  Chancel- 
lor having  given  me  the  oflSoe  of  Secretary  of  the 
Briefe  under  him:  but  the  blight  of  an  idle  inquiry 
mto  the  fees  and  offices  of  the  courts  of  justice, 
which  arose  of  late,  seems  to  threaten  its  destruc- 
tion. In  that  case  I  am  to  hope  amends:  to  be 
reduced,  however,  from  enjoyment  to  hope,  will  be 
but  an  awkward  aflatr— awkward  or  not,  hope  and 
I  (I  hope)  shall  never  part.  Hope  is  the  breath 
in  the  nostrils  of  happiness,  when  that  goes  thiri 


dies.  But  then  one  ought  at  the  same  time  to  di»- 
tinguish  betwixt  the  fiur  star  of  hope,  and  tnat 
meteor,  court^expectation.  With  regard  to  the 
last,  I  subscribe  to  a  new  Beatitude  of  Pope's  or 
Swift's  I  think  it  i»— Nessed  is  he  who  expccteth 
nothing,  fer  he  shall  never  be  disappointed. 

You  will  see  by  tha  three  first  parts  of  a  poem 
called  liberty,  which  I  send  you,  that  I  sdll  at* 
tempt  the  barren  but  delightful  mountain  of  Par- 
nassus. I  have  poured  into  it  several  of  those 
ideas  which  I  gathered  in  my  travels  and  particu- 
larly tcom  classic  ground.  It  is  to  consist  of  two 
parts  more,  which  I  dengn  to  publish  next  winter. 
Not  quite  to  tantaliz^e  you,  I  send  you  likewise 
some  of  the  best  things  Uiat  have  been  printed  here 
of  late,  among  which  Mr.  Pope's  second  volume 
of  miscellanies  is  eminent,  and  in  it  his  Essay  on 
Man.  The  first  volume  of  his  MiscelJany  Poems 
was  printed  long  ago,  and  is  every  where.  His 
Letters  were  piratically  printed  by  the  infamous 
Curl  Though  Mr.  Pope  be  much  concerned  at 
their  being  printed,  yet  aie  they  full  of  wit,  hu- 
mour, good  sense,  and  what  is  best  of  all,  a  good 
heart.  One  Mr.  Lyttelton,  a  young  gentleman, 
and  member  of  parliament,  wrote  the  Persian  Let- 
ters. They  are  reckoned  prettily  done.  The  book 
on  the  Sacrament  is  writ  by  Hoadly,  Bisht^  of 
Winchester.  A]l  bigots  roar  against  it,  conse- 
quently it  will  work  your  JMisjohns.  I  wish  I 
could  send  you  more  entertainment  of  this  kind : 
but  a  new  gothic  night  seems  approaching,  the 
great  year,  the  millenium  of  dulness. 

Believe  me  most  afifectionately  yours, 
J.  Thomson. 

Remember  me  kindly  to  friends,  and  direct  to 
me,  should  you  fiivour  me  with  a  letter,  at  the 
Lancaster  Coffee  House,  Lancaster  Court,  in  the 
Strand,  London. 

Dr.  Cranston  infermed  him  of  the  death  of  his 
brother,  in  a  letter  dated  on  the  33d  of  September, 
but  he  did  not  reply  to  it  until  the  dOth  of  October, 
as  it  did  not  come  to  his  hands  sooner,  in  conse- 
quence of  being  on  a  visit  to  Mr.  Bubb  Dodington, 
to  whom  he  dedicated  his  "Spring,"  at  Eaatbury, 
in  Dorsetshire.  His  lefleetions  on  death  are  wdl 
expressed,  and  the  allusion  to  his  own  ideas  of 
a  future  state  of  happiness,  that  it  consists  in  a 
progressive  increase  of  beatitude,  is  deseiring  of 
attention.  This  letter  is  valuable  also,  because  it 
contains  some  Knee  en  the  deuth  of  his  young 
friend,  Mr.  Talbot,^  which  were  intended  for  in- 
sertion in  "  Liberty,*'  instead  of  those  which  occui . 

DEAR  0IB, 

Being  but  lately  returned  firom  Mr.  Dodington's 
seat,  in  Donetshire,  I  only  received  yours  of  Sep- 
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tember  the  23d,  a  few  days  ago.  The  account  it 
brought  me  of  my  brother'B  death,  I  was  pretty 
much  prepared  againsti  considering  the  ahnost 
hopeless  condition  he  had  fer  some  time  been  in. 
What  you  mention  is  the  true  point  of  view 
wherein  to  place  the  death  of  relations  and  fiiends. 
They  then  are  past  our  p^jgret:  the  living  are  to 
be  lamented,  and  not  the  dead.  And  this  is  so 
true  and  natural,  that  people  when  they  grieve  for 
the  death  of  those  they  love,  firom  a  principle  of 
compassion  for  the  departed,  without  a  return  up- 
on Uiemselves,  they  envisage  them  in  the  artide 
of  death,  and  under  the  pains  both  real  and  ima- 
gined thereof;  that  is  to  say,  they  grieve  for  them 
whilst  they  wero  alive.  Death  is  a  limit  which 
human  passions  ought  not,  but  with  great  caution 
and  reverence  to  pato.  Nor,  indeed,  can  they 
easily  pass  that  limit  j  since  beyond  it  things  are 
not  clearly  and  distinctly  enough  perceived  for- 
mally to  excite  thenii  This,  I  think,  we  may  be 
sure  of,  that  a  future  state  must  be  better  than 
this;  and  so  on  through  the  never-ceasing  su 
sion  of  future  states ;  every  one  rising  upon  the 
last,  an  everlasting  new  display  of  infinite  good- 
ness I  But  hereby  hangs  a  system,  not  calculated 
perhaps  for  the  meridian  where  you  live,  though 
for  that  of  your  own  mind,  and  too  long  to  be  ex- 
plained in  a  letter.  I  will  conclude  these  thoughts 
by  giving  you  some  linM  of  a  copy  of  verses  I 
wrote  on  my  fiiend,  Mr.  Talbot's  death,  and  de- 
signed at  first  to  be  prefixed  to  Liberty,  but  aftei^ 
wards  reduced  to  those  you  see  stand  there.  Per- 
haps some  time  or  other  I  may  publish  the  whde. 

Be  then  dM  MBtBng  tear, 
Or  mUkb,  or  mtataknn,  wipedaway. 
Bj  dBBth  (he  good,  firom  nptUe  mattarndae^ 
And  upward  aoaiing  to  Boperiar  day, 
With  pity  bear  oar  plainu^  with  pity  aaa 
Oarignonnceorteaza;  If  e'er  indeed, 
Amid  the  woea  orUfe,  tbej quench  thetr Jt^ 
WhyahooU  wa  dond  a  ftienta  anlladaiaia 
With  idlegria^  tenadoudj  prokmged 
Beyond  the  loTely  drops  that  (hdltj  afaedi^ 
Surprlaedf   N<\  zather  thence  leai  fond  of  lift^ 
Yet  Btm  the  lot  enjoying  heaven  allows 
Attend  we,  cheerftU,  the  lejohdog  hour, 
GhUdrBnofnaturBl  letuanotRrjed, 
Frowaxd,  the  good  wo  have  for  what  we  want 
Since  an  1>7  tuzna  muBt  apnad  the  aaUe  flail. 
Driven  to  the  ooaat  that  never  makea  return, 
But  where  we  h^ip7  hope  to  meet  again ; 
toooner  or  later,  a  few  anziooa  yean^ 
Btm  fluttering  oo  thewiuft  net  mneh  impona. 
Eternal  GoodneBirelgna:  bethlaouraiay; 
A  auluea  for  the  paat  of  grateful  aong, 
And  for  the  future  of  undioqplng  hope. 

Eveiy  thing,  it  seems,  is  a  subject  of  contention 
in  this  interested  world.  Let  his  efifects  be  all 
given  to  his  couon,  Thomas  Tumbull,  who  so 
kindly  attended  him  in  his  iUness.  Only  his  great 
coat,  jockey  ".oat,  I  mean,  may  be  given  to  David 


of  Minto,  since  he,  I  hear,  desires  it  Very  likely 
he  took  it  amiss  that  my  brother  was  not  lodged 
with  him,  but  my  aunt  of  Chestera  I  thought  more 
proper  to  tend  and  soften  his  sicknw,  she  being 
a  very  good  tender-hearted  woman.  Let  her  aoo 
Thomas  therefine  have  all  his  efifects,  except  it  be 
the  aforesaid  jockey  coat  I  shall  be  glad  beaidet 
to  render  them  all  other  service. 

Please  to  let  me  know  to  whom  I  shall  pay  what 
is  due  upon  my  brother's  account  Your  good- 
ness on  this  occasion  gives  me  no  new  sentiment 
of  satisfiuTtion;  {t  is  what  I  have  been  kmg  me- 
quainted  with.  If  you  would  still  add  to  your 
obligations,  lay  fireely  your  commands  upon  me 
whenever  I  can  be  of  any  service  to  you. 

There  are  no  news  here.  The  king  is  expect- 
ed this  week.  A  battle  likewise  is  by  some  ex- 
pected; we  hungered  and  thirsted  after  .... 
Seckendorf  and  Belle-Isle.  But  the  French  and 
GJermans  seem  to  have  fi>ught  enough  last  cam- 
paign in  Italy,  to  excuse  them  ioft  this.  The  gal- 
lant French  this  year  have  made  war  upon  the 
Germans,  I  beg  their  politeness's  pardon,  like  ver- 
min— eat  them  up.  Hang  them  alL  If  they 
nuke  war  it  is  to  rob,  if  peace  to  cheat  one  ano- 
ther. Such  are  the  noUe  dispositions  of  mankind 
at  present.  But  before  I  ftJl  into  a  bad  humour  I 
will  take  my  leave  of  you,  being  always, 
My  dear  firiend, 
Your  most  affectionate  humble  servant, 

James  THOMaOM. 

London,  Oct,  2(Hh,  1735. 

Pray  remember  me  kindly  to  all  finenda. 

To  the  remark,*  that  a  material  diflferenee  ex- 
iits  between  "  The  Seasons'*  as  they  first  appear- 
ed and  as  they  now  stand,  it  ought  to  have  been 
added  that  Dr.  Bell,  Thomson's  nephew,  medi- 
tated a  variorum  edition  of  that  woriL.  In  a  letter 
to  Lord  Buchan,  in  June  1791,  he  says, 

"  In  the  improved  edition  of  Spring  are  added 
85  Imes,  in  Summer  599,  in  Autumn  96,  and  in 
Winter  188,  tnaking  a  total  of  968  lines." 

In  another  letter  to  Lord  Liachan,  written  in 
September,  1791,  Dr.  BeO  observes: 

I  have  begun  to  collate  the  Seasons — the 
edition  1730  with  that  of  1744.  As  I  proceed  hi 
the  work,  I  have  more  and  more  reason  to  think 
that  my  labour  wiH  not  be  unworthy  the  atten- 
tion of  the  public.  A  great  many  beautiful  pas- 
sages in  the  edition  of  1730  are  entirely  struck 
out  of  all  subsequent  editions,  and  the  other  alter- 
ations made  are  considerable,  &r  more  than  I 
had  any  conception  of  previous  to  collating  them 
with  accuracy.  The  improvements  made  on  the 
edition  1744  will  be  taken  notice  of;  they  an 
highly  important" 
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Dr.  Ben  did  not  execute  his  deiign,  but  a  duo- 
decimo edition  of.  the  Seaaons  waa  published  by 
Sibbald,  at  Edinburgh,  in  1789,  containing,  at 
(be  end,  the  Tariationa  between  the  last  and  pie- 
nous  impiesBiona. 

Johnson's  remark  on  the  alteration  and  cnitail- 
ment  made  by  Lord  Lyttehon  in  **  Liberty"  was 
too  hastily  repeated  in  the  Memoir,*  for  it  was 
afterwards  discovered  that  there  is  not  the  slight- 
est ground  for  it.  This  had  also  occurred  to  Dr. 
Bell,  who  says,  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Lord 
Buchan: 

*'  I  am  at  a  loss  to  understand  what  Dr.  John- 
son means  by  saying,  in  his  Life  of  Thomson, 
that  Sir  George  Lyttelton  shortened  the  poem  of 
Liberty.  I  have  just  now  before  me  the  edition 
of  Liberty,  printed  by  Millar,  1735-1736,  loid,  in- 
stead of  abridgments  after  this,  find  that  above 
two  doaen  of  lines  have  been  added,  twelve  to 
part  first,  ten  to  part  second,  and  pne  to  part 
third.  Your  lordship  might,  perhaps,  be  able  to 
detect  whether  that  arch-hypercritic  be  right  or 
wrong.  I  suspect  he  is  in  a  mistake,  but  have  no 
good  reason  for  saying  so,  save  the  opinion  I 
have  of  the  presumption  and  arrogance  of  the 
man.'' 

An  edition  of  Milton's  "  Areopagitiea"  %was 
published  about  1740,  to  which  Thflnmson  wrote 
the  preface. 

The  "  Amanda"  of  Thomson  was  Miss  Eliza- 
beth Young,  who  married  Vioe  Admiral  John 
Campbell;  and  the  late  Mr.  Coutts,  in  reply  to 
an  inquiry  of  Lord  Buchan  in  1793,  stated,  that 
the  late  Admiral  Campbell  was  his  "  most  inti- 
mate and  worthy  friend,"  adding,  "  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell was  certainly  the  Amaxida  of  Thomson,  and 
he  wished  to  have  married  her,  but  his  want  of 
fortune  provedabar  intheway  of  their  union.'^ 

There  is  reason  to  believe  that  a  fragment  of  a 
poem  was  finmd  amongst  ThomK>n's  papers,  as 
Dr.  Bell  remarks,  in  hia  letter  to  Lord  Buchan, 
in  September,  1791: 

''I  remember  to  have  heard  my  aunt,  Mrs. 
Thomson,  say,  that  the  outlines  of  a  fine  poem 
were  found  among  her  brother's  papers  after  his 
death.  If  this  was  the  case,  Mr.  Gray,  of  Rich- 
mond Hill,  got  possesnon  of  them.    The  heirs 
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t  In  the  SBjne  letter  Mr.  Goutts  thus  speekBof  Hkndsod*! 
indmate fHeod, Dr.  Armecrong:  "Afr.  Dundas  can  find  no- 
thing of  Dr.  ArnMtrong.  What  a  pity  alnuat  all  that  woithy 
man  and  elegant  Judicioae  poet's  woiks  have  been  kM,  or 
fallenanerifleein  the  firetohia  deUcacjofmlnd.  He  had 
80  odrxect  a  taaie^  and  ao  clear  a  judgment,  that  he  waa  nerer 
pleased  In  the  mocning  with  what  he  had  written  over 
n{ght.  And  when  he  went  to  Germany,  in  the  army,  he 
packed  np  a  number  of  things  in  a  ponmanteau,  which  he 
left  in  cBzeleMhandi^and  it  was  lost:  also  in  Gennany,  upon 
aome  abrm  from  the  enemj,  he  loat  another  portmanteau, 
w^ich,  lam  peisuade^  contained  manj  vahiaUe  things." 


of  that  gentleman  will  be  able  to  aaoertaln  the 
feet;  and  to  put  it  in  my  power,  if  they  are  wor- 
thy 6f  Thomson's  character,  to  give  them  to  the 
public  Your  lordship  has  taken  so  much  tremble 
in  this  little  plan  of  rnine^  that  I  am  ashamed  to 
throw  out  this  hint." 

Efizabeth,  the  Poet's  second  sister,  who  married 
the  Reverend  Robert  Bell)*  was,  according  to  her 
son,  Dr.  Bell,  "  the  favourite  and  best  beloved  sis- 
ter of  Caledonia's  bard." 

An  original  picture  of  Thomson,  by  Slaughter, 
is  preserved  at  Dryburgh  Abbey,  the  seat  of  Lord 
Buchan.  It  belonged  to  the  Poet,  and  hung  in 
the  room  he  used  at  Slaughter's  Coffee-house. 
On  the  back  ia  this  inscription,  in  his  Lordship's 
handwriting: 

"  Procured  for  the  Eari  of  Buchan  by  his  friend, 
Richard  Cooper,  Esq.,  engraver.  Thomson  and 
his  friends.  Dr.  Anderson,  Peter  Murdoch,  Ac. 
used  to  frequent  old  Slaughter's  Coffee-house, 
London,  and  his  portrait  was  painted  at  that  time 
by  Slaughter,  a  kinsman  of  old  Slaughter. 

Dec  3,  1812.  Bochan." 

His  Lordship's  seal  Is  added.  This  portrait 
has  been  engraved. 

A  monument  to  Thomson  has  been  at  length 
erected  on  an  eminence,  about  half  way  between 
Kelso  and  Ednam,  but  the  only  admiration  it  ia 
likely  to  etcite  is  for  the  motives  of  those  to  whom 
it  owes  its  existence.  Taste  is  rarer  even  than 
money;  and  it  is  lamentable  to  reflect  that,  how- 
ever calculated  the  monuments  in  this  country,  to 
departed  greatness,  may  be  to  exalt  the  fame  of 
the  deceased,  they  have  a  contrary  effect  upon 
the  reputation  of  the  person  who  superintended 
their  erection. 


PREFACE, 

BT  TnOMSOK,  PBEFIXED  TO  THE  BECONthBDITION 
OF  WINTER,  1796. 

I  AM  neither  ignorant  nor  concerned  how  much 
one  may  suiier  in  the  opinion  of  several  persons 
of  great  gravity  and  character  by  the  study  and 
pursuit  of  poetry. 

Although  there  may  seem  to  be  some  appearance 
of  reason  for  the  present  contempt  of  it,  as  man- 
aged by  the  most  part  of  our  modem  writers,  yet 
that  any  man  should,  seriously,  declare  agamet 
that  divine  art  is  really  amaring.  It  ia  declaring 
against  the  most  charming  power  of  imagination, 
the  most  exalting  force  of  thought,  the  most  afiect> 
ing  touch  of  sentiment ;  in  a  word,  against  the  y%Tj 
soul  of  all  learning  and  politeness.    It  is  afironUng 


*  Memoir,  p.  zzii. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


xxxvr 


PREFACE  TO  WINTER. 


the  unirersal  Uste  of  niankind,  and  declaring 
against  whal  has  channed  the  listening  world  from 
Moses  down  to  Milton.  In  fine,  it  is  even  der 
daring  against  the  sublimest  passages  of  the  in- 
spired writings  themselves,  and  what  seems  to  be 
the  peculiar  language  of  Heaven. 

The  truth  of  the  case  is  this :  these  weak-sighted 
gentlemen  can  not  bear  the  strong  light  of  poe^, 
and  the  finer  and  more  amnsing  scene  of  things  it 
displays;  but  must  those,  therefore,  whom  Heaven 
has  blessed  with  the  discerning  eye,  shut  it  to  keep 
them  company  1 

It  is  pleasant  enough,  however,  to  observe,  fre- 
quently, in  these  enemies  of  poetry,  an  awkward 
imitation  of  it.  They  sometimes  have  their  little 
brightnesses,  when  the  opening  glooms  will  per- 
mit Nay,  I  have  seen  their  heaviness,  on  some 
occasions,  deigA  to  turn  iHskish  and  witty,  in 
which  they  make  just  such  another  figure  as 
iEsop's  Ass,  when  he  began  to  fawn.  To  com- 
plete the  absurdity  they  would,  even  in  their  efforts 
against  poetiy,  fiin  be  poetical;  fike  those  gentle- 
men that  reason  with  a  great  deal  of  zeal  and  se- 
verity against  reason. 

That  there  are  frequent  and  notorious  abuses 
of  poetiy  is  as  true  as  thai  the  best  things  are  most 
liable  to  that  misfortune;  butis  there  no  end  of  that 
danxNTous  arguioent  against  the  use  of  things  from 
the  abuse  of  them  1  And  yet  I  hope  that  no  man, 
who  has  the  least  sense  of  shame  in  him,  will  foil 
into  it  afiker  the  prceent  sulphureous  attaeker  of  the 
irtage. 

To  insist  no  further  <h!i  this  head,  let  poetiy 
Mice  more  be  restored  to  her  ancient  truth  and 
purity;  let  her  be  inspked  fiK>m  heaven;  and,  in 
return,  her  inoense  ascend  ihither :  let  her  exchange 
her  low,  venal,  trifling  subjects  for  such  as  are 
frdr,  useful,  and  magnificent;  and  let  her  execute 
these  so  as  at  once  to  please,  instruct,  surprise,  and 
astonish;  and  then,  of  necessity,  the  most  invete- 
rate ignorance  and  prejudice  shall  be  struck  dumb, 
and  poets  yet  become  the  delight  and  wonder  of 


But  this  happy  period  is  not  to  be  expected  till 
•ome  long-wished  Ulustxious  man,  of  oqual  power 
and  beneficence,  rise  on  the  wintry  world  of  let- 
ters; one  of  a  genuine  and  unbounded  greatness 
and  generosity  of  mind;  who,  far  above  all  the 
pomp  and  pride  of  fortune,  scorns  the  little,  ad- 
dressful  flatterer,  pierces  through  the  dii^uised  de- 
signing villain,  discountenances  all  the  reigning 
fc»pperie8  of  a  tasteless  age,  and  who,  stretching 
his  views  into  late  friturity,  has  tbe  true  inter- 
est of  virtue,  learning,  and  mankind  entirely  at 
Heart  A  character,  so  nobly  desirable!  that,  to 
an  honest  heart,  it  is  almost  incredible  so  few 
should  have  the  ambition  to  deserve  it 

Nothing  can  have  a  better  influence  towards  the 
revival  of  poetry  than  the  choosing  of  great  and 


serious  subjects,  such  as  at  once  amuse  the  fancy, 
enlighten  the  head,  and  warm  the  heart  These 
give  a  weight  and  dignity  to  the  poem,  nor  is  tbe 
pleasure,  I  should  say  rapture,  both  the  writer  and 
the  reader  feels,  unwarranted  by  reasoii,  or  fol- 
lowed by  repentant  disgust  To  be  able  to  wiit« 
on  a  dry,  barren  theme,  is  looked  upon  by  Bome 
as  the  sign  of  a  happy,  fruitful,  genius — fruitful 
indeed !  like  one  of  tbe  pendent  gardens  in  Cheap- 
side,  watered  every  morning  by  the  hand  of  the 
alderman  himself.  And  what  are  we  oommonly 
entertained  with  on  these  occasions,  save  forced, 
unafiecting  fancies,  little,  glittering  piettineseeS) 
mixed  turns  of  wit  and  expression,  which  are  as 
widely  different  from  native  poetiy  as  buflSionery 
is  from  the  perfection  of  human  thinking.  A 
genius  fired  with  the  channs  of  truth  and  nature 
b  tuned  to  a  sublimer  pitch,  and  aeocns  to  aeso- 
ciate  with  such  subjects, 

I  can  not  more  emphatically  recommend  this 
poetical  ambition  than  by  the  four  following  tines 
from  Mr.  Hill's  poem,  called  The  Judgment  Day, 
which  is  so  singular  an  instance  of  it. 

For  me^  suflloe  it  to  have  taoght  my  muse 

The  toneful  trillingB  of  her  tribe  to  ehun ; 

And  nJaed  her  wannth  such  hesTenly  ihaxoes  to  diooie^ 

A/^  in  psM  agc%  the  belt  gsxlandiiraQ. 

I  I  know  no  subject  more  elevated,  more  amjBsiBg, 
more  ready  to  awake  the  poetical  enthusiasm,  the 
philosophical  reflection,  and  the  nx>ral  sentiment 
than  the  works  of  Nature.  Where  can  we  aeet 
with  sudi  variety,  soeh  beauty,  such  msgaifinfiicel 
All  that  enlarges  and  transports  the  seal  7  What 
mora  inspiring  than  a  calm,  wide  survey  eftheml 
In  every  dress  Nature  is  greatly  charmingl  whether 
she  puts  on  the  crimson  robes  of  the  morning!  the 
strong  efiulgence  of  noon!  the  sober  suit  ot  the 
evening!  or  the  deep  sables  of  Uaekaess  aad  tem- 
pest! How  gay  looks  the  Spring!  hinvgloiiousthe 
Summer!  how  pleasing  the  Autumn!  and  hofw 
venerable  the  Winter ! — But  there  is  no  thinking 
of  these  things  without  bre^ung  out  into  poetry, 
which  is,  by  the  by,  a  plain  and  untieniaMe  aigu* 
ment  of  their  superior  excellence. 

For  this  reason  the  best,  both  aaeient  and  mo* 
dem,  poets  have  been  passionately  fond  of  retin- 
ment  and  solitude.  The  wild  romantic  country 
was  their  delight  And  they  seem  never  to  have 
been  more  happy  than  when  iost.in  unfrequented 
fieUs,  fkr  from  the  little  busy  world,  they  were  at 
leisure  to  meditate,  and  sing  the  works  of  Nature.      ' 

The  Book  of  Job,  that  noble  and  andent  poem, 
which  even  strikes  sq  forcibly  through  a  mangling 
translation,  is  crowned  with  a  description  of  the 
grand  works  of  Nature,  and  that,  too,  from  ths 
mouth  of  their  Almighty  Author. 

It  was  this  devotion  to  the  works  of  Nature,  that,      | 
in  his  Georgics,  inspired  the  rural  Vli;gil  to  write      ! 
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so  inJmitably;  and  who  can  forbear  joining  vrit^ 
him  m  tbif  dedanticm  of  his,  which  has  been  the 
rapture  of  ageaT 

if 6  7ero  primnm  dulcet  anta  omnia  M una, 
Quamm  taeta  fero  ingenti  perodsua  amon^ 
/kcopiant;  CoeOque  Tim  et  slden  monstrent, 
Defeaot  solia  tbiIob^  lunaque  kbora: 
Vnde  tramor  tanrto:  qua  yl  nunia  alia  tuneBcam 
Obidbaa  xuptl%  nuaoaqiM  in  aetpn  naidam : 
QuM  uuuum  ooeano  piq)erem  ae  Ungereaolea 
Hybenii :  rel  qq»  taidia  mora  noctibua  obotau 
Bin,  haa  no  ponimtiatum  acoedere  paitaa^ 
FtigkluB  obatlierH  dream  praconlia  sanguis ; 
Bam  ndfal  etrlgul  placaant  ia  valibusamnia 
Flumloa  amem  sUvaaqua  ingtoriua 

Which  may  be  Englished  thus: 

Ma  may  tha  Bf  usbg^  my  supreme  delight  I 
Whoaa  priest  I  am,  smlt  with  immense  deeira^ 
Bnatch  to  their  care;  the  starry  tracts  disdoae^ 
The  ann^dioeB,  tha  labOMn  of  the  moon ; 
Wheoee  the  eanh  quakes ;  and  ^7  what  force  the  deeps 
Heave  at  tha  rock^  then  on  tbamselyea  reflow. 
Why  wfatter-aona  to  plunge  in  ocean  speed ; 
And  what  retanb  the  lasy  samme^nighL 
But,  lest  1  should  these  mystic  truths  attain, 
IT  *H»€Qld  currant  freexea  round  my  heart, 
The  coontiy  me^  the  broolcy  vaha  may  pleaae 
Mid  woods  and  atnaflM  unlcnown. 

I  can  nol  put  an  end  to  this  Preface  without 
taking  the  freedom  to  ofier  my  most  sincere  and 
grateful  acknowledgments  to  ali  those  gentlemen 
who  haye  given  ray  first  performance  so  favourable 
a  reception. 

It  is  with  the  bcM  {deaaure,  and  a  lising  ambi- 
rion,  that  I  reflect  on  the  honour  Mr.  Hill  has 
done  me  in  leoonunending  my  peem  to  the  world 
after  a  manner  so  peculiar  to  himself,  than  whom 
none  appvorea  and  obliges  with  a  nobler  and  more 
unieserving  promptitude  of  sonl.  His  favours  ars 
the  veiy  smiles  of  humanity,  graceful  and  easy, 
flowing  from  and  to  the  heart.  This  agreeable 
train  of  thought  «wakens  naturally  in  my  mind 
aU  the  other  parts  of  his  great  and  amiable  char 
racter,  which  I  know  not  well  how  to  quit,  and  yet 
dare  not  here  puisue. 

Every  readsnr  whohas  a  heart  to  be  moved,  must 
feel  the  most  gentle  power  of  poetry  in  the  lines 
with  which  Mira  has  graced  my  poem. 

It  perhaps  might  be  reckoned  vanity  in  me,  to 
say  how  richly  I  value  the  approbation  of  a  gentle- 
man of  Mr.  MaDoch's  fine  and  exact  taste,  so  just- 
ly dear  and  valuable  to  all  those  that  have  the  hap- 
piness of  knowing  him;  and  whoj  to  say  no  more 
of  him,  win  abundantly  make  good  to  the  worid 
the  early  promise  his  admired  piece  of  William 
and  Maigaiet  has  given. 

I  only  wish  my  description  of  the  various  ap- 
pearance of  Nature  in  Winter,  and,  as  I  purpose, 
in  the  other  Seasons,  may  have  the  good  fortune 
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to  give  the  reader  sOme  of  that  true  pleasure  which 
they,  in  their  agreeable  succession,  are  always  sure 
to  inspire  into  my  hea|t. 


COMMENDATORY  VERSES. 

TO  ROL  THOBfBON, 

bOTBTFUL  TO  WHAT  PATRON  HE  SHOtTLO  ADDRESS 
HIS  POEM  CALLED   WINTER. 

Some  peers,  perhaps,  have  skill  to  judge,  'tis  true, 
Yet  no  mean  prospect  bounds  the  Muse's  view. 
Firm  in  your  native  strength,  thus  nobly  shown, 
Slight  such  dehlsive  props,  and  stand  alone; 
Fruitless  dependanoe  oft  has  found  too  late 
That  greatness  rarely  dwdls  among  the  great. 
Patrons  are  Nature's  nobles,  not  the  state's. 
And  wit's  a  title  no  broad  seal  creates: 
E'en  kings,  from  whose  high  source  all  honours 

flow, 
Are  poor  in  power  when  they  would  souls  bestow 

Heedless  of  fortune  then  look  down  on  state, 
Balanced  within  by  reason's  consciotis  weight: 
Divinely  proud  of  independent  will, 
Prince  of  your  passions,  live  their  sovereign  still. 
He  who  stoops  safe  beneath  a  patron's  shade 
Shines,  like  Uie  moon,  but  by  another's  aid; 
Free  truth  should  open,  and  unUas'd  steer, 
Strong  as  heaven's  heat,  and  as  its  brightness  clear. 

O,  swell  not  then  the  bosoms  of  the  vain 
With  &lse  conceit  that  you  protection  gain ; 
Poets,  like  you,  their  own  protectors  stand. 
Placed  above  aid  from  pride's  inferior  hand. 
Time,  that  devours  the  lord's  unlasting  name, 
Shall  lend  her  soundless'  depth  to  float  your  hmt. 

On  vene  like  yours  no  smiles  from  power  expect, 
Born  with  a  worth  that  doomed  you  to  neglect; 
Yet,  woidd  your  wit  be  noised,  reflect  no  more, 
Let  the  smooth  vdl  of  flattery  silk  you  o'er; 
Aptly  attach'd  the  court's  soh  cHmate  try, 
Learn  your  pen's  duty  from  your  patron's  eye. 
Ductile  of  soul,  eaeh  pliant  purpose  wma, 
And,  tracing  interest  close,  leave  doubt  bdiind  : 
Then  diall  your  name  strike  loud  the  public  ear; 
For  through  good  fortime  virtue's  self  shines  dear. 

But,  in  defiance  of  our  taste  to  charm  * 
And  fitncy's  force  with  judgment's  caution  arm? 
Disturb,  with  busy  thoughtj  so  lull'd  an  agel 
And  plant  strong  meanings  o'er  the  peaceful  page  t 
Impregnate  sound  with  sense!  teach  nature  art* 
And  warm  e'en  Winter  till  it  thaws  the  heart! 
Howcouldyou  thusyour  country'srulestransgrpsa^ 
Yet  thmk  of  patrons,  and  presume  snocesst 
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TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

ON  HIS  BLOOMING  WINTEh. 

Oh  gaudy  summer,  veil  thy  blushing  head, 
Dull  ja  thy  sun^  and  all  thy  beauties  dead; 
From  thy  short  nights,  and  noisy  mirthful  day, 
My  kindling  thoughts,  disdainful,  turn  away. 

Majestic  WJnter  with  his  floods  appears. 
And  o*er  the  world  his  awful  terrors  rears : 
From  north  to  south  his  train  dispreading  slow. 
Blue  fiost,  Ueak  rain,  and  fleecy-footed  snow. 

In  thee,  sad  Winter,  I  a  kindred  find. 
Par  more  related  to  poor  human  kind ; 
To  diee  my  gently  drooping  head  I  bend. 
Thy  sigh  my  sister,  and  thy  tear  my  friend; 
On  thee  I  muse,  and  in  thy  hastening  sun. 
See  life  expiring  ere  'tis  well  begun. 

Thy  sickening  ray  and  venerable  gloom 
Shows  life's  last  scene,  the  solitary  tomb ; 
But  thou  art  safe,  so  shaded  by  the  bays. 
Immortal  in  ther  noblest  poet's  praise; 
From  time  and  death  he  will  thy  beauties  save; 
Oh  may  such  numbers  weep  o'er  Mira's  grave! 
Secure  and  glorious  would  her  ashes  lie. 
Till  Nature  fade—and  all  the  Seasons  die. 

MlRA. 


TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

ON  HIS  PUBLISHINO  THE  SECOND  SDITION  OF  HIS 
POEM,  CALLED  WINTER. 

Charmed  and  instructed  by  thy  powerful  song, 
I  have,  unjust,  withheld  my  tiianks  loo  long; 
This  debt  of  gratitude  at  length  receive. 
Warmly  sincere,  'tis  all  thy  finend  can  give. 

Thy  worth  new  lights  the  poet's  darken'd  name. 
And  shows  it,  blazing,  in  the  brightest  fame. 
Through  all  thy  various  Winter  full  are  found, 
Magnificence  of  thought  and  pomp  of  sound. 
Clear  depth  of  sense,  ezpref<sion's  heightening 

grace. 
And  goodness,  eminent  in  power  and  place  I 


For  this,  the  wise,  the  knowing  few  commend 
With  zealous  joy-— for  thou  ait  virtue's  fioend: 
Even  age  and  truth  severe,  in  reading  thee, 
That  Heaven  inspire's  the  muse,  convinced  agree; 

Thus  I  dare  dng  of  merit  faintly  knovrn, 
Friendless-Hiupported  by  itself  alone : 
For  those  whoee  aided  will  could  lifl  thee  higb 
In  fortune,  see  not  with  discernment's  eye. 
Nor  place  nor  power  bestows  the  sight  refined. 
And  wealth  enlarges  not  the  narrow  mind. 

How  couldst  thou  think  of  such  and  write  so 
Weill 
Or  hope  reward  by  daring  to  exodi 
Unskilful  of  the  age !  untaught  to  gain 
Thoee  favours  which  the  fawning  base  obtain  * 
A  thousand  shameful  arts  to  thee  unknown, 
Falsehood  and  flattiery  must  be  fint  thy  own. 
If  thy  loved  country  lingers  in  thy  breast, 
Thou  must  drive  out  thn  unprofitable  guest; 
Extinguish  each  bright  aim  that  kindles  there, 
And  centre  in  thyself  thy  every  care. 

But  hence  that  vilcneas — ^pleased  to  chaim  man 

kind, . 
Cast  each  low  thought  of  interest  §u  behind: 
Neglected  into  noble  scorn — away 
From  that  worn  path  whcsre  vulgar  poets  stray; 
Inglorious  herd !  profiise  of  venal  lays! 
'And  by  the  pride  despised,  they  stoop  to  praise! 
Thou,  careless  of  the  statesman's  smUe  or  firown, 
Tread  that  straight  way  that  leads  to  fiur  renown. 
By  virtue  guided,  and  by  gkny  fired. 
And  by  reluctant  envy  slow  admired, 
Dare  to  do  weU,  and  in  thy  boundless  mind 
Embrace  the  general  wel&re  of  thy  kind ; 
Enridi  them  with  the  treasures  of  thy  thought, 
What  Heaven  approves  and  what  the  Muse  has 

taught. 
Where  thy  power  fails,  unable  to  go  on, 
Ambitious,  greatly  will  the  good  undone. 
So  shall  thy  name,  through  ages,  brightening 

shine. 
And  distant  praise  from  worth  unborn  be  tbine: 
So  shalt  thou,  happy !  merit  Heaven's  regard, 
And  find  a  glorious,  though  a  late  reward. 

D.  Malloch. 
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TO  THE  BIGHT  HONOURABI£ 
THE  COUNTESS  OF  HERTFORD. 


MADAM, 

I  BATS  atwajB  obaerved  that,  iir  addnnet  of 
this  natufe,  the  general  taste  of  the  world  demandg 
ingenioos  tumi  of  wit,  and  dugnised  artful  peri- 
ods, instead  of  an  open  sincerity  of  sentiment  flow- 
ing in  a  plain  expression.  From  what  secret  im- 
patience of  the  justest  praise,  when  hestowed  on 
otnen,  this  often  proceeds,  rather  than  a  pretend- 
ed delicacy,  is  beyond  my  purpose  here  to  inquire. 
But  as  nothing  is  more  foreign  to  the  disposition 
of  a  soul  sincerely  pleased  with  the  contemplation 
of  what  is  beautiful,  and  excellent,  than  wit  and 
turn ;  I  haTe  too  much  respect  for  your  Ladyship's 
character,  either  to  touch  it  in  that  gay,  trifling 
manner,  or  venture  on  a  particular  detai)  of  those 
truly  amiable  qualities  of  which  it  is  composed  A 
mind  exalted,  pure,  and  elegant,  a  heart  overflow- 
ing with  humanity,  and  the  whole  train  of  virtues 
thence  derived,  that  give  a  pleasing  spirit  to  oon- 
versation,  an  engaging  simplicity  to  the  manners, 
and  form  the  life  to  harmony,  are  rather  to  be  fott, 
and  alentiy  admired,  than  expressed.  I  have  at- 
tempted, in  the  following  Poem,  to  paint  some  of 
the  most  tender  beauties  and  delicate  appearanoes 
of  nature ;  how  much  in  vain,  your  Ladyship's  taste 
wiD,  I  am  afraid,  but  too  soondiscover:  yetwould 
it  stUl  be  a  much  easier  task  to  And  expression  for 
all  that  Tariety  of  colour,  form,  and  fragrance, 
which  enrich  the  season  I  describe,  than  to  speak 
the  many  nameless  graces  and  native  riches  of  a 
mind  capable  so  much  at  once  to  relish  solitude, 


and  adorn  society.  To  whom  then  could  these 
fleets  be  more  properly  inscribed  than  to  you,  Ma- , 
dun,  whose  influence  in  the  world  can  give  them 
the  protection  they  want,  while  your  fine  imagi- 
nation, and  intimate  acquaintance  with  rural  na- 
ture, will  recommend  them  with  the  greatest  ad- 
vantage to  your  fikvourable  notice  1  Happy  I  if  I 
hit  any  of  those  images,  and  correspondent  senti- 
ments, your  calm  evening  walks,  in  the  most  do- 
hghtAil  retirement,  have  oft  inspired.  I  could  add 
too,  that  as  this  Poem  grew  up  under  your  encour- 
agement, it  has  therefore  a  natural  claim  to  your 
patronage.  Should  you  read  it  with  approbation, 
its  music  shall  not  droop;  and  should  it  have  the 
good  fortune  to  deserve  your  smiles,  its  loses  shall 
not  wither.  But,  where  the  subject  is  so  tempting, 
lest  I  begin  my  Poem  before  the  Dedication  is  end- 
ed, 1  here  break  short,  and  beg  leave  to  subseiibe 
myself,  with  the  highest  respect. 
Madam, 
Your  most  obedient,  httnble  servant, 
Jam«b  Thomson. 


SPRING. 

Come,  gentie  Spring !  ethereal  MUdneM !  come, 
And  from  the  bosom  of  yon  dropping  cloud. 
While  music  wakes  around,  veil'd  in  a  shower 
Of  shadowing  roses,  on  our  plains  descend. 

O  Hertford,  fitted  or  to  shine  in  courts 
With  unajEfected  graoe,  or  walk  the  plain 
With  innocence  and  meditation  join'd 
In  soft  as0emblage,  listen  to  my  song, 
Which  thy  own  Season  paints ;  when  Nature  all 
Is  blooming  and  benevolent,  like  thee. 
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And  iee  where  lurij  Winter  paMetoff, 
Fit  to  the  Borthj  and  calls  hia  ruffian  bUsta 
His  blasts  obey,  and  quit  the  howUiy  faiS, 
The  shattered  forest,  and  the  rava^Tale; 
While  softer  gales  succeed,  at  whose  kind  touch, 
0issolnng  snows  in  livid  torrents  lost, 

V  The  mountains  lift  their  green  heads  to  the  skjF. 
As  yet  the  trembling  year  is  unoonfiim'd, 
And  Wmter  oft  at  eve  resumes  the  breexe^ 
Chills  the  pale  mom,  and  bids  his  driving  sleets 
Deform  the  day  delightless:  so  that  scaroe 
The  bittern  knows  his  time,  with  bill  ingulTd, 
To  shake  the  sounding  marsh;  or  from  the  shore 
The  pbven  when  to  scatter  o'er  the  heath, 
And  sing  their  wikl  notes  to  the  listening  waste. 
'  At  last  firom  Aries  rolls  the  bounteous  sun, 
And  the  bright  Bull  receives  him.  Then  no  more 
The  expansive  atmosphere  is  cramp'd  with  cold; 

f^ut,  full  of  life  and  vivifying  soul, 
Lifts  the  light  douds  sublime,  and  spreads  them 
thin, 


The  plough,  and  greatly  independent  lived. 

Ye  generous  Britons,  venerate  the  pkmghl 
And  o'er  your  hifis,  and  kmg  vrithdrawing  vales, 
Let  Autumn  spread  his  treasures  to  the  sui^ 
Luxuriant  and  unbounded:  as  the  sea, 

Farthrough  his  azure  turbulent  domain, 

Yonr  empire  owns,  and  firm  a  thousand  shares 
Wafts  all  the  pomp  of  life  into  your  ports^ 
So  vrith  superior  boon  may  your  rich  iail» 
Exuberant,  Nature's  better  blessings  pour 
O^  every  land,  the  naked  natioBS  cbthe, 
And  be  theexhaustless  granary  of  a  vror&d! 

Nor  only  through  the  lenient  air  this  change, 
DeGdous,  breathes;  the  penetrative  sun, 
Hisforeedeep-daiting  to  the  daik  retreat 
Of  vegetation,  sets  the  streaming  Power 
At  large,  to  wander  o*er  the  verdant  earth. 
In  various  hues;  but  chiefly  thee,  gay  green! 
Thou  smiling  Nature's  umversal  robe! 
United  light  and  shade !  where  the  nght  dwi^ 
With  growing  strength,  and  ever-new  ddighL 
rTrom  the  moist  meadow  to  the  wither'd  hiBj 
Led  by  the  hnexe,  the  vivid  verdure  runs, 


Fleecy,  and  wUte,  o'er  all-aurrounding  heaven. 

Forth  fly  the  tepid  airs:  and  unconfined. 
Unbinding  earth,  the  moving  softness  stnys.        ,  And  swells,  and  deepens,  to  the  cherish'd  eye. 
Joyous,  the  impatient  husbandman  perceives       jFThe  hawthorn  vehitena;  and  the  juicy  groves 
Relenting  Nature,  and  his  lusty  steen    ■  t^^  ^^'^^  ^^^  buda,  unfoldhig  by  degrees, 

Drives  firom  their  stalls,  to  where  the  well  used  Till  the  whole  leafy  forest  stands  dis^y'd^ 


plough 
Lies  in  the  ftnrow,  Ibosen'd  from  the  frost 
There,  unrefusing,  to  the  hamess'd  yoke 
They  lend  their  shoulders,  and  begin  their  toil, 
Cheer'd  by  the  sunple  song  and  soaring  lark. 
Meanwhile  incumbent  o'er  the  shining  share 
The  blaster  leans,  removes  the  obstructing  day, 
Winds  the  whole  work,  and  aidelong  lays  the 

glebe. 
While  through 

sower  stalks, 
With  measured  steps,  and  liberal  throws  the  grain 
Into  the  fruitful  bosom  of  the  ground ; 
The  harrow  follows  harsh,  and  shuts  the  scene. 
Be  gracious.  Heaven!  for  now  laborious  Man 

Has  done  his  part    Ye  fostering  breeres,  Wowl  ^  -,,z__-.^^^.=;<i. 

Ye  softening  dews,  ye  tender  showers,  descend!     ISome  eminence,  Augusta^in  thy  plaine, 


In  ftill  luxuriance  to  the  siglnng gales; 
Where  the  deer  rustle  through  the  tvrinirig  bndn 
kAnd  the  birds  sing  oonceal'dL    At  oneeanay'd 
In  all  thecoloun  of  the  flushing  year, 
By  Nature's  swift  and  secret  working  hand. 
The  garden  glows,  and  fiUstha  fibend  air 
With  lavish  fragrance;  wUle  the  premMed  finat 
Lies  yet  a  little  embryo,  unpereeived, 
Sitnin  its  crimson  folds.  /Now  firom  thalown 
the  neighbouring  fields  the  Buried  in  smoke,  and  deep^apd  nnianwa dampi) 
Oft  let  me  wander  o'er  the  dewy  fialdi, 
Where  fiteshness  breathes,  and  dash  the  ^wriiiny 

djBOV, 
From  the  bent  bush,  as  through  the  vvidant  mm 
Of  sweetbriar  hedges  I  pursue  my  walk; 
Ortasletfaeame]lof<i 


And  temper  aff,  thou  world-reviving  sun. 
Into  the  perfect  year!  Nor  ye  who  live 
In  luxury  and  ease,  in  pomp  and  pride. 
Think  these  k)st  themes  unworthy  of  your  ear: 
Such  themes  as  these  the  rural  Maro  sung 
To  vride-imperial  Rome,  in  the  full  height 
Of  elegance  and  taste,  by  Orfece  refined. 

In  ancient  times  the  sacred  plough  employ'd 
The  kings  and  awful  fathen  of  mankind: 
And  some,  with  whom  compared  your  insectr 

tribes 
Are  but  the  beings  of  a  sommer'a  day. 
Have  held  the  scale  of  empire,  ruled  the  storm 
Of  mighty  war;  then,  witli  unwearied  hand, 
Disdaining  little  delicacies  -seiisd 


And  see  the  country,  ftr  dififosed  around. 
One  boundless  blush,  one  white-empurpled  ahowei 
J  Of  mingled  blossoms;  where  the  raptured  eye 
tiurrles  fiiem  joy  to  joy,  and,  hid  beneath 
The  fiur  profusion,  ydJow  Autusm  qxea. 

I^  biu^d  from  Russian  vRlds,  a  catting  gab 
Rise  not,  and  scatter  from  his  hinnid  winga 
The  clammy  mildew;  or,  dry-blowing,  breathe 
Untimely  fto^t;  before  whose  baleftd  Uasi 
The  frdl-falown  Spring  through  all  her  ftJiags 

shrinks,. 
Joyless  and  dead,  a  wide-dqeoCed  waste. 
For  oft,  engender'd  by  the  haxy  north. 
Myriads  on  myriads,  insect  armies  waip 
Eaen  in  the  poison'd  fareew;  and  waatefid  cal^ 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


SPRINix, 


3 


Through  budfl  and  bark,  into  the  blacken'd  con, 
Their  eager  way.    A  feeble  race!  yet  oft 
The  ncred  flons  of  vengeance;  on  whose  courw 
CoRodre  Famine  waits,  and  kills  the  year. 
To  check  this  plagoe,  the  skilful  fitrmer  chaff 
And  blazing  straw  before  his  orchard  bums; 
Till,  an  iuToIyed  in  smoke,  the  latent  ^ 
From  eveiy  cranny  suffocated  iaDs: 
Or  scatters  o'er  the  blooms  the  pungent  dust^ 
Of  pepper,  fiUal  to  the  frosty  tnbe: 
Or,  when  the  envenom'd  leaf  begins  to  curl, 
With  sprinkled  water  drowns  them  in  their  nest; 
Nor,  while  they  pick  them  up  with  busy  bill, 
The  little  trooping  birds  un^^sely  scares. 

Be  patient,  swains;  these  cruel  seeming  winds 
Blow  not  in  yain.  Far  hence  they  keep  repressed 
Those  deepening  cbuds  on  ck>uds>  siuchaiged 

Tdthrain, 
That  o'er  the  vast  Atlantic  hither  borne, 
In  endless  train,  would  qaench  the  tfunmier-blaze, 
And,  cheerless,  drown  the  crude  unripen'd  year. 
^  The  north-east  spends  his  rage;  he  now  shut 

up 
Within  his  iron  care,  the  efiusive  south 
Warms  the  wide  air,  and  o^er  the  void  of  Heaven 
Breathes  the  big  clouds  with  vernal  showers  dis- 
tent 
At  first  a  dusky  wreath  they  seem  to  rise, 
Scaroe  staining  ether;  but  by  swift  degrees, 
In  heaps  on  heaps,  the  doubling  vapour  sails 
Along  the  loaded  skies,  and  mingling  deep 
Sits  on  the  horizon  round  a  settled  gloom: 
Not  such  as  vrintry-storms  on  mortals  shed, 
Oppreanng  life;  but  bvely,  gentle,  kind, 
And  fuD  of  every  hope  and  every  joy, 
^he  wish  of  Nature.    Gradual  sinks  the  breeze 

'  Into  a  perfect  calm;  that  not  a  broath 
Is  heard  to  quiver  through  the  closing  woods, 
Or  rustling  turn  the  many-twinkling  leaves 

^QfaspintalL    Th'  uncurling  flood^  diSuied 
In  glassy  breadth,  seem  through  delusive  lapse 
Foigetftil  of  their  course.    'Tis  silence  all 
And  pleasing  expectation.    Herds  and  flocks 
Drop  the  diy  sprig,  and  mute-imploring  eye 
The  falling  verdure.  <  Hush'd  in  short  suspense, 
The  plumy  people  streak  their  wings  with  oil,    . 
To  throw  the  lucid  moisturo  trickling  off: 
And  wait  the  approaching  sign  to  strike,  at  once, 
Into  the  general  choir.    E'en  mountains,  vales,""^ 
And  forests,  seem,  impatient,  to  demand 
The  promised  sweetness.    Man  superior  walks 
Amid  the  glad  creation,  musing  praise, 
And  looking  lively  gratitude.    At  last, 
The  clouds  consign  their  treasures  to  the  fields; 
And,  softly  shaking  on  the  dim^sdjgool 
Prelusive  drops,  let  all  their  moisture  dow, 
Iniaige  effusion,  o'er  the  freshen'd  world. 
The  stealing  shower  is  scarce  to  patter  heard, 
By  such  as  wand«*r  through  the  forest  walks. 


Beneath  the  umbrageous  multitude  of  leaves. 
But  who  can  hold  the  shade,  while  Heaven  d^ 

scends 
In  universal  bounty,  shedding  herbs. 
And  fruits,  and  flowers,  on  Nature's  ample  lapt 
Swift  fancy  fired  anticipates  their  growth; 
And,  while  the  milky  nutriment  distils. 
Beholds  the  kindling  country  colour  round. 

Thus  all  day  long  the  ftill-distended  clouds 
Indulge  their  genial  stores,  and  well-shower'd 

eaith 
Is  deep  enrich'd  vdth  vegetable  life;         -^^i^ 
^  'till,  in  the  westom  sky,  the  downward  sun  | 
Looks  out,  effulgent,  frcnn  amidst  the  fhish 
Of  broken  clouds,  gay-shifting  to  his  beam. 
The  rapid  radiance  instantaneous  strikes 
The   iflumined   mountain,   through  the   forast 

streams. 
Shakes  on  the  floods,  and  in  the  yellow  mist, 
Far  smoking  o'er  the  interminable  plain, 
In  twinkling  myriads  fights  the  dewy  gems'M 
Moist,  bright,  and  green,  the  landscape  laughs 

around. 
Fun  swell  the  woods;  their  every  music  wakes, 
Mix'd  in  wild  concert  with  the  warbling  brooks 
Increased,  the  distant  bleatings  of  the  hiQs, 
And  hollow  lows  responsive  fron\  the  vales, 
Whence  blending  all  the  sweeten'd  zephyr  springs^ 
Meantime,  refracted  from  yon  eastern  cloud. 
Bestriding  earth,  the  grand  ethereal  bow 
Shoots  up  immense;  and  every  hue  unfolds, 
In  fair  proportion,  running  from  the  red 
^o  virhero  the  violet  fades  into  the  sky. 
I  Here,  awful  Newton,  the  dissolving  clouds 
*Form,  fronting  on  the  sun,  thy  showery  prism; 
And  to  the  sage  instructed  eye  unfold 
The  various  twine  of  light,  by  thee  disclosed 
From  the  white  mingling  maze.    Not  so  the  boy; 
He  wondering  views  the  bright  enchantment  Dend, 
Delightful  o'er  the  radiant  fields,  and  runs 
To  catch  the  falling  glory;  but  amazed^""^ 
Beholds  the  amusive  arcE  before  him  fly, 
Then  vanish  quite  away.    Still  night  succeeds. 
A  softened  shade,  Imd  saturated  earth 
Awaitethe  morning  beam,  to  give  ^  light, 
Raised  through  ten  thousand  different  plastis 

tubes. 
The  balmy  treasures  of  the  former  day. 

Then  spring  the  living  herbs,  profusely  wOd, 
O'er  all  the  deep  green  earth,  beyond  the  power 
Of  botanist  to  number  up  their  tribes: 
Whether  he  steals  along  the  lonely  dale. 
In  silent  search;  or  through  the  forest,  rank 
With  what  the  dull  incurious  weeds  account, 
Bursts  his  blind  way;   or  climbs  the  mountain 

rock. 
Fired  by  the  nodding  verdure  of  ite  brow. 
With  such  a  liberal  hand  has  nature  flung 
Their  seeds  abroad  blown  them  about  in  winds, 
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InnumeiouB  mLx'd  them  with  the  nursing  mould, 
The  moirtening  cunent,  and  prolific  rain. 

But  who  their  virtues  can  declare  1  who  pierce, 
With  virion  pure,  into  these  secret  stores 
Of  health,  and  life,  and  joy?  the  food  of  Man, 
While  yet  he  lived  in  innocence,  an4  told 
A  length  of  gdden  years;  unflesh'd  in  blood, 
A  stranger  to  the  savage  arts  of  life^ 
Death,  rapine,  carnage,  surfeit,  and  disease } 
The  lord,  and  not  the  tyrant,  of  the  world. 

The  first  ftcsU  dawn  then  waked  the  gladden'd 
race 
Of  uncorrupted  Man,  nor  blush'd  to  see 
The  sluggard  sleep  beneath  its  sacred  beam; 
For  their  light  slumbers  gently  fumed  away; 
And  up  they  rose  as  vigorous  as  the.  sun, 
Or  to  the  culture  of  the  willing  glebe, 
Or  to  the  cheerful  tendance  of  the  flock. 
Meantime  the  song  went  round;  and  dance  and 

sport, 
Wisdom  and  finendly  talk,  successive,  stole 
Their  hoon  away:  while  in  the  rosy  vale 
Love  breath'd  his  infant  sighs,  frofti  anguish  free, 
And  full  replete  with  bliss;  save  the  sweet  pain, 
That  inly  thrilling,  but  exalts  it  more. 
Not  yet  injurious  act,  nor  suily  deed, 
Was  known  among  those  happy  sons  of  Heaven; 
For  reason  and  benevolence  were  Taw. 
Harmonious  Nature  too  look'd  Broiling  on. 
Clear  shone  the  skies,  cool'd  with  eternal  gales, 
And  balmy  spirit  all.    The  youthful  sun 
Shot  his  best  rays^  and  still  the  gracious  clouds 
Dropp'd  &tness  down ;  as  o'er  the  swelling  mead 
The  herds  and. flocks,  commixing,  playM  secure. 
This  when,  emergent  from  the  gloomy  wood,        I 
The  glaring  lion  saw,  Iiis  horrid  heart 
Was  meeken'd,  and  he  join'd  his  sullen  joy; 
FormuMc  held  the  whole  in  perfect  peace: 
Soft  sigh'd  the  flute;  the  tender  voice  was  heard, 
Warbling  the  varied  heart;  the  woodlands  round 
Applied  their  choir;  and  winds  and  waters  flow'd 
In  consonance.    Such  were  those  prime  of  days. 

But  now  those  white  unblenush'd  manners, 
whence 
The  fabling  poets  took  their  golden  age. 
Are  found  no  more  amid  these  iron  times. 
These  dregs  of  life !  now  the  distempered  mind 
Has  lost  that  concord  of  harmonious  powers. 
Which  forms  the  soul  of  happiness ;  and  all 
Is  off  the  poise  within:  the  passions  all 
Have  burst  their  bounds;  and  reason  half  extinct, 
Or  impotent,  or  else  approving,  sees 
The  foul  disorder.    Senseless,  and  deform'd, 
Convulsive  anger  storms  at  large;  or  pale, 
And  silent,  settles  into  fell  revenge. 
Base  envy  withers  at  another's  joy, 
AjoA  hates  that  excellence  it  can  not  reach. 
Desponding  fear,  of  feeble  fancies  full, 
Weak  and  unmanly,  loosens  every  power. 


E'en  love  itself  is  bitterness  of  soul, . 
A  pensive  amgmsh  pining  at  the  heart; 
Or,  sunk  to  sordid  interest,  feels  no  more 
Tl^at  noble  wish,  that  never  cloy'd  desire, ' 
Which,  selfish  joy  disdaining,  soeks  alone 
To  bless  the  dearer  object  of  its  fla^. 
Hope  sickens  with  extravagance;  ai^  giief^ 
Of  life  impatient,  into  madness  swellsi; 
Or  in  dead  silence  wastes  the  weepi^  hours 

These,  and  a  thousand  mixt  emotions  mors. 
From  ever  changing  views  of  good  And  ill, 
Form'd  infinitely  various,  vex  the/mind 
With  endless  storm:  whence,  decpW  rankling,  giowv 
The  partial  thought,  a  listless  ui]ioncem. 
Cold,  and  averting  from  our  neighbour's  good ; 
Then  dark  disgust,  and  hatred,  winding  wiles, 
Coward  deceit,  and  ruflian  violence : 
At  last,  extinct  each  social  feeling,  fell 
And  joyless  inhumanity  pervades 
And  petrifies  the  heart    Nature  distuzh'd 
Is  deem'd  vindictive,  to  have  chang'd  her  course. 

Hence,  in  old  dusky  time,  a  deluge  canw : 
When  the  deep-cleft  disparting  orb,  that  aich'd  • 
The  central  waters  round,  impetuous  ruah'd. 
With  universal  burst,  inta  the  gulf. 
And  o'er  the  high  piled  hills  of  finu^ured  earth 
Wide  dash'd  the  waves,  in  undulation  vast ; 
Till,  from  the  centre  to  the  streaming  clouds, 
A  shoreless  ocean  tumbled  round  the  globe. 

The  Seasons  since  have,  with  severer  svray, 
Oppress'd  a  broken  world :  the  Winter  keen 
Shook  forth  his  waste  of  snows :  and  Summer  dxnt 
"Hia  pestilential  heats.    Great  Spring,  before, 
Green'd  all  the  year;   and  fruits  and  bkissoms  - 

blush'd, 

In  social  sweetness,  on  the  selfsame  bough. 
Pure  was  the  temperate  air ;  an  even  calm 
Perpetual  reign'd,  save  yrhat  the  xephyrs  bland 
Breathed  o'er  the  blue  expanse :  for  them  nor  stoma 
Were  taught  to  blow,  nor  hurricanes  to  rage ; 
Sound  slept  the  waters;  no  sulphureous  glooms 
Swell'd  in  the  sky,  and  sent  the  lightning  forth; 
While  sickly  damps  and  cold  autumnal  fogs 
Hung  not,  relaxing,  on  the  springs  of  life. 
But  now,  of  turtiid  eliements  the  sport. 
From  clear  to  cloudy  tost,  firom  hot  to  cold, 
And  dry  to  moist,  with  inward-eating  change. 
Our  drooping  days  are  dvrindled  down  to  nought 
Their  period  finish'd  ere  'tis  well  begun. 
^And  yet  the  wholesome  herb  neglected  dies ; 
Though  with  the  pure  exhilarating  soul 
Of  nutriment  and  health,  and  vital  powen, 
Beyond  the  search  of  art,  *tui  copious  blest 
For,  with  hot  ravin  fired,  ensanguined  man 
Is  now  become  the  lion  of  the  plain. 
And  worse.    The  wolf,  who  fimn  the  nightly  Ibid 
Fierce  drags  the  bleating  prey,  ne'er  dnmk  her 

milk. 
Nor  wore  her  warming  fleece :  nor  has  the  stenr 
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At  whote  lAtotig  chest  the  deadly  tiger  hangs, 
E'er  ploughed  for  him.  They  too  are  temper'd  high, 
With  hunger  stimg  and  wild  necessity ; 
Nor  lodges  pity  in  their  shaggy  hieast. 
But  man,  whom  Nature  form'd  of  milder  day, 
With  eyeiy  kind  emotbn  in  his  heart, 
i&JuLiaught  alone  to  weep;  while  from  her  lap 
She  pours  ten  thousand  delicacies,  herbs, 
And  fruits,  as  numerous  as  the  drops  of  rain 
Or  beams  that  gave  them  birth :  shaU  he,  fair  form! 
Who  wears  sweet  smiles,  and  looks  erect  on  Hea- 
ven, 
E'er  stoop  to  mingle  with  the  prowling  herd, 
And  dip  his  tongue  in  gore  1  The  beast  of  prey, 
Blood-stain'd,  deserves  to  bleed:  txit  you,  ye  flocks, 
What  haver  you  done;  ye  peaceful  people,  what, 
To  merit  death  1  yoo,  who  have  given  us  milk 
In  luscious  streams,  and  lent  us  your  own  coat 
Against  the  Winter's  cold  1  and  the  plain  ox, 
That  harmless,  hcmest,  guileless  aniinal, 
In  what  has  he  offended  1  he,  whose  toil, 
Patient  and  ever  ready,  ckithes  the  land 
With  all  the  pomp  of  harvest ;  shall  he  bleed. 
And  struggliiig  groan  beneath  the  cruel  hands 
E'en  of  the  down  he  feeds  1  and  that,  perhaps, 
To  swell  the  riot  of  the  antunmal  feast, 
Won  by  his  labour  1    Thus  the  feeling  heart 
Would  tenderly  suggtat :  but  'tis  enough, 
In  this  late  age,  adventurous,  to  have  touch'd 
light  on  the  numbers  of  the  Samian  sage. 
fiOgh  Heaven  Ibrbids  the  bold  presumptuous  strain. 
Whose  wisest  will  has  fixed  us  in  a  state 
That  muA  not  yet  to  pure  perfection  rise. 

Now  when  the  first  foul  torrent  of  the  brooks, 
Swell'd  with  the  vernal  rains,  is  ebb'd  away, 
And,  whitening,  down  their  moesy-tinctuied  stream 
Desoend the  billowy  foam:  now  is  the  time^ 
While  yet  the  dark-brown  water  aids  the  guile. 
To  tempt  the  trout    The  well-dissembled  fly. 
The  rod  fine-tapering  with  elastic  spring, 
t  Snatch'd  from  the  hoary  steed  the  floating  line, 
'  And  all  thy  slender  watry  stores  prepare. 
But  let  not  on  thy  hook  the  tortured  worm, 
Cbnvnlsive,  twist  in  agonizing  folds; 
Which,  by  rapadous  hunger  swallow'd  deep. 
Gives,  as  you  tear  it  firom  the  bleeding  breast 
Of  the  weak  hdpless  uncomplaining  wretch, 
Hanh  pain  and  horror  to  the  tender  hand. 

When  with  his  lively  ray  the  potent  sun 
Has  pierced  the  streams,  and  roused  the  finny-race. 
Then,  issuing  cheerful,  to  thy  sport  repair; 
Chief  should  the  western  breeies  curling  play, 
And  hglit  O'er  ether  bear  the  shadowy  clouds, 
High  to  their  fount,  this  day,  amid  the  hills, 
And  woodlands  warbling  round,  trace  up  the 

hrooks; 
The  next,  pursue  their  rocky-channel'd  maze, 
Down  to  the  river,  in  whose  ample  wave 
Thdr  little  naiads  love  to  sport  at  large. 


Just  in  the  dubious  point,  where  with  the  pool 
Is  mix'd  the  trembling  stream,  or  where  it  boils 
Around  the  stone,  or  from  the  hoUow'd  bank 
Reverted  plays  in  undulating  flow,  ^^ 

There  throw,  nice-judging,  the  ddurive  fly ; 
And  as  you  lead' it  round  in  artffal  curve. 
With  eye  attentive  marie  the  springing  game. 
Straight  as  above  the  surface  of  the  flood 
They  wanton  rise,  or  urged  by  hunger  leap, 
Then  fix,  with  gentle  twitch,  the  barbed  hook: 
Some  lightly  tosdng  to  the  grassy  bank, 
And  to  the  shdving  shore  slow  dragging  some, 
With  various  hand  proportion'd  to  their  force: 
If  yet  too  young,  and  easily  deceived, 
A  worthless  prey  scarce  bends  your  pliant  rod 
Him,  piteous  of  his  youth  and  the  short  space 
He  has  enjoy'd  the  vital  light  of  Heaven, 
Soft  disengage,  and  back  into  the  stream 
The  speckled  captive  throw.   But  should  you  lura 
From  his  dark  haunt,  beneath  the  tangled  roots 
Of  pendant  trees,  the  monarch  of  the  brook. 
Behoves  you  then  to  ply  yotur  finest  art 
Long  time  he,  following  cautious,  scans  the  fly ; 
And  oft  attempts  to  seize  it,  but  as  oft 
The  dimpled  water  speaks  his  jealous  fear. 
At  last,  while  haply  o'er  the  shaded  sun 
Passes  a  doud,  he  desperate  takes  the  death. 
With  sullen  plunge.    At  once  he  darts  along. 
Deep-struck,  and  runs  out  all  the  lengthened  line; 
Then  seeks  the  farthest  ooze,  the  shdtering  weed. 
The  cavem'd  bank,  his  old  secure  abode; 
And  flies  abft,  and  flounces  round  the  pool. 
Indignant  of  the  guile.    With  yielding  hand, 
That  feels  him  still,  yet  to  Us  furious  course 
Gives  way,  you,  now  retbing,  following  now 
Acrosrthe  stream,  exhaust  his  idle  rage : 
Till  floating  broad  upon  his  breathless  side. 
And  to  his  fate  abandon'd,  to  the  shore 
You  gaily  drag  your  unresiBting  pii». 
Thus  pass  the  temperate  hours;  but  when  the 

Sim 
Shakes  firom  his  noon-day  throne  the  scattering 

douds. 
Even  shooting  listless  langour  through  the  deeps ; 
Then  seek  the  bank  where  flowering  elders  crowd, 
Where  scatter'd  wild  the  lily  of  the  vale 
Its  balmy  essence  breathes,  where  cowslips  hang 
The  dewy  head,  where  purple  violets  lurk. 
With  all  the  lowly  children  of  the  shade : 
Or  lie  redined  beneath  yon  spreading  ash. 
Hung  o'er  the  steep;  whence,  borne  on  liquid 

wing. 
The  sounding  culver  shoot;  or  where  the  hawk, 
High,  in  the  beetling  cliff,  his  eyry  builds. 
There  let  thedassic  page  thy  fiincylead 
Through  rural  scenes;   such  as  the  Mantuan 

swain 
Faints  in  the  matchless  harmony  of  song. 
Or  catch  thyself  the  landscape,  gliding  swifl 
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Athwart  iiiMgination'B  vivid  eye: 
Or  by  the  vocal  wooda  and  waters  luB'd,    I 
And  lost  in  lonely  musing,  in  the  dream,    i 
Confused,  of  carelen  solitude,  where  mix    I 
Ten  thousand  wandering  images  of  things,^ 
Soothe  every  gust  of  passion  into  peace;  ' 
All  but  the  swellingsof  the  soften'd  heart,)'^ 
That  waken,  not  disturb,  the  tranquil  mind. 

Behold  yon  breathing  prospect  bids  the  Muse 
Throw  all  her  beauty  forth.    But  who  can  paint 
Like  Natuzel    Can  imagination  boast, 
Amid  its  gay  creation,  hues  like  hers? 
Or  can  it  mix  them  with  that  matchless  skill, 
And  lose  them  in  each  other,  as  appears 
In  every  bud  that  Uowsl    If  fancy  then 
Unequal  &ils  beneath  the  pleasing  taak. 
Ah,  what  shall  language  do?    Ah,  wheare  find 

words 
Tinged  vrith  80  many  colours;  and  whose  power, 
To  life  approaching,  may  perfume  my  lays 
With  that  fine  oil,  tiiose  aromatic  galea. 
That  inexhaustive  fiow continual  round? 

Yet,  though  successless,  will  the  tMl  delight. 
Come  then,  ye  viigins  and  ye  youths,  whose  hearts 
Have  feu  the  raptures  of  refiidng  love; 
And  thou,  Amanda,  come,  pride  of  my  soAg  I 
Form'd  by  the  Graces,  loveliness  itself! 
Come  witii  those  downcast-eyes,  sedate  and  sweet, 
Those  looks  demure,  that  deeply  pierce  the  soul, 


Where,  vrith  the  light  of  ^ughtfiil 
,  .^hines  lively  fani^  and  the  feeling  heart : 
•  Oh  come!  and  while  the  rosy-fixytedMay 
Steals  blushing  on,  together  let  us  tread 
.  The  morning' dews,  and  gather  in  their  prime 
Fresh-blooming  flowers,  to  grace  thy  braided  hair, 
And  thy  loved  bosom  that  improves  their  sweets. 

See,  where  the  winding  vale  its  lavish  stores, 
Irrlguous,  spreads.    See,  how  the  lily  drinks 
The  latent  rill,  scarce  oadng  through  the  grsM, 
Of  growth  luxuriant;  or  the  humid  bank, 
In  feir  profusion,  declcs.    Long  let  us  walk, 
Where  the  breeze  blows  firom  jaa  extended  field 
QfblosBom'd  beans.    Arabia  can  not  boast 
A  fuUft  gale  of  joy,  than,  liberal,  thence 
Breathes  through  the  sense,  and  takes  the  ravished 

soul. 
Noi  is  the  mead  unworthy  of  thy  foot, 
Full  of  fresh  verdure,  and  unnumber'd  flowers, 
The  negligence  of  Nature,  wide,  and  wild; 
Where,  undisguised  by  mimic  Art,  she  spreads 
Unbounded*  beauty  to  the  roving  eye. 
Here  their  delicious  task  the  fervent  bees, 
In  swarming  millions,  tend :  around,  athwart, 
Through  the  soft  air,  the  l^ny  nations  flv. 
wling  to  the  bud,  and,  with  insertea  tube, 
Suck  its  pure  essence,  its  ethereal  soul; 
And  oft,  with  bolder  wing,  they  soaring  dare 
The  purple  heath,  or  where  the  wild  thyme  grows). 
And  yellow  load  them  with  the  luscious  spoil. 


At  lengUi  the  finished  garden  to  the  view 
Its  vistas  opens,  and  its  alleys  grem. 
Snatched  through  the  terdiat  maae,  the  hxaoBd 

eye 
Distracted  wanden;  now  the  bowery  walk 
Of  covert  close,  where  scarce  a  speck  of  day 
Fajls  on  th^  lengthen'd  gloom,  pratiBcled  mraeps: 
Now  meets  the  betiding  sky;  the  river  now 
Dimpling  aloqg,  the  breeoEy  rulBed  lake. 
The  forest  darkening  round,  the  glittering  sfirie, 
The  etheteal  mountain,  and  the  distant  maiiL 
But  why  so  &r  excursive  ?  when  at  hand, 
Al6ng  these  blushing  bosders,  bright  with  dew, 
^  ^nd  in  yon  mingled  wilderness  of  flowera, 
Fair-handed  spring  unbosoms  every  grace; 
Throws  out  the  mowdrop  and  the  arocaefiait; 
The  daisy,  primroee,  violet  darkly  blue, 
And  polyanthus  of  unnumber'd  dyes; 
IfThe  yellow  wall-flower,  stain'd  with  iron  bfown; 
\And  lavish  stock  that  scents  the  garden  round: 
From  the  soft  wing  of  vernal  breeaos  ahed| 
Anemones;  aurici^as,  enriched 
With  shining  meal  o'er  all  their  velvet  leaves; 
And  full  ranjmculas.  of  glowing  red. 
Then  comes  ue  tulip-raoe,  wheate  Beaioty  plays 
Her  idle  freaks;  firom  femily  di^lbsed 
To  family,  as  flies  the  father-dust. 
The  varied  oolours  run;  and,  while  they  bleak 
On  the  charm'd  eye,  the  exulting  florist  marks, 
With  secret  pride,  the  wonders  of  his  hand. 
No  gradual  bloom  is  wanting;  from  the  bod, 
Firstborn  of  Spring,  to  Summer^s  musky  tribes: 
Nor  hyacinths,  of  purest  virgin  white. 
Low-bent,  and  bluing  inward;  nor  jonqmls, 
Of  potent  fragraScef  nor ^Tfurdasus  feir. 
As  o'er  the  fabled  fountain  hanging  still; 
Nor  broad  carnations,  nor  gay-epotted  pinks; 
Nor,  shower'd  from  every  bush,  the  danmak-mm 
Infinite  numbers,  delicacies,  smells. 
With  hues  on  hues  expression  can  not  paint, 
tjTbe  breath  of  Nature,  and  her  endless  faloon. 

Hail,  Source  of  Being!  Universal  Soul 
Of  Heaven  and  earth!  Essential  Preseooe,  hail! 
To  Thee  I  bend  the  knee;  to  Thee  my  thooghti; 
Continual,  climb;  who,  with  a  master-hand, 
Hast  the  greatwhole  into ijgfectjon^tooehed. 
By  Thee  the  various  vegetative  tribes, 
Wrapt  in  a  filmy  net,  and  dad  with  leaves, 
Draw  the  live  ether,  and  imbibe  the  dews 
By  Thee  disposed  into  congenial  soils, 
Stands  each  attractive  plant,  and  sucks,  and  sweDi 
The  juicy  tide;  a  twining  mass  of  tubes. 
At  Thy  command  the  vernal  sun  awakes 
The  torpid  sap,  detruded  to  the  root 
By  wintry  winds;  that  now  in  fluent  dance. 
And  lively  fermentation,  mounting,  spiieads 
All  this  innumerouB-cblour'd  scene  of  things. 

As  rising  firom  the  vegetable  world 
My  theme  ascends,  with  equal  wing  ascend 
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Jkd^  pastnig  MiHe;  aod  hftik,  liow  kmd  the  woods 
Infito  yr^  ibith  in  all  your  gayest  trim. 
Lendme  fom song,  ye  nightingales !  oh,  poor 
The  maz)  ^running  soni  of  melody 
Into  my  varied  vetaei  while  I  dednoe. 
From  tilie  fiist  note  the  holbw  cuckoo  sings, 
The  Symphony  of  Spiing,  and  touch  a  fheme 
UnknofWn  to  fiune,---4ie  passion  of  the  gioves. 

When  fizst  the  sool  of  love  is  sent  a1 
Warm  through  tibe  vital  air,  and  on 
Harmonious  seises,  the  gay  troops  begin, 

.  In  gallant  thought,  tojlume  the  painted 
And  tiy  again  the  long-forgotten  strain^ 
At  But  fiuftt-waiUed.    But  no  sooner  grows 
The  soft  infnwmn  prevalent,  and  wide^ 
|7han,  all  ahve,  at  once  their  joy  o'erflows 
'in  music  unconfined.    Up-springs  the  lai^ 
ShriU-voieed,  and  loud,  the  messongeLi^jDOqk} 
Ere  yet  the  shadows  fly,  he  mounted  angs 
Amid  the  dawning  clouds,  and  finm  their  haunts  ( 
\Cal]s  up  the  tuncfulnations.    Every  oopse 
0eep-tangIed,  tree  irregular,  and  bush 
Bending  with  dewy  moisture,  o'er  the  heads 
Of  the  cov  quirii^crs  that  lodge  within, 
Are  prodigal  of  harmony.    The  thrush 
And  wood-lark,  o'er  the  kind-contending  throng 
Superior  heard,  nyn  through  the  sweetest  length 
Of  notes;  vrben  listening  Philomela  deigns 
To  let  them  joy,  and  purposes,  in  thought 
Elate,  to  make  her  dght  excel  their  day. 

,  tThe  Mack-bird  whistles  fiom  the  thorny  brake; 

I  The  mellow  bullfinch  answers  from  the  grove: 
No^aze  the  linnets,  o'er  the  fiowering  furze 
Po^d  out  profusely,  silent    Jtwi'd  to  these 
Innumerous  nnnpffrtrin  the  freshening  shade 
Or  newHsprung  leaves,  their  modulations  mix 
Mellifluous.    The  jay,  the  rook,  the  daw, 
fid  each  harsh  pipe,  discordant  heard  alone, 
A|d  the  full  concert:  while  the  stock-dove  breathes 
A  «wl*«^ly  pnminr  through  the  whole. 

'Tis  love  creates  thdr  melody,  and  all 
This  waste  of  music  is  the  voice  of  love; 
That  even  to  birds,  and  heasts,  the  tender  arts 
Of  pleasing  teaches.    Hence  the  glossy  kind 
Try  every  winning  way  inventive  love 
Can  dictate,  and  in  courtship  to  their  mates 
Pour  forth  their  little  souls.    First,  wide  around, 
With  distant  awe,  in  airy  rings  they  rove, 
Endeavouring  by  a  thousand  tricks  to  catch 
The  cunning,  conscious,  half-averted  glance 
Of  the  regardless  charmer.    Should  she  seem 
Signing  the  least  approvance  to  bestow, 
Their  colours  burnish,  and  by  hope  inspired, 
They  brisk  advance;  then,  on  a  sudden  struck, 
Retire  diaorder'd;  then  again  approach; 
In  fiind  rotation  spread  the  spotted  wing, 
And  shiver  every  feather  with  desire. 

Connubial  leagues  agreed,  to  the  deep  woods 
They  haste  away,  all  as  their  &ncy  leads, 
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Pleasure,  or  food,  or  secret  safety  prompts; 
That  Nature's  great  con^nand  may  be  ebey'd: 
Nor  all  the  sweet  sensations  they  percdve 
Indulged  in  vam.    Some  to  the  holly-hedge 
Nestling  rqmir,  and  to  the  thicket  some; 
Some  to  the  rude  protection  of  the  thorn 
Commit  their  feeble  ofispriqg.    The  clefl  tree 
Oihn  its  kind  eonoeahnent  to  a  few. 
Their  food  its  insects,  and  its  moss  their  nesta 
Othem  apart  far  in  tke  grassy  dale, 
Or  roughening  waste,  their  humble  texture  weaite. 
But  most  in  vroodUmd  solkudes  delight,    . 
iJn  unfrequented  glooms,  or  shaggy  banks, 
jteep,  and  divided  by  a  babbling  brook, 
Whose  murmun  sooth  them  all  the  live-kngday, 
When  by  kind  duty  fix'd.    Among  the  roots 
t)f  hazel,  pendent  o'er  the  plaintive  stream. 
They  frame  the  first  foundation  of  their  domes ; 
Dry  sprigs  of  trees,  in  artful  fabric  laid, 
And  bound  with  day  together.    Now  'tis  nought 
But  restless  huny  through  the  busy  air, 
Beat  by  unnumber'd  wings.    The  Bwaik>w  sweeps 
The  slbny  pool,  tohuiU  his  hanging  house 
Intent    And  often,  fimn  the  careless  beck 
Of  herds  and  flocks,  a  thousand  tugging  bills 
Pluck  hair  and  wod;  and  oft,  when  unobserved, 
Steal  from  the  bam  a  straw:  till  soft  and 
Clean  and  complete,  their  habitation  grows. 

As  thus  the  patient  dam  aasidypus  sits, 
Not  to  be  tempted  from  her  tenS^task, 
Or  by  sharp  hunger,  or  by^smooth  delight, 
Though  the  whole  loosen'd  Spring  around  her 

blows. 
Her  sympathizing  kyver  takes  his  stand  - 
High  on  the  opponent  bank,  and  ceaseless  sings 
The  tedious  time  away;  or  else  supplies 
Her  place  a  moment,  while  sbo  sudden  flits 
To  pick  the  scanty  meal.    The  appointed  time 
With  pious  toil  fulfiU'd,  the  callow  young, 
Warm'd  and  expanded  into  perfect  life. 
Their  brittle  bondage  break,  and  come  to  light, 
A  helpless  fomily,  demanding  food 
With  constant  damor:  O  what  passions  then. 
What  melting  sentiments  of  kindly  care. 
On  the  new  parents  seize !    Away  they  fly 
Afiectionate  and  undesiring,  bear 
The  most  delidous  morsel  to  thdr  young; 
Which  equdly  distributed,  again 
The  search  begins.    Even  so  a  gentle  pair 
ISy  fortune  sunk,  but  fbrm'd  of  generous  mould, 
Ajid  charm'd  with  cares  beyond  the  vulgar  breast 
In  some  lone  cot  amid  the  distant  woods, 
Sustained  abne  by  providential  Heaven, 
I  Oft,  as  they  weeping  eye  thdr  infant  train. 
Check  their  own  appetites,  and  give  them  all. 

Nor  toil  alone  they  scorn :  exalting  fove, 
By  the  great  Father  of  the  Spring  inspired. 
I  Gives  instant  courage  to  the  fearful  race 
And  to  the  simple  art    Withatealthy  wing, 
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Should  Mmu  rode  foot  thieb  woody  haonti  molest, 

Amid  a  neighbouimg  bush  they  silent  dtop, 

And  whining  thence  as  if  alann'd,  deceive 

The  unfeeling  schoolboy.  Hence,  around  the  head 

Of  wandeiing8wain,the  white-wing'd  plover  wheels 

Her  sounding  flight,  and  then  directly  <m 

In  Icng  excuxRon  skims  the  level  lawn, 

To  tempt  himfrom her  nest.  iThe  wild-duck,  hence. 

O'er  the  rough  moss,  and  o'er  the  trackless  waste 

The  heoth-hen  flutters,  pious  ftvadl  to  lead 

The  hot  pursuing  spaniel  far  astray. 

Be  not  the  muse  aahamed,  here  to  bemoan 
Her  brothers  of  the  grove,  by  tyrant  Man 
Inhuman  caught,  and  in  the  narrow  cage 
From  liberty  confined,  and  boundless  an*. 
Dull  are  the  pretty  slaves,  their  plumage  dull, 
Ragged,  and  all  its  brightening  lustre  lost; 
Nor  is  that  sprightly  wildness  in  their  notes, 
Which,  clear  and  vigorous,  warbles  from  the  beach. 
O  then  ye  friends  of  love  and  love-taught  song. 
Spare  the  soft  tribes,  this  barbarous  art  forbear; 
If  on  your  bosom  innocence  can  win. 
Music  engage,  or  piety  persuade. 

But  let  not  chief  the  nightingale  lament 
Her  min'd  care  too  delicately  framed 
To  brook  the  harsh  confinement  of  the  cage. 
Oft  when,  returning  veith  her  loaded  bill, 
The  astonish'd  mother  finds  a  vacant  nest, 
By  the  hard  hand  of  unrelenting  clowns 
Robbed,  to  the  ground  the  vain  provision  falls; 
Her  pinions  ruffle,  and  low-drooping  scarce 
Can  bear  the  mourner  to  the  poplar  shade; 
Where,  all  abandoned  to  despair,  she  sings 
Her  sorrows  through  the  night;  and,  on  the  bough, 
Solfr«itting,  still  at  every  dying  fall 
Takes  up  again  her  lamentable  strain 
Of  winding  wo;  till,  wide  around,  the  woods 
Sigh  to  her  song,  and  with  her  wail  resound. 

But  now  the  feather'd  youth  their  former  bounds. 
Ardent,  disdain;  and,  weighing  oft  their  wings. 
Demand  the  free  possession  of  the  sky: 
This  one  glad  office  more,  and  then  dissolves 
Parental  love  at.  once,  now  needless  grown. 
Unlavish  wisdom  never  works  in  vain, 
^is  oa  some  evening,  sunny,  grateful,  mild. 
When  nought  but  balm  is  breathing  through  the 

woods, 
|With  yelbw  lustre  bright,  that  the  new  tribes 
visit  the  spacious  heavens;  and  look  abroad 
On  Nature's  common,  fiir  as  they  can  see, 
Or  wing,  their  range  and  pasture.  O'er  the  bought 
Dandng  about,  still  at  the  giddy  veige 
Their  resolutbn  fails;  their  pinions  still. 
In  loose  libration  stretched,  to  trust  the  void 
Trembling  refuse:  till  down  before  them  fly 
The  parent  guides,  and  chide,  exhort,  command, 
Or  push  them  ofi.    The  surging  air  receives 
Its  plumy  burden;  and  their  self-taught  wings 
Winnow  the  wavmg  element.    On  ground  I 


Alighted,  bolder  up  again  they  lead, 
Farther  and  ftrther  on,  the  length^iing  fligfat  j 
Till  vanished  every  fear,  and  every  power 
Roused  into  life  and  action,  light  in  air 
The  acquitted  parents  see  their  soaring  race, 
And  onoe  rejoicing  never  knowthem  more. 

High  from  the  summit  of  a  craggy  cliflT,* 
Hung  oler  the  deep,  such  as  amazing  frowns 
On  utmost  Kilda'sf  shore,  whose  lonely  race 
Resign  the  setting  sun  to  Indian  worids, 
The  royal  eagle  draws  his  vigorous  young, 
Strong-pounoed,  and  ardent  with  paternal  6n, 
Jfow  fit  to  raise  a  kingdom  of  their  own, 
He  drives  them  from  his  fort,  the  towering  seat, 
For  ages,  of  his  empire;  which,  in  peace, ' 
Unstained  he  holds,  while  many  a  league  to  sea 
He  vrings  his  course,  and  preys  in  disUnt  isles. 

Should  I  my  steps  turn  to  the  rural  seat, 
Whose  bfty  ehns,  and  venerable  oaks, 
Invite  the  Tock,  who  high  amid  the  booghs 
In  early  Spring,  his  airy  dty  builds, 
And  ceaseless  caws  amusive;  there,  well  pleased, 
I  might  the  various  polity  survey 
Of  the  mix'd  household  kind.    The  careful  hen 
Galls  all  her  chirping  fiunily  around, 
Fed  and  defended  by  the  feariess  cock; 
Whose  bresflt  with  ardour  flames,  as  on  he  wafln 
Graceful,  and  crows  defiance.    In  the  pond^ 
The  finely  checker'd  duck,  before  her  train, 
Rows  garrulous.    The  stately-sailing  swan 
Gives  out  his  snowy  plumage  to  thegale; 
And,  arehing  proud  his  neck,  with  oary  feet 
Bears  forward  fierce,  and  guards  his  osier-ide, 
Protective  of  his  young.    The  turkey  nigh, 
Loud-threatening,  reddens;  while  the  peacock 

spreads 
His  every-colour'd  gloiy  to  the  sun. 
And  Wims  in  radiant  majesty  along. 
O'er  the  whole  homely  scene,  the  cooing  dove 
Flies  thick  in  amorous  chase,  and  wanton  nils 
The  glancing  eye,  and  turns  the  changeful  neck 

While  thus  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  shade 
Indulge  their  purer  loves,  the  rougher  worid 
Of  brutes,  bdow,  rush  furious  into  flame. 
And  fierce  desire.    Through  all  his  lusty  veins 
The  bull,  deep-ecorch'd,  the  raging  paasioQ  feds 
Of  pasture  sidk,  and  negligent  of  feed. 
Scarce  seen,  he  wades  among  the  yellow  broom, 
While  o'er  his  ample  sides  the  rambling  spray 
Luxuriant  shoot ;  or  through  the  mazy  wood 
Dejected  wanders,  nor  the  inticing  bud 
Crops,  though  it  presses  on  his  careless  sense. 
And  oft,  in  jealous  maddening  fency  wrapt, 
He  seeks  the  fight ;  and,  idly-butting,  feigns 
His  rival  gored  in  every  knotty  trunk. 
Him  should  he  meet,  the  bellowing  war  begins 
Their  dyes  flash  fuiy ;  to  the  hollow'd  earth, 
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Whence  the  aand  flies,  they  mutter  bloody  deeds, 
And  groaning  deep,  the  impetuous  battle  mix : 
While  the  fair  heiier,  bakuy-breathing,  near,    . 
Stands  kindling  up  tiieir  rage.    The  trembling 

steed, 
With  this  hot  impuise  seized  in  every  nerye, 
Nor  heeds  the  rein,  nor  hears  the  sounding  thong; 
Blows  are  not  felt ;  but  tossing  high  his  head, 
And  by  the  well-known  joy  to  distant  plains 
Attracted  strong,  all  wild  he  bursts  away ; 
O'er  rocks,  and  woods,  and  craggy  mountains  files ; 
And,  neighing,  on  the  aerial  summit  takes 
The  exciting  gale;  then,  steep-desoending,  cleaves 
The  headlong  torrents  foaming  down  the  hills, 
E'en  where  the  madness  of  the  etraiten'd  stream 
Turns  in  black  eddies  round :  such  is  the  force 
With  which  his  frantic  heart  and  sinews  swell. 

Nor  undeUghted  by  the  boundless  Spring 
Are  the  broad  monsten  of  the  foaming  deep : 
From  the  deep  ooze  and  gelid  cavern  roused, 
They  flounce  and  tumbler  in  unwieldy  joy. 
Dire  were  the  strain,  and  dissonant  to  sing 
The  cruel  raptures  of  the  savage  kind : 
How  by  tills  flame  their  native  wrath  sublimed, 
They  roam,  amid  the  ftiry  of  their  heart. 
The  far-resounding  waste  in  fiercer  bands. 
And  growl  their  horrid  loves.  But  this  the  theme 
I  sing,  enraptured,  to  the  British  Fair, 
Forbids,  and  leads  me  to  the  mountain-brow, 
Where  sits  the  shepherd  on  the  grassy  turf. 
Inhaling,  healthful,  the  descending  sun. 
Around  him  feeds  his  many-Ueating  flock. 
Of  various  cadence;  and  his  sportive  lambs, 
This  way  and  that  convolved,  in  firiskfiil  glee, 
Their  firolics  play.    And  now  the  sprightly  race 
Invites  them  forUi ;  when  swift,  the  signal  given, 
They  start  away,  and  sweep  the  massy  mound 
That  runs  around  the  hill;  the  rampart  onee 
Of  iron  war,  in  andent  barbarous  times, 
When  disunited  Britain  ever  bled. 
Lost  in  eternal  broil:  ere  yet  she  grew 
To  this  deep-laid  indissoluble  state, 
Where  Wealth  and  Commerce  lift  their  golden 

heads; 
And  o'er  our  labours,  Liberty  and  Law, 
Impartial,  watch ;  the  wonder  of  a  world ! 

What  is  this  mighty  breath,  ye  sages,  say, 
That,  in  a  powerful  language,  felt,  not  heard. 
Instructs  the  fowls  of  Heaven ;  and  through  their 

breast 
These  arts  of  bve  difiiisesl    What,  but  Godi 
Inspiring  Qod !  who  boundless  Spirit  all, 
And  unremitting  Energy,  pervades, 
Adjusts,  sustains,  and  agitates  the  whole. 
He  ceaseless  works  alone ;  and  yet  alone 
Seems  not  to  work :  with  such  perfection  framed 
In  this  complex  stupendous  scheme  of  things. 
But,  though  conceal'd,  to  every  purer  eye 
Hie  informing  Author  in  his  works  appears : 


Chief,  lovely  Spring,  in  thee,  and  thy  soft  i 
The  Smiling  God  is  seen;  while  water,  earth, 
And  air  attest  his  bounty ;  which  exalts 
The  brute  creation  to  this  finer  thought. 
And  annual  melts  their  undesigning  hearts 
Profusely  thus  in  tenderness  and  joy. 

Still  let  my  song  a  nobler  note  assume. 
And  sing  the  infusivo  force  of  Spring  on  man ; 
When  heaven  and  earth,  as  if  contending,  vie 
To  raise  his  being,  and  serene  his  spul. 
Can  he  forbear  to  join  the  general  smile 
Of  natural    Can  fierce  passLons^  vex  his  breast, 
While  every  gale  is  peace,  and  every  grove 
Is  melody  1  hence !  from  the  bounteous  walks 
Of  flowing  Spring,  ye  sordid  sons  of  earth, . 
Hard,  and  unfeeling  of  another's  woe ; 
Or  only  lavish  to  yourselves ;  away ! 
But  come,  ye  generoqs  minds,  in  whose  wide 

thought, 
Of  all  his  works,  creative  Bounty  bums 
With  warmest  beam ;  and  on  your  open  front 
And  liberal  eye,  sits,  from  his  dark  retreat 
Inviting  modest  Want.    Nor,  till  invoked. 
Can  restless  goodness  wait :  your  active  search 
Leaves  no  cold  wintry  comer  unexplored 
Like  silent-working  Heaven,  surprising  oft 
The  Jonely  heart  with  unexpected  good. 
For  you  the  roving  spirit  of  the  wind 
Blows  Spring  abroad;  for  you  the  teeming  cloudt 
Descend  in  gladsome  plenty  o'er  the  world ; 
And  the  sun  sheds  his  kindest  rays  for  you. 
Ye  flower  of  human  race !  in  these  green  days, 
Reviving  Sickness  lifts  her  languid  head ; 
Life  flows  afresh ;  and  young-feyed  Health  exalts 
The  whole  creation  round.    Contentment  walks 
The  sunny  glade,  and  feels  an  inward  bliss 
Spring  o'er  his  mind,  beyond  the  power  of  kings 
To  purdiase.    Puro  serenity  apace 
Induces  thought,  and  contemplation  still. 
By  swift  degrees  the  love  of  Nature  works. 
And  warms  the  bosom ;  till  at  last  subUmed 
To  rapture,  and  enthusiastic  heat, 
We  feel  the  present  Deity,  and  taste 
The  joy  of  God  to  see  a  happy  world ! 

These  are  the  sacred  feelings  of  thy  heart. 
Thy  heart  inform'd  by  reason's  purer  ray, 
O  Lyttelton,  the  friend  I  thy  passions  thus 
And  meditations  vary,  as  at  laige. 
Courting  the  Muse,  through  Hagley  Park  tho« 

stray'st; 

Tne  British  Temp6 !  there  ak>ng  the  dale, 
With  woods  o'erhung,  and  shagg'd  with  nupmy 

rocks, 
Whence  on  each  hand  the  gushing  watexb  pity, 
And  down  the  rough  cascade  white-dashing  faU, 
Or  gleam  in  lengthened  vista  through  the  trees. 
You  silent  steal ;  or  sit  beneath  the  shade 
Of  solemn  oaks,  that  tuft  the  swelling  mounts 
Thrown  graceful  round  by  Nature's  careless  haro, 
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And  -pmAn  Erten  to  the  Yunotm  Toioe 
Of  mnl  peace:  the  heide,  the  flocks,  the  Urds, 
The  hoUow-whupering  hreease,  the  plaint  of  iSOm, 
That,  puiiing  down  amid  the  twirted  roots 
Which  creep  aioond,  their  dewj  munnnn  ahake 
^On  the  soothed  ear.    From  these  abstracted  oft, 
Vou  wander  through  the  phikisophio  woild ; 
Where  in  bright  train  continnal  wonders  nee, 
Or  to  the  carious  or  the  pious  eje. 
And  oft,  conducted  bj  historic  truth| 
You  tread  the  kmg  extent  of  backward  time : 
Phmning,  vrith  warm  benevoleDoe  of  mind, 
And  honest  zeal  unwarpM  by  party  rage, 
Britannia's  weal;  how  firom  the Tenal  gulf 
To  rafiw  lier  TiiCue,  and  her  arts  revive. 
Or,  turning  thence  thy  view,  these  graver  thoughts 
The  Muses  chaim :  while,  with  sure  taste  refined, 
Yon  dravF  the  inspiring  breath  of  ancient  song; 
Till  nobly  rises,  emulous,  thy  ovm. 
Perhaps  thy  loved  Lucinda  shares  thy  walk. 
With  soul  to  thine  attuned.    Then  Nature  aB 
Wears  to  the  lover's  eye  a  look  of  love; 
And  all  the  tumult  of  a  guilty  worid. 
Tost  by  ungenerous  passions,  sinks  away. 
The  tcoider  heart  is  animated  peace; 
And  as  it  pours  its  copious  treasures  forth, 
In  varied  converM^  softening  every  theme, 
You,  frequent-pausmg,  turn,  and  firom  her  eyes, 
Where  meeken'd  sense,  and  amiable  grace. 
And  lively  sweetness  dwell,  enraptured,  drink 
That  naxndess  spirit  of  ethereal  joy, 
(/nutlerable  happiness!  which  love, 

lone,  bestows,  and  on  a  fiivour'd  few. 

Meantime  you  gain  the  height,  fir<«n  whose  fidr 


The  bursting  prospect  spreads  unmense  aroiund : 
And  snatch'do'er  UIl  and  dale,  and  wood  and  lawn, 
And  verdant  field,  and  darkening  heath  between. 
And  villages  emboeom'd  soft  in  trees. 
And  Bpiry  towns  by  sur^ng  columns  mark'd 
Of  household  smoke,  your  eye  excursive  roams : 
Wide-stretching  from  the  hall,  in  whose  kind  haunt 
The  Hospitable  Genius  lingers  still. 
To  where  the  broken  landscape,  by  degrees. 
Ascending,  roughens  into  rigid  hills ; 
O'er  which  the  Cambrianmonntains,like&r  douds 
[jThnt  skirt  the  blue  horizon,  dusky  rise. 
Flush'd  by  the  spirit  of  the  geidal  year, 
Now  flwm  the  virgin's  cheek  a  Iresher  bkiom 
Shoots,  less  and  leas,  the  live  camaticm  round ; 
Her  lips  blush  deeper  sweets  ;shebreathes  of  yontl ; 
The  shiniqg  moisture  swells  into  her  eyes. 
In  blighter  flow;  her  wishing  bosom  heaves. 
With  palpitatbns  wild ;  kind  tumults  seise 
Her  veins,  and  all  yer  yielding  soul  is  love. 
From  the  keen  gaze  her  lover  turns  away 
Full  of  the  dear  ecstatk  power,  and  sick 
With  sighing  languishment.    Ah  then,  ye  fidr  I 
Be  greatly  cautkms  of  your  sliding  hearts : 


Dare  not  the  infedloas  sigh;  the  pka&ig  bok, 
Down-cast  and  low,  in  meek  submisBon  dress'd, 
But  ftin  of  guile.    Let  not  tiie  fervent  tongue, 
Prompt  to  deceive,  widi  adidalion  smootfa, 
Ghin  on  your  purposed  win..  Nor  in  the  bower, 
Where  iroodbines  flaxmt,  end  resas  shed  a  eoDcfa, 
While  Evening  draws  her  crimson  Curtains  romij 
Trust  your  soft  minutes  vrith  betraying  Man. 

And'let  the  aspiring  youth  beware  of  love, 
Of  the  smooth  glance  beware;  fer  ^  too  late, 
When  on  his  heart  the  torrent-softness  poan; 
Then  wisdom  prostrate  fies,  and  feding  feme 
Dissolves  in  air  away ;  while  the  fend  sou!, 
Wrapp'd  in  gay  visions. of  nnreal  bfiss, 
Still  paints  the  Olustve ferm;  the  kind^  S**^! 
The  entidng  smile;  the modest^seeimng  eye. 
Beneath  whoee  beauteous  beams,  bdying  Heaven, 
Lurk  searchlesB  cunning,  cruelty,  and  death : 
And  still  felse-warbling  in  his  cheated  ear, 
Her  siren  voice,  endianting,  draws  him  on 
To  guileful  Ehana,  and  meads  of  fatal  joy. 

E'en  present,  in  the  very  lap  of  love 
Ingbrious  laid ;  while  music  flows  around. 
Perfumes,  and  oils,  and  wine,  «nd  wanton  houn; 
Amid  the  roses  fierce  Repentance  rears 
Her  snaky  cnst :  aquick  returning  pang 
Shoots  through  the  conscious  heart ;  whese  honour 

■tiO, 

And  great  design,  against  the  opptessivie  load 
Of  luxury,  by^fits,  impatient  heave. 

But  absent,  what  fentastic  woes,  aroused, 
Rage  in  each  thought,  by  restless  munng  fed, 
Chill  the  warm  cheek,  and  blast  the  Uoom  of  lifrl 
Neglected  fortune  flies;  and  sliding  swift, 
Prone  into  ruin  fall  his  soom'd  aflbirs. 
'Tis  nought  but  gloom  around :  the  daiken'd  sun 
Loses  his  light.    The  rosy-'bosom'd  Spring 
To  weeping  fimcy  pines;  and  yon  bright  arch, 
Contracted,  bends  into  a  dudj  vaulL 
All  Nature  fedes  extinct :  and  she  afene. 
Heard,  felt,  and  seen,  possesses  every  thought, 
Filk  every  sense,  and  pants  in  every  vein. 
Bodes  are  but  formal  dulness,  tedious  friends; 
And  sad  amid  the  social  band  he  sits, 
Lonely,  and  unattentive.    From  his  tongue 
The  unfinish'd  period  falls:  while  home  away 
On  swelling  thought,  his  wafted  spirit  flies 
To  the  vain  bosom  of  his  distant  fidr; 
And  lea^res  the  semblanoe  of  a  k>ver,  fix'd 
In  melancholy  site,  vrith  head  declined, 
And  love-dejected  eyes.    Sudden  he  starts, 
Shook  from  his  tender  trance,  and  restless  runs 
To  glimmering  shades,  and  sympathetic  glooms; 
Where  the  dun  umbrage  o'er  the  falling  stream, 
Romantic,  hangs;  there  through  the  pensive  dusk 
Strays,  in  heart-thrilling  meditatkm  lost, 
Indulging  all  to  k>ve:  or  on  the  bank 
Thrown,  amid  drooping  lilies,  swells  the  breeze 
With  sighs  unceasing,  and  the  brook  with  teank 
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^  Thus  in  soft  aqgouh  be  c^nsuxoes  the  day, 
/  Nor  quits  his  deep  retiraneiit,  till  the  Moon 
Peeps  through  the  chambers  ot  the  fleeej  east, 
Enlightened  by  degrees,  and  in  hez  train 
^  Leads  on  the  gentle  Hours  ^  then- forth  hewaUcs^ 
Beneath  the  trembling  languiah  of  her  beam. 
With  Boften'd  soul,  and  woos  the  bird  of  iSie 
To  mingle  woes  with  his:  or,  while  the  world 
And  all  the  sons  of  Care  lie  hush'din  sleep, 
Associates  with  the  midnight  shadows  drear; 
And,  sighing  to  the  lonely  taper,  pours 
Hb  idly-tortured  heart  into  the  page, 
Meant  for  the  moving  messenger  of  Jove; 
Where  rapture  bums  on  raptuie,  every  line 
With  rising  fien^  fired,    But  if  on  bed 
Delirious  flung,  sleep  from  his  pil}ow  flies. 
An  night  he  tosses,  nor  the  balmy  power 
In  any  posture  finds;  till  the  gray  Mom 
lifts  her  pale  lustre  on  the  paler  wretch, 
Exanimate  by  love:  and  then  perhaps 
Exhausted  Nature  sinks  a  while  to  rest, 
Still  intenrupted  by  distracted  dreams. 
That  o'er  the  sick  imagination -rise, 
And  in  black  colours  paint  the  mimic  scena 

Oft  with  the  enchantress  of  his  soul  he  talks; 
Sometimes  in  crowds  distress'd;  or  if  retiied 
To  secret  winding  flower-enwoven  bowers, 
Far  firom  the  dull  impertinence  of  Man, 
Just  as  he,  credulous,  his  endless  cares 
Begins  to  lose  in  blind  oblivious  love, 
Snatch'd  firom  her  yielded  hand,  he  knows  not 

how, 
Thraogh.  ioKsts  huge,  and  long  untravei'd  heaths 
With  desolation  brown,  he  wanders  waste, 
In  night  and  tempest  wrapp'd:  or  shrinks  aghast. 
Back,  finm  the  bending  precipice;  or  wades 
The  turbid  stream  below^  and  strives  to  reach 
The  fijrther  shore;  where  suooourless,  and  sad, 
She  with  extended  arms  his  aid  im^pkxres; 
But  stzivesin  vaui;  borne  by. the  outrageous floiod 
To  distance  down,  he  rides  the  ridgy  wave, 
Or  whfilm'd  beneath  the  boiling  eddy  sinks.  - 

These  are  the  charming  agonies  of  love, 
Whose  misery  delights^    But  through  the  heart 
Should  jeabusy  its  venom  once  difiiue,     . 
Tie  then  delightful  misery  no  more, 
But  agony  unmix'd  incessant  gall, 
Corroding  every  thought,  and  blarting  all 
Love's  paradise.    Ye  fairy  prospects,  tiien, 
Ye  beds  of  roses,  and  ye  bowers  of  joy,  . 
Farewell!  ye  gleamings  of  departed  peace, 
ShiniQ  out  your  last!  ^e  yellow-tinging  plague 
Internal  vision  taints,  and  in  a  night 
Of  lind  gloom  imagination  wraps. 
Ah  then !  instead  of  love-enliven'd  cheeks. 
Of  sonny  features,  and  of  ardent  eyes 
With  flowing  raptuie  bright,  dark  looks  succeed, 
Suffused  and  glaring  with  untender  fire ; 
A  ckioded  aspect^  and  a  burning  cheek, 

2o3 


Where  the  whole  ponoa'd  sool^  malignant,  sits, 
And  firightens  love  awa^    Ten  thousand  leam 
Invented  wild,  ten  thouaaod  fissntic  viewta 
Of  horrid  rivals,  h«ingiy|g  on  the  chaint- 
For  which  he  melte  hK.fbndnees^  eat  him  up 
W^ith  fervent  anguishi  andtoonsuming  ngs. 
In  vain  reproaches  lend  thcor  idle  aid. 
Deceitful  pride,  a^  lesolution  final, 
Criving  false  peace  a  moment    Fancy  pours, 
Afresh,  her  beautieaQn  his  busy  thought, 
Her  first  endearments  twining  round  the  aoul, 
With  aU.ths  witchoaft^  of  ensnaring  love. 
Straight  the  fieree  stocm  involves  his  miad  anew. 
Flames  through  the  nerves,  and  boUs  along  the 

veins; 
While  anxious  doubt  distracts  the  tortured  heart: 
For  e-'en  the  sad  assurance  of  his  fears 
Were  ease  to  what  he  feek.    Thus  the  vrarm 

youth, 

Whom  love  deludes  Into  his  thorny  wilds. 
Through  flowery  tempting  paths,  or  leads  a  life 
Of  fever'd  rapture  or  of  croel  care ; 
His  brightest  aims  extinguished  all,  and  all 
His  hvely  moments  running  down  to  waste. 

But  happy  they !  the  happiest  of  thdr  kind ! 
Whom  gentler  stars  unite,  and  in  one  fate 
Their  hearts,  their  fortunes,  and  their  beings  blend. 
'Tis  not  the  coarser  tie  of  human  Uws, 
Unnatural  oft  and  foreign  to  the  mind, 
That  binds  their  peace,  but  harmony  itself. 
Attuning  all  their  passions  into  love ; 
¥niere  finendship  fuU-exerts  her  softest  power. 
Perfect  esteem  enliven'd  by  desire 
IneflTaUe,  and  sympathy  oifsoul; 
Thought  meeting  thought,  and  will  preventing  vrill 
With  boundless  confidenoe :  for  nought  but  love 
Can  answer  love,  and  render  bliss  secure. 
Let  him,  ungenerous,  who,  alone  intent 
To  Uess  himae]^  fium  sordid  panols  bays 
The  loathing  virgin,  in  eternal  caie, 
WeU-merited,  rensnme  his  nights  and  days : 
Let  barbarous  nations,  whose  inhuman  love 
Is  wild  desire,  fierce  as  the  suns  they  feel; 
Let  eastern  tyrants,  finom  the  light  of  Heaven, 
Seclude  their  bosomrslams,  meanly  pfosBesii'd 
Of  a  meie  lifeless,  violated  form: 
While.those  whom  Jove  cements  in  holy  faith, 
And  equal  traasport,  ficee  as  Nature  live, 
Disdaining  fear.    What  is  the  worid  to  them, 
Its  pomp,  its  pleasure, and  its  nonaense  all? 
Who  in  each  other  clasp  whatever  fair 
High  fancy  fenna,  and  lavish  hearts  can  wish, 
Something  than  beauty  dearer,  should  they  look 
Or  on  the  mind,  or  mbid-illumin'd  face ; 
Troth,  goodness,  honour,  harmony,  and  love. 
The  richest  bounty  of  indulgent  Heaven. 
Meantune  a  smiling  offiiprijig  rises  round. 
And  mingles  both  their  graces.    By  degrees 
The  human  blossom  bk>ws :  and  every  davi 
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Soft  M  il  roDs  along,  showi  wme  oew  charm, 
The  father*!  histie,  and  the  mother's  bloom. 
Then  infant  reason  gnwa  apaoe,  and  ealb 
For  the  kind  hand  of  an  aaridaooB  care. 
Delightful  task!  to  lear  the  tender  thought, 
Toteach  the  young  idea  hour  to  ahoct. 
To  pour  the  fresh  uiatnictbn  o'er  themind, 
To  breathe  the  enlivening  spirit,  and  to  Gx 
The  generous  purpose  in' the  glowing  breast. 
Oh,  speak  the  joy  1  ye,  whom  the  sudden  tear 
Surprises  often,  while  yon  look  around, 
And  nothing  strikes  your'eye  but  sights  of  bliss, 
All  Taiious  Nature  preanng  on  the  heart : 
An  elegant  sufficiency,  content, 
Retirement,  rural  quiet,  friendship,  books, 


Ease  and  altemate  labour,  useful  file, 
Progressive  virtue,  and  approving  Heaven  1 
These  are  the  matchless  joys  of  virtuous  love , 
And  thus  their  moments  fly.     The  Sessoiw 

thus, 
As  ceaseless  round  a  jaiting  woild  they  loH, 
Still  find  them  happy ;  and  consenting  Spring 
Sheds  her  own  rosy  garland  on  theb  heads : 
Tin  evening  comes  at  last,  serene  and  mild ; 
When  after  the  bug  vernal  day  of  life, 
Enamoured  more,  as  more  remembrance  swdls 
With  many  a  ]proof  of  recollected  love. 
Together  down  they  sink  in  social  sleep ; 
Together  freed,  their  gentle  spirits  fly 
To  scenes  where  b>ve  and  biiM  fanmortal  rrign 


aumitceir. 


Jam  daruB  occultnm  Andromeda  pater 
OBteodit  Ignem:  jam  Progroo  foilt, 
Bt  aiella  veaanrLeon^ 
Sole  fflee  referente  dcoos. 
Jam  pastor  ombraa  cum  gnm  lanstiida^ 
Rivumque  feaBua  ousrit,  et  bon-idi 
DomMaSylvani:  caretque 
Ripa  vagia  tacituma  yenda. — Bor, 
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Bummer  Meteora.    AOomsL   The  whole  concluding  with  the  prate  of  Fhikiaophy. 

fluous  in  itself,  for  what  reader  need  be  tdd  of 
those  great  abilities  in  the  management  of  public 
affiuTB,  and  those  amiable  accomplishmentB  in  pri- 
vate life,  which  yon  so  eminently  poesess.  The 
general  voice  is  loud  in  the  praise  of  so  many  vir- 
tues, though  posterity  alone  will  do  them  justice. 
But  may  you.  Sir,  live  long  to  illustrate  your  own 
fame  by  your  own  actions,  and  by  than  be  trans- 
mitted to  future  times  as  the  BritiBh  Mscenas! 

Your  example  has  leccnmnended  poetry  with 
the  greatest  grace  to  the  admiration  of  those  who 
are  engaged  in  the  highest  and  most  active  scenes 
of  life:  and  thb,  though  confessedly  the  least 
considerable  of  those  exalted  qualities  that  dignify 
your  character,  must  be  particularly  pleasing  to 
one  whose  only  hope  of  being  introduced  to  your 
regard  is  through  the  recommendation  of  an  art 
in  which  you  are  a  master.  But  I  forget  what  I 
have  been  declaring  above;  and  must,  therefore, 
turn  my  eyes  to  the  following  sheets.  I  am  not  ig- 
norant that,  when  offered  to  your  perusal,  they  are 
put  into  the  hands  of  one  of  the  finest  and,  con- 


Sir, 

It  is  not  my  purpose,  in  this  address,  to  run 
into  the  common  tract  of  dedicators,  and  attempt  a 
panegyric  which  wocQd  prove  ungratefhl  to  you, 
too  arduous  for  me,  and  superfluous  vnth  regard 
to  the  world.  To-you  it.  would  prove  ungrateful, 
nnce  there  is  a  certain  generous  delicacy  in  men 
of  the  most  distinguished  merit,  disposing  them 
to  avoid  those  praises  they  so  poweiiully  attract. 
And  when  I  consider  that  a  character  in  which 
the  virtues,  the  graces,  and  the  muses  joinT  their 
influence  as  much  exceeds  the  expression  of  the 
most  elegant  and  judicioCis  pen,  as  the  finished 
oe&uty  does  the  representation  of  the  pencil,  I 
have  the  best  reasons  for  declining  such  an  ardu- 
ous undertaking.    As,  indeed,  it  would  be  super- 
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sequenlly,  the  most  indulgent  judges  of  the  age: 
but,  BB  there  u  no  mediociity  in  poetiy,  so  there 
should  be  no  limits  to  its  ambition.  I  venture  di- 
rectly on  the  tzia!  of  my  fiune.  If  what  I  here 
present  you  has  any  merit  to  gain  your  i4[iproba- 
tion,  I  am  not  afraid  of  its  koooess;  and  if  it  fidls 
of  your  notice,  I  give  it  up  to  its  just  fate.  T 
advantage,  at  least,  I  secure  to  myself,  an 
of  thus  publicly  dedartng  that  I  am,  with  the 
piofoundest  veneration, 

Sir,  your  most  devoted, 

Humble  servant, 
J,AMsa  Tboimon. 


SUMMER. 


Minutely  faithful:  suchthe  All-periecthandl 
That  poised,  impels,  and  rules  the  steady  whpU. 
•  When  now  no  more  the  alternate  Twins  trs 

fired, 
And  Cancer  reddens  with  the  solar  blaze, 
Short  is  the  doubtful  empire  of  the  night; 

~  soon,  observant  of  approaching,  day. 
The  meek-eyed  mom  appears,  mothor  of  dews. 
At  first  faint-gleaming  in  the  ^lappled  east:. 
Till  far  o'er  ether  spreads  the  widening  glow 
And,  firom  before  the  lustre  of  her  face. 
White  break  the  ckrads  away.    With  quickened 

step, 
Brovm  Night  retires:  young  Day  pours  in  apace, 
And  opens  all  the  Uwny  prospect  wide. 
The  dripping  rock,  the  mountain's  misty  top 
Swell  on  the  sight,  and  brighten  vrith  the  dawn. 
Blue,  through  the  dusk,  thesmoking currents  shine; 
And  fiom  the  bladed  field  the  fearful  hare 
Limps,  awkward:  while  along  the  fbrest-glade 
The  wild  deer  trip,  and  often  turning  gaze 
At  early  passenger.    Music  awakes 
The  native  voice  of  undisaembled  joy; 


Fbom  brightening  fields  of  ether  &ir  disclosed, 

Child  of  the  Sun,  refulgent  Summer  comes^ 

In  pride  of  youth,  and  felt  through  Nature's  depth: 

He  comes  attended  by  the  sultry  Hours, 

And  ever  fanning  breezes,  on  his  way; 

While,  fipom  his  ardent  look,  the  turning  Spring  ■  And  thick  around  the  woodland  hymns  arise. 

Averts  her  blushful  face;  and  earth,  and  skies, 

All-smiling,  to  his  hot  dominion  leaves. 

Hence,  let  me  haste  into  the  mid-wood  shade. 
Where  scarce  a  sunbeam  wanders  through  the 
gloom: 


And  on  the  dark  green  grass,  beside  the  brink 
Of  haunted  stream,  that  by  the  roots  of  oak 
RoUsoW  tne  rocky  channel,  lie  at  large, 
And  sing  the  glories  of  the  circling  year. 

Come,  Inspiration!  from  thy  hemut-seat, 
By  mortal  seldom  found:  may  Fancy  dare, 
iSom  thy  fix'd  serious  eye,  and  raptured  glance 
Shot  on  surrounding  Heaven,  to  rteal  one  look 
Creative  of  the  Poet,  every  power 
Exalting  to  an  ecstasy  of  souL 

And  thou,  my  youthful  Muse's  early  ficiend, 
In  whom  the  human  graces  all  unite: 
Pure  light  of  mind,  and  tenderness  of  heart ; 
Genius,  and  wisdom;  the  gay  social  sense. 
By  decency  chastised;  goodness  and  wit, 
In  seklom-meeting  haimony  combined; 
Unbleniish'd  honour,  and  an  active  zeal 
For  Britain's  glory,  liberty,  and  Man: 
O  Dodington!  attend  my  rural  song, 
Stoop  to  my  theme,  inspirit  every  line, 
And  teach  me  to  deserve  thy  just,  applause. 

With  what  an  awful  world-revolving  power 
Were  fint  the  unwieldy  planets  launch'd  along 
The  illimitable  void!  thus  to  remain. 
Amid  the  flux  of  many  thousand  years, 
That  oft  has  swept  the  toiling  race  of  men, 
And  all  their  labour'd  monuments  away, 
Finn,  unremitting,  matchless,  in  their  course ; 
To  the  kind-temper'd  change  of  night  and  day, 
And  of  the  seasons  ever  stealing  round, 
D 


Tloused  by  the  cock,  the  soon-dad  shepherd  leaves  i 
His  mossy  cottage,  where  with  Peace  he  dwells;  ; 
And  firom  the  crowded  fold,  in  order,  drives 
His  flock,  to  taste  the  verdure  of  the  morn. 

Falsely  luxurious!  will  not  Man  awake ; 
And,  springing  ficom  the  bed  of  sloth,  ei\joy 
The  cool,  the  firagrant,  and  the  silent  hour. 
To  meditation  due  and  sacred  songi 
For  is  there  ought  in  sleep  can  charm  the  wisel 
To  lie  in  dead  oblivion,  losing  half 
The  fleeting  moments  of  too  short  a  life; 
Total  extinction  of  the  enlightened  soul' 
Or  else  to  feverish  Tanity  alive, 
Wilder'd,  and  tossing  through  distemper'd  dreams  1 
Who  would  in  such  a  gloomy  state  remain 
Longer  than  Nature  craves;  when  every  Muse  . 
And  eveiy  bkwmmg  pleasure  wait  without. 
To  bless  the  wildly-devious  morning  walk  7 

But  yonder  comes  the  pov?erful  King  of  Day, 
Rejcidng  in  the  east    The  lessening  doud, 
The  kindling  azure,  and  the  mountain's  brow 
Dlumed  with  fluid  gold,  his  near  approach 
Betoken  glad.    Lol  now,  apparent  all. 
Aslant  the  dew-bright  earth,  and  colour'd  air, 
He  boks  in  boundless  nujesty  abroad; 
And  sheds  the  shining  day,  that  bumish'd  plays 
On  rocks,  and  hills,  and  towere,  and  wandering 

streams. 
High  gleaming  finom  afar.   '  Prime  cheerer.  Light  I 
Of  all  material  beings  fint  and  best! 
ES&ar  divine!    Nature's  resplendent  robe! 
Without  whose  vesting  beauty  all  were  wrapt 
In  unessential  gloom;  and  thou,  O  Sun! 
Soul  of  surrounding  worlds!,  in  whom  best  seen 
Shines  out  thy  Maker!  may  I  sing  of  thesl 
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'Tk  by  thy  Beoiet,  Btpong,  attnethe  ibrae, 
As  with  a  chain  indianritible  bound, 
Thy  syfltem  rolto  entile:  from  the  &r  beOnie 
Of  utmost  Saturn,  wheeling  wide  his  round 
Of  thirty  yearn,  to  Meroury,  whoae  diek 
Ckn  scarce  be  caught  by  philoeophSe  eye, 
Loet  in  the  near  effulgenee  of  thy  blaae. 

Informer  of  the  pli^ietaiy  train  I 
Without  whose  quickening  ^btnoe  their  comlnous 
orbs 
.  Were  brute  unlovely  mass,  inert  and  dead, 
And  not,  as  new,  the  green  abodes  of  life! 
How  many  forms  of  being  wait  on  thee  I 
Inhaling  sjMiit;  from  the  unfettered  mind, 
By  thee  sublimed,  down  to  the  daily  race. 
The  mixing  myriads  of  thy  setting  beam. 

The  Tegetable  world  ie  also  thine, 
Parent  of  Seasons'!  who  the  pomp  precede 
That  waits  thy  throne,  as  through  thy  vast  domain. 
Annual,  along  the  bright  ecliptic  toad, 
In  worki-rejoidng  state,  it  moves  sublime. 
Meantime,  the  expecting  nations,  circled  gsy 
With  all  Uie  various  tribes  of  fbodful  earth, 
Implore  thy  bounty,  or  send  grateful  up 
A  common  hymn :  wfafle,  round  thy  beaming  car. 
High-seen,  the  Seasons  lead,  in  sprightly  danee 
Harmonions  knit,  the  rosy^fingered  Hours, 
The  2ephyrB  floating  loose,  the  tunel/  Rains, 
Of  bloom  ethereal  the  Ught-footed  Dews, 
And  softened  into  joy  the  surly  Storms. 
These,  in  suocesaive  turn,  with  lavish  hand. 
Shower  every  beauty;  every  fragrance  shower, 
Herbs,  flowers,  and  frinfes;  and,  kindling  at  thy 

touch,       •  . 
From  land  to  land  is  flush'd  the  vernal  year. 

Nor  to  the  surface  of  enfiven'd  eaith, 
Graceful  with  hills  and  dales,  and  leafy  woods, 
Her  liberal  tresses,  is  thy  foxce  confined: 
But,  to  the  bowel'd  cavern,  darting  deep, 
The  mineral  kinds  confess  thy  mighty  power. 
Efiulgent,  hence  the  veiny  marble  shines; 
Hence  Labour  draws  his  tools;  hence  bumish'd 

War 
Gleams  on  the  day;  the  nobler  vrorks  of  Peace 
Hence  bless  mankind,  and  generous  Commerce 

binds 
The  round  of  nations  in  a  golden  chain. 

The  unfruitful  rock  itself,  impregn'd  by  thee, 
In  dark  retirement  forms  the  lucid  stone. 
The  lively  diamond  drinks  thy  purest  rays. 
Collected  light, compact;  that  polish'd  bright. 
And  all  its  native  lustre  let  abroad. 
Dares,  as  it  sparkles  on  the  fair  one's  breast, 
With  vain  ambition  emulate  her  eyes. 
At  thee  the  ruby  lights  its  deepening  glow. 
And  with  a  waving  radiance  inward  flames. 
From  thee,  the  sapphire,  solid  ether,  takes 
Its  hue  cenileiui;-and,  of  evening  tinct. 
The  purple-strBftmmg  amethyst  is  thine. 


With  thy  oiwn  smile  the  ydtow  topas  bamsL 
Nor  deeper  vieniurs  dyes  the  M>be  of  Spring, 
When  fliflt  she  givee  it  to  the  southem  gals, 
Than  the  green  emerald  shows.  Biit,allcoiiilii]ied,       ! 
Thick  through  the  wMteningopal  play  thy  beamss 
Or,  flying  seteral  from  its  swAioe,  (bim 
A  trembttng  vazianoe  of  revolving  hues, 
As  the  site  varies  in  the  gaaer's  hand. 

The  very  dead  creation,  from  thy  toodi, 
Assumes  a  mimic  life.    By  thee  reflned, 
In  brighter  nuoes  the  rehioent  stream 
Plays  o'er  the  mead.    The  precipice  abrupt, 
Projecting  horror  on  the  blacken'd  flood, 
Softens  at  thy  return.    The  desert  joys. 
Wildly,  through  all  his  melancholy  bounds. 
Rude  ruins  glitter;  and  the  briny  deep, 
Seen  from  some  pointed  promcmtoiy's  top, 
Far  to  the  blue  horizon's  utmost  verge, 
Restless,  reflects  a  floatmg  gleam.    But  this, 
And  an  the  mach-transported  Muse  can  eing, 
Are  to  thy  beauiy,  dignity,  and  use, 
Unequal  fer;  great  delegated  sooree 
Of  light,  and  life,  and  grace,  and  joy  below ! 

How  shall  I  then  attempt  to  sing  of  Him  ! 
Whtf,  Light  Himself,  in  uncreated  light 
Invested  deep,  dvrelb  awfully  retired 
From  mortal  eye,  or  angePs  purer  ken ; 
Whose  single  smile  has,  from  the  first  of  time, 
Fill'd,  overflowing,  all  those  lamps  of  Heaven, 
That  beam  for  ever  through  the  boundleas  sky : 
But,  should  he  hide  his  fece,  the  astoniih'd  sun, 
And  all  the  extinguish'd  stars,  would  kxwening 

reel 
Wide  from  th^  spheres,  and  Chaos  «odie  agun 

And  yet  was  every  faltering  tongue  of  Man,  ' 

Almiortt  Father  !  ailent  m  thy  praise ; 
Thy  works  themselves  vrould  raise  a  genend  voiee. 
E'en  in  the  depth  of  solitary  woods 
By  human  foot  untrod ;  proclaim  thy  power 
And  to  the  choir  celestial  Thee  resound, 
The  eternal  cause,  support,  and  end  of  all ! 

To  me  lie  Nature's  volmne  broad  display'd ; 
And  to  peruse  its  ail  instracting  page. 
Or,  haply  catching  Insinration  thence, 
Some  easy  passage,  raptured,  to  translate 
My  sole  delight;  as  through  the  falling  gioenis 
Pensive  I  stray,  or  with  the  rising  da»m 
On  Fancy's  eagle-vnng  excursive  sear. 

Now,  flaming  up  the  heavens,  the  potent  sun 
Melts  into  fimpid  air  the  highnraised  okrads, 
And  morning  fogs,  that  hover*d  round  tbe  hiHs 
In  paity-cokmr'd  bands ;  till  wide  unvcil*d 
The  face  of  Nature  shines,  fiiom  wtMBf  earth        i 

seems, 
Far-stretch'd  around,  to  meet  the  bending  spiieie 

Half  in  a  Uush  of  durtering  roses  lost, 
Dew-dropping  Coofaiflss  to  the  shade  rsCires; 
There,  on  the  verdant  turf,  or  floweiy  bed, 
By  gelid  founts  and  careieBs  rills  to  mose ; 
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While  tyrant  Heat,  dispreading  through  the  aky, 
With  rapid  sway,  his  huming  influence  darts 
On  man,  and  bcASt,  and  herb,  andtepd  stream. 

Who  can  mipitying  see  the  flowery  race, 
Shed  by  the  mom,  their  new-fluah'd  bloom  resign, 
Before  the  parching  beaml  so  fade  the  fair, 
When  fevers  revel  throuj^  their  azure  veins. 
But  one  the  lofty  follower  of  the  sun. 
Sad  when  he  sets,  shuts  up  her  yellow  leaves. 
Drooping  aU  night ;  and,  when  he  warm  returns. 
Points  her  enamour'd  bosom  to  his  ray. 

Home,  fiom  his  morning  task,  the  swain  te- 
tieats; 
His  flock  before  him  stepping  to  the  fold : 
While  the  fuU-udder'd  mother  lows  around 
The  cheerful  cottage,  then  expecting  fi)od, 
The  food  of  innocence  and  health!  the  daw, 
The  rock,  and  magpie,  to  the  gray-grown  oaks 
That  the  calm  village  in  their  verdant  arms, 
Sheltering,  embrace,  direct  their  lazy  flight ; 
Where  on  the  mingling  boughsthey  sit  embower'd, 
All  the  hot  noon,  till  cooler  hours  arise. 
Faint,  underneath,  the  household  fowb  convene ; 
And,  in  a  comer  of  the  buzzing  shade, 
The  house-dog,  with  the  vacant  greyhound,  lies, 
Out-stretch'd,  and  sleepy.    In  his  slumbers  one 
Attacks  the  nightly  thief,  and  one  exults 
O'er  hill  ftnd  dale  *,  till,  waken'd  by  the  wasp, 
They  starting  snap.    Nor  shall  the  Muse  disdain 
To  let  the  little  noi^  summer  race 
Live  in  her  lay,  and  flutter  through  her  song : 
Not  mean  though  simple ;  to  the  sun  ally'd, 
From  him  they  draw  their  animating  fire. 

Waked  by  his  warmer  ray,  the  reptile  young 
Come  wing'd  abroad ;  by  the  light  air  upborne, 
lighter,  and  full  of  soul.    From  every  chink 
And  secret  comer,  where  they  slept  away 
The  wintry  storms ;  or  rising  from  their  tombs, 
To  higher  life ;  by  myriads,  finth  at  once. 
Swarming  they  pour ;  of  all  the  varied  hues 
Their  beauty-beaming  parent  can  disclose. 
Ten  thousand  forms,  ten  thousand  difierent  tribes, 
People  the  blaze.    To  sunny  waters  some 
By  fatal  instinct  fly ;  where  on  the  pool 
They,  sportive,  wheel :  or,  sailing  down  the  stream. 
Are  snatch'd  immediate  by  the  quick-eyed  trout. 
Or  darting  salmon.    Thro'  the  green-wood  glade 
Some  k>ve  to  stray. ;  there  lodged,  amused,  and  fed. 
In  the  fiesh  leaf.    Luxurious,  others  make 
The  meads  their  choice,  and  visit  every  flower, 
And  every  latent  herb :  fi>r  the  sweet  task, 
To  propagate  their  kinds,  and  where  to  wrap. 
In  what  sofi  beds,  their  young  yet  undisclosed. 
Employs  their  tender  care.    Some  to  the  house. 
The  &ld,  and  dairy,  hungry  bend  their  flight ; 
Sip  round  the  pail,  or  taste  the  curdling  cheese] 
Oft,  inadvertent,  fh>m  the  milky  stream 
They  meet  their  fate ;  or,  weltering  in  the  bowl. 
With  powerless  vrings  around  them  wrapt,  expire. 


But  chief  to  heedless  flies  the  window  proves 
A  constant  death;  where,  gloomily  retired. 
The  villain  spider  lives,  Cunning,  and  fierce, 
Mixture  abhorr'd!  amid  a  mangled  heap 
Of  carcasses,  in  eager  watch  he  sits, 
O'erlooking  all  his  waving  snares  around. 
Near  the  dire  cell  the  dreadless  wanderer  oft 
Passes,  as  oft  the  ruflian  shows  his  front; 
The  prey  at  last  ensnared,  he  dreadful  darts, 
With  rapid  glide,  along  the  leaning  line; 
And,  fixing  in  the  wretch  his  crael  fangs, 
Strikes  backward  grimly  pleased;  the  fluttering 

vdng 
And  shriller  sound  declare  extreme  distress. 
And  ask  the  helping  hospitable  hand. 

Resounds  the  living  surface  of  the  ground: 
Nor  undcHghtfu]  is  the  ceaseless  hum, 
To  him  who  muses  through  the  woods  at  noon; 
Or  drowsy  shepherd,  as  he  lies  reclined. 
With  half-shut  eyes,  beneath  the  floating  shade 
Of  willows  gray,  close  crowding  o'er  the  brook. 

Grradual,  from  these  what  numerous  kinds  de* 
scend, 
Evading  e*en  the  microscopic  eye  1 
Full  Nature  swarms  with  Ufe;  one  wondrous  mass 
Of  animals,  or  atoms  organized. 
Waiting  the  vital  breath,  when  parent  Heaven 
Shall  bid  his  spirit  blow.    The  hoary  fen. 
In  putrid  streams,  emits  the  living  doud 
Of  pestilence.    Through  subterranean  cells. 
Where  searching  sunbeams  scarce  can  find  a  way 
Earth  animated  heaves.    The  flowery  leaf 
Wants  not  its  soft  inhabitants.    Secure, 
Within  its  vnnding  citadel,  the  stone 
Holds  multitudes.    But  chief  the  forest  boughs, 
That  dance  unnumber'd  to  the  playful  breeze, 
The  downy  orchard,  and  the  melting  pulp 
Of  mdlow  fruit,  the  nameless  nations  feed 
Of  evanescent  insects.    Where  the  pool 
Stands  mantled  o'er  with  green,  invisible, 
Amid  the  floating  verdure  millions  stray. 
Each  liquid  too,  whether  it  pierces,  sooths, 
Inflames,  refreshes,  or  exalts  the  taste, 
With  various  finrms  abounds.    Nor  is  the  stream 
Of  purest  crystal,  nor  the  lucid  air. 
Though  one  transpatent  vacancy  it  eeems. 
Void  of  their  unseen  people.    These,  conceal'd 
By  the  kind  art  of  forming  Heaven,  escape 
The  grosser  eye  of  man:  for,  if  the  worlds 
In  worlds  inclosed  should  on  his  senses  burst, 
F)pom  cates  ambrosial,  and  the  nectar'd  bowl, 
He  would  abhorrent  turn;  and  in  dead  night, 
When  silence  sleeps  o'er  all,  be  stunn'd  with  noise 

Let  no  presuming  impious  railer  tax 
Creative  Wisdom,  as  if  ought  was  fbxm'd 
In  vain,  or  not  for  admirable  ends. 
Shall  little  haughty  Ignorance  pronounce 
His  works  unwise,  of  which  the  smallest  part 
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Commit  their  woolly  sides.    And  oft  the  swain,     I  Stoops  for  relief;  thenoe  hotpttnendiiig  rtnni 
On  some  impatient  seizing,  burb  them  in:  |  And  keen  reflection  pain.    Deep  to  the  raoi 


Digitized  by 


Google 


TTIH]  [E    iC  ILE  AFJ  K  K. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


iSBMMBIt 


n 


Of  TegvlitwBpuch'^,  the,  deavi^g  fields 
Ajnd  ^&pfi«f  Uma  an  and  hne  ^msUmo, 
Blast  FaJocfB  bloom,  and  wUhor  e^ean  tbOrfonL 
Echo  no  OMM  letnpia  the  chflesfiil  sound 
Of  shaipBniiig  seythe:  themomrvr  sinkivgliQfjps 
O'er  Jum  the  hnmid  hSy,  with  ^we»  puffwoadi 
And  scarce  a  nbirprng  gxassh^per  is  hewd 
ThzaQghthedambmead.  DistnssfellS'atDnpants. 
The  leij  streams  look  langiud  from  a£ur; 
Or,  thxoogh  the  niwbelter'd  glade,  unpatieBt,  sewi 
To  hozl  into  the  covert  of  tbtffiOYe, 

AU-conQuering  Heat,oh  inteimit  thy  wrutjbkl 
And  on  my  throbbing  temples  potei|t  thus 
Besm  not  so  fierce!  incessant  stiil  you  flow, 
And  still  another  fervent  flood  succeeds, 
Poor'd  on  the  head  profiise.    In  vain  I  sigh, 
And  restless  torn,  and  look  around  fiir  night; 
Night  is  &r  off;  and  hotter  hours  approach. 
JThriee  happy  he!  who  on  the  sunless  side 
Of  a  romantic  mountain,  fivest-crown'd, 
Beneath  the  whole  collect  shade  reclines : 
Or  in  the  gelid  caverns,  woodbine^wronght, 
And  fiesh  bedevr'd  with  ever-spouting  str^^uBS^k 
Sitscoolly  calm;  while  all  the  world  without, 
Uneatisfied,  and  sick,  tosses  in  noon. 
Emblem  instructive  of  the  virtuous  man. 
Who  keeps  his  temper'd  mind  serene  and  pure, 
And  every  passion  aptly  harmonized, 
Amid  a  jarring  world  vrith  vice  inflameiT. 

Weloome,  ye  ihades!  ye  bowery  thicketi^  hail  1 
Ye  lofty  pines!  ye  venerable  oaks  1 
Ye  ashes  wild,  resounding  o'er  the  steep ! 
Delicious  is  your  shelter  to  the  soul,    . 
As  to  the  hunted  hart  the  sallying  spdng, 
Or  stream  full-flowing,  that  his  iwelling  sides 
lAves,  as  he  floats  along  the  herbaged  brink. 
Cool,  through  the  nerves,  your  pleasing  oomfivt 

glides; 
The  heart  beats  gbd;  the  ficesVezpanded  eye 
And  ear  resume  their  watch ;  the  sinews  knit; 
And  life  shoots  swift  through  all  the  hghten'd  limbs. 

Around  the  adjoinuig  brook,  that^mrls  along 
The  vocal  grove,  now  fiwtting  o'er  a  rock. 
Now  scarcely  moving  through  a  reedy  pool, 
Now  starting  to  a  sudden  stream,  and  now 
Gently  diflfused  into  a  limpid  plain ; 
A  various  group  the  herds  and  flocks  composci 
Rural  eonfuaion  I  on  the  grassy  bank 
Some  ruminating  lie ;  while  others  stand 
Half  in  the  flood,  and  often  bending  sip 
The  circling  sur&oe.    In  the  middle  droops 
The  strong  laborious  oz,  of  honest  front, 
Which incomposed  he  shakes;  and  from  his  sides 
The  troublous  insects  lashes  with  his  tail, 
RetumingstilL    Amid  his  subjects  safe. 
Slumbers  the  monarch-swain ;  his  careless  arm 
Thrown  round  his  head,  on  downy  moss  sustained ; 
Here  laid  his  scrip,  with  wholesome  viands  flll'd ; 
There,  istening  every  noise,  his  watchful  dog. 


Light  fly  his  slumbers,  if  perchance  aflight 
Of  angiy  giMd^ies  fasten  on  the  herd; 
That  startling  scatters  from  the  shalbw  brook. 
In  search  of  lavish  stream.    Tossing  the  foam, 
They  scorn  the  keeper's  voice,  and  scour  the  phin, 
"nuPougjiL  all  the  bright  severity  of  noon; 
While,  from  their  labouring  breasts,  a  hoUowmoan 
Proceeding,  runs  low-bellowing  round  the  hills. 

Oft  in  this  soasen  too  the  home,  provoked» 
While  his  big  sinews  full  of  spirits  swell, 
TremUing  with  vigour,  in  the  heat  of  bkiod, 
Springs  the  high  fence;  and,  o'er  the  field  efiused, 
Darts  on  the  gkwmy  flood,  with  steadfest  eye, 
And  heart  estranged  to  fear:  his  nervoys  chest, 
Lui;ariiyit^  and  erect,  the  seat  of  strength! 
Bears  down  the  opposing  streams  quenchless  his 

thirst; 
He  takes  the  river  at  redoubled  draughts; 
And  with  wide  nostrils,  snorting,  skims  UiewavoL 

^^tiU  let  me  pierce  into  the  midnight  depth 
Of  vender  grove,  of  vrildest  largest  growth : 
That,  forming  high  in  air  a  woodland  quire, 
^ods  o'er  the  mount  beneath.    At  every  step, 
Sdeom  and  slow,  the  shadows  blacker  fall, 
>And  all  is  awful  Jiwtening  gloom  around.  ^ 

^  w  These  are  the  haunts  of  Meditation,  these 
The  scenes  where  ancient  bards  the  inspirij^ 

breath, 
Ecstatic,  feU;  and,  from  this  world  retired, 
C^pveraed  with  angels,  and  unmortal  forms, 
On  gracious  errands  bent:  to  save  the  fell 
Of  virtue  struggling  on  the  brink  of  vice; 
In  waking  whispers,  and  repeated  dreams, 
To  hint  pure  thought,  and  warn  the  favour'd  sou^ 
For  future  trials  feted  to  prepare; 
To  prompt  the  poet,  who  devoted  gives 
His  muse  to  better  themes;  to  sooth  the  pangs 
Of  dying  worth,  and  from  the  patriot's  breast 
(Backward  to  xningle  in  detested  wi^. 
But  foremost  when  engaged)  to  turn  the  death; 
And  numberless  such  oflices  of  love,  '* 

Daily,  and  nightly,  zealous  to  perform. 

Shook  sudden  from  the  boeom  of  the  sky 
A  thousand  shapes  or  glide  athwart  the  dusk. 
Or  stalk  majestic  on.    Deep-roused,  I  fed 
A  sacred  terror,  a  severe  Relight, 
Creep  through  my  mortal  fhime;  and  thus,  me- 

thinks, 
A  voice  than  human  more,  the  abstracted  ear 
iPf  fency  strikes :— "  Be  not  of  us  afraid, 
Poor  kindred  man!  thy  fellow-creatures,  we 
From  the  same  Parent-Power  our  beings  drew. 
The  same  our  Lord,  and  laws,  and  great  purauit 
Once  some  of  us,  like  thee,  through  stormy  life, 
Toil'd,  tempestrbeaten,  ere  we  could  attain 
This  holy  calm,  this  harmony  of  mind,  . 
Where  purity  and  peace  immingle  ch^ms. 
Then  fear  not  us;  but  with  responsive  song, 
Amid  these  dim  recesses,  undiBturhM 
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By  noisy  folly  and  diaoofdant  Tioe, 

Of  NatTire  sang  with  ns,  and  'Nature's  QiA 

Here  frequent,  at  the  viaknaiy  hour. 

When  munng  midnight  reigns  or  sflent  noon, 

Angelic  harps  are  in  ftiU  concert  heard, 

And  voices  chanting  from  the  wood-crown'd  hill, 

The  deepening  dale,  or  inmost  syWan  glade: 

A  priTilege  bestow'd  by  us,  alone, 

On  Contemplation,  or  the  haUow'd  ear 

Ofjtoet,  swelling  to.serephic  strain." 

^^nd  art  thou,  Stainley,*  of  that  sacred  bandl 

Alas,  for  us  too  soon!  though  raised  above 

The  reach  of  human  pain,  ahove  the  flight 

Of  human  joy;  yet,  with  a  mingled  ray 

Of  sadly  pleauBed  remembrance,  must  thou  UA 

A  mother's  bve,  a  mother's  tender  woe: 

Who  seeks  thee  still,  in  many  a  former  scene; 

Seeks  thy  foir  form,  thy  lovely  beaming  eyes. 

Thy  pleasing  converse,  by  gay  lively  sense 

Inspired:  where  moral  wisdom  nuldly  shone, 

Without  the  toil  of  art;  and  virtue  glow'd,    ^^ 

In  all  her  smiles,  without  forbidding  pride.     ^ 

But,  O  thou  best  of  parentst  wipe  thy  teara; 

Or  rather  to  Ca^ental  Nature  pay 

The  tears  of  gretSul  joy,  who  for  a  while 

Lent  thee  this  younger  self,  this  opening  bloom 

Of  thy  enlighten'd  mind  and  gentle  worth. 

Brieve  the  Muse:  the  ^rintiy  blast  of  death 

Kills  not  the  buds  of  virtue;  no,  tibey  spread,   . 

Beneath  the  heavenly  beam  of  brighter  sunsj^ 

Through  endless  ages,  into  higher  powefai. 

Thus  up  the  mount,  in  aiiy  visbn  wrapt, 
I  stray,  regardless  whither;  till  the  sound 
Of  a  near  fall  of  water  every  sense 
Wakes  from  the  charm  of  Uiought:  swiftpshrink- 

i^g  back, 
I  check  my  steps,  and  view  the  broken  scelne. 
/"^Smooth  to  the  shelving  brink  a  copious  flood 
^^     Rolls  fiur,  and  placid ;  where  collected  all, 
^^i|^4>ne  impetuous  torrent,  down  the  steep 

a  thund^ing  shoots,  and  shakui  the  country 

round. 
At  first,  an  azure  sheet,  it  rushes  broad ; 
Then  whitening  by  degrees,  as  prone  it  falls, 
And  fit>m  the  Idud  resounding  rocks  below 
Dash'd  in  a  cloud  of  foam,  it  sends  aloft 
A  hoaiy  mist,  add  forms  a  ceaseless  shower. 
Nor  can  the  tortured  wave  here  find  repose : 
But,  raging  still  amid  the  shaggy  rocks, 
Now  flashes  o'er  the  scatter'd  fragmenti^  now 
Aslant  the  hollow  channel  rapid  darts ; 
And  faUing  fast  from  gradual  slope  to  slope, 
With  wild  infracted  course,  and  lessen'd  roar. 
It  gains  ti  safer  bed,  and  steals,  at  last, 
^  Along  the  mazes  of  the  quiet  vale. 

.)ivited  from  the  cliff,  to  whose  dark  brow 


« A  jmung  lady,  who  died  Bl  the  age  of  eighteen^  in  the  year 
173^  upon  wbom  "nioineon  wrote  an  Epitaph. 


He  dingsi  the  steep-asoeoding  eagle  soars, 
With  upward  pinions  through  the  flood  of ^y; 
And,  giting  full  his  bosom  to  the  btee^ 
Gains  on  the  sun;  while  all  the  tonelui  race, 
Smit  by  afflictive  noon,  disorderBd  droop, 
Deep  in  the  thicket;  or,  finom  bower  to  bower 

esponsive,  force  an  interrupted  strain. 

'he  stock-dove  only  through  the  forest  oooa, 
Mournfully  hoarse;  oft  ceasing  feom  his  i^amt, 
Short  interval  of  weary  wo !  again 
The  sad  idea  of  his  murder'd  mate, 
Struck  from  his  side  by  savage  fowler's  guile, 
Across  bis  foncy  comes;  and  then  resounds 
A  louder  song  of  sorrow  through  the  grove. 

Beside  the  dewy  border  let  me  sit, 
All  in  the  freshness  of  the  humid  air: 
There  in  that  hollow'd  rock,  grotesque  and  wiU^ 
An  ample  chAir  moes-Iined,  and  over  head 
By  flowering  umbrage  shaded;  where  the  bee 
Straye  diligent ;  and  with  the  extracted  balm 
Of  fragrant  woodbine  loads  his  little  thigh. 

^Now,  whUe  I  taste  the  sweetness  oif  the  shade 
ature  lies  around  deep-lull'd  in  noon, 
bold  Fancy,  spread  a  daring  flight, 
And^'^ew^lSe  wonders  of  the  torrid  zone: 
Climes  unrelenting! .  with  whoee  rage  compared. 
Yon  blaze  is  feeble,  and  yqn  skies  are  cool. 
See,  how  at  once  the  bright  effulgent  eun, 
Rising  direct,  swift  chases  from  the  sky 
The  short-lived  twilight^,  and  with  ardent  Uaza 
Looks  gaily  fierce  through  all  the  dazzKng  air: 
He  mounts  his  throne ;  but  kind  before  him  send^**  v 
Issuing  from  out  the  portals  of  the  mom. 
The  general  breeze,*  to  mitigate  his  fire, 
And  breathe  refreshment  on  a  fainting  world. 
G^reat  are  the  scenes,  with  dreadful  beauty  crown'd 
And  barbarous  wealth,  that  see,  each  circling  year, 
Returning  suns  and  double  seaaonst  pass: 
Rocks  rich  in  gems,  and  mountains  big  with  mines, 
That  on  the  high  equator  ridgy  rise. 
Whence  many  a  bursting  stream  auriferous  playi: 
Majestic  woods,  of  every  vigorous  green, 
Stage  above  stage,  high  waving  o'er  the  hills; 
Or  to  the  fair  horizon  wide  difllused, 
A  boundless  deep  immensity  of  shade. 
Here  loffy  trees,  to  ancient  song  unknowr, 
The  noble  sons  of  potent  heat  and  floods 
Prone-rushing  from  the  ck>uds,  rear  high  to  Heaven 
Their  thorny  stems,  and  broad  around  them  throw 
Meridian  gloom.    Here,  in  eternal  prime, 
Unnumbered  fruits  of  keen  delicious  taste 
And  vital  spirit,  drink  amid  the  clifib, 


*  Which  blows  coostanily  he(weai  the  tropics  fitm  the 
east, orthe  collateral  pointa^  Oie  north eas  and  eouth^ait; 
cansBd  by  the  praanire  of  the  rarafied  air  CD  that  hefim  it,  ae* 
coidiag  to  the  diurnal  motioo  of  the  aun  from  tmi  to  wcaL 

f  In  all  climatea  between  the  tropic^  the  aoi^  as  be  peaaea 
and  repaaaee  in  his  annual  motion,  is  twioa  a  year  wttoal, 
which  produces  thiaeflbcL 
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And  bormng  wode  that  iMmk  the  ahnibbj  tsIm, 
RedouUfld  day,  yet  in  their  ragged  eoat» 
A  friendly  juSoe  te  cool  its  rage  contain. 

Bear  me,  Pomono!  to  thy  citron  grovea; 
To  where  the  lemon  and  the  piercing  lime, 
With  the  deep  orange,  glowing  through  the  green, 
Their  lighter  glories  hlend.    Lay  me  reclined 
Beneath  the  spreading  tamarind  thai  shakes, 
Fann'd  hy  the  hveeze,  its  ferer-cooling  fruit 
Deep  in  the  night  the  massylocust  sheds, 
GtuNich  my  hot  limbs;  or  lead  me  through  the 


Emhowering  endless,  of  the  Indian  4g; 
Or  thrown  at  gayer  ease,  on  some  fidr  hrow, 
Let  me  hehold,  hy  breezy  murmurs  oool'd, 
Broad  o*er  my  head,  the  Terdant  cedar  wave, 
And  high  palmetos  lift  their  graceful  shade. 
Or  stretch'd  anud  these  orchards  of  the  sun, 
Give  me  to  dndn  the  cocoa's  milky  bowl, 
And  from  the  palm  to  draw  its  freshening  winel 
More  honnteous  far  than  all  ihe  frantic  juice  ^ 
Which  BaocAuB  pouxB.   Nor,  on  ito  slender  twigs 
Low-bending,  be  the  frill  pomegranate  soora'd; 
Kor,  creeping  through  the  woods,  the  gelid  race 
Of  berries.    Oft  in  humble  station  dwdls 
(Jnbeastful  worth,  above  ftsddious  pomp. 
Witness,  thou  best  Anana,  thou  the  pride 
Of  vegetable  life,  beyond  whatever 
The  poets  imaged  in  the  golden  age: 
Ctuick  let  me  strip  thee  of  thy  tufty  coat. 
Spread  thy  ambrosial  stores,  and  feast  with  Jove ! 

Fran  these  the  prospect  varies.  Plains  immenim 
Lie  stretch'd  b^w,  interminable  meads 
And  vast  savannahs,  where  the  wandering  eye, 
Unfo'd,  is  in  a  verdant  ocean  k)st 
Another  Flora  there,  of  bolder  hues. 
And  richer  sweets,  beyond  o^  garden's  pride, 
Flays  o'er  the  fields,  and  showers  with  sudden  hand 
Exuberant  spring:  for  oft  those  valleys  shift 
Their  green  embroider'd  robe  to  fiery  brown. 
And  swift  to  green  agam,  as  scorehing.suns. 
Or  streaming  dews  and  torrent  rains,  prevail 

Along  these  lonely  regicos,  where,  retired 
From  little  scenes  of  art,  great  Nature  dwells 
In  awfiil  solitude,  and  nought  is  seen 
But  the  wild  herds  that  own  no  master's  stall 
Prodigioas  liven  roll  their  fattening  seas: 
On  whose  luxuriant  herbage,  half  conoeai'd, 
Like  a  fiJlen  cedar,  frir  diffiised  his  train, 
Cased  in  green  scales,  the  crocodile  extends. 
The  fiood  disparts:  behold!  in  plaited  mail 
Behemoth*  rears  his  head.  Glanced  from  his  side. 
The  darted  steel  in  idle  shivers  flies: 
Be  fearless  walks  the  plain,  or  sedu  the  hills; 
Where,  as  he  crops  his  varied  fare,  the  herds, 
In  vridening  circle  round,  forget  their  food, 
And  at  the  harmless  stranger  wondering  gaas. 


pMoeful,  beneath  primeval  trees,  that  cast 
Their  amj^  shade  o'er  Niger's  stream,      « 
And  whete  the  Ganges  rolls  his  sacred  wave; 
Or  mid  the  central  depth  of  blackening  woods. 
High  ruaed  in  solemn  theatn  arowid, 
Leans  the  huge  elephanit:  wisest  of  brutesl 
O  truly  wise,  with  gentle  might  endow'd. 
Though  powerful,  not  destructive!  here  he  sees 
Revolving  ages  sweep  the  changeful  earth, 
And  empires  rise  and  fidl;  regardless  he 
Of  what  the  never-resting  race  of  men 
Project:  thrice  happy!  could  he  'scape  their  ffoi^ 
Who  mine,  from  cruel  avarice,  his  steps; 
Or  with  his  toweiy  grandeur  swell  th^  state,    ''^ 
The  piide  of  kings!  or  dse  his  strength  pervert, 
And  Ind  him  rage  amid  the  mortal  fray, 
Astonish'd  at  the  madness  of  mankind. 

Wide  o'er  the  winding  umbnge  of  the  floods, 
Like  vivid  blossoms  gk>wing  from  afar, 
Thickswarm  the  blighter  birds.  ForNature'shand, 
That  with  a  sportive  vanity  has  deck'd 
The  plumy  nations,  there  her  gayest  hues 
Profusely  pours.*    But,  if  she  bids  them  shine, 
Array'd  in  all  the  beauteous  beams  of  day. 
Yet  frugal  still,  she  humbles  them  in  song. 
Nor  envy  we  the  gaudy  robes  they  lent 
Proud  Montezuma's  realm,  whose  legions  cast 
A  boundless  radiance  waving  on  the  sun. 
While  Philomel  is  ours;  while  in  our  shades. 
Through  the  soft  silence  of  the  listening  night. 
The  sober-suited  songstress  thrills  her  lay. 

But  come,  my  muse,  the  desert-barrier  burst, 
A  wfld  expanse  of  lifeless  sand  and  sky: 
And,  swifter  than  the  toiling  caravan. 
Shoot  o'er  the  vale  of  Sennar;  ardent  dimb 
The  Nubian  mountains,  and  the  secret  bounds 
Of  jealous  Abyssinia  boldly  pierce. 
Thou  art  no  ruffian,  who  beneath  the  mask 
Of  social  commerce  eomest  to  rob  their  wealth; 
No  holy  fury  thou,  blaspheming  Heaven, 
With  consecrated  steel  to  stab  theb  peace, 
And  through  the  land,  yet  red  frxwa  dvil  wounds^ 
To  spread  the  purple  tyranny  of  Rome. 
Thou,  like  the  harmless  bee,  mayeat  freely  range, 
From  mead  to  mead  bright  with  exalted  flowers, 
From  jasmine  grove  to  grove  mayst  wander  gay, 
Through  palmy  shades  and  aromatic  woods, 
That  grace  the  plains,  invest  the  peopled  hills. 
And  up  the  more  than  Alpine  mountains  wave. 
Them  on  the  breezy  summit,  spreading  fair, 
For  many  a  league;  or  on  stupendous  rocks. 
That  from  the  sun-redouUing  valley  lift, 
Cool  to  the  middle  air,  their  kwny  tops; 
Where  palaces,  and  fiines,  and  villas  xim; 
And  gardens  smile  around,  and  cultured  fields; 


*  The  hlppepotaxnni^  or  rlrer^hons. 
2P 


*  In  an  the  regtoos  of  the  torrid  zone  the  blrdi^  thoogh 
more  beantifal  in  their  pLumage,  axe  obaerved  tO  be  laia  9«» 
lodHoas  then  ovm 
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And  ftranadingaih;  JoideatelMibeidiBiid  flofiks 
SecnvlyBMor;  aWDild'widibiilaeK; 
Dudttiifaig  all  anuilt :  then  let  me  draw 
EthnwlMui,  there  drink  revising  gilei, 
Profuiely  bfeatfaing  from  the  spicy  gtcma, 
And- valee  of  fngnnce;  then  at  dietanoe  hear 
The  roaring  floods,  and  cataxacta,  that  aweep 
From  diseiuioWiel'd  earth  the  vugin  gold; 
And  o'er  the  varied  landseape,  restless,  rote, 
Fenrent  with  life  of  every  fairer  kind: . 
A  land  of  wooden  1  wfakh  the  smistill  eyes 
With^ay  direct,  as  of  the  lovely  realm 
Knamovr'd,  and  delightmg  there  to  dwell. 

r  How  changed  the  scene  I  in  biasing  height  of 
noon, 
The  son,  oppresii'd,  is  plnnged  in  thickest  gloom, 
Still  horror  reigns,  a  dreary  twilight  ronnd, 
Of  stragg&ig  night  and  day  malignant  mir'd. 
For  to  Uie  hot  e<ioafiDr  crowding  last, 
Where,  highly  rarefied,  the  yielding  air 
Admits  their  stream,  incessant  vapours  roll, 
^mnTJng  clowls  on  dottds  Gontinual  heap'd ; 
Or  whiri'd  tempestuous,  by  the  gusty  wind, 
Or  sHent  borne  abng,  heavy  and  sk>w, 
With  the  bigstores  of  steaming  oceans  charged. 
Meantime,  amid  these  upper  seas,  condensed 
Around  the  cold  aerial  mountain's  brow. 
And  by  conflicting  winds  togedier  dash'd, 
The  thunder  holds  his  black  tremendous  throne ; 
From  cloud  to  cloud  the  rending  lightnings  rage; 
Till,  in  the  furious  elemental  war 
Dissolved,  the  whole  precipitated  mass 
[Unbroken  floods  and  solid  torrents  pours. 

The  treasures  tiiese,  hid  from  the  bounded 
search 
Of  ancient   knowledge;  whenoe,  iriCh  annual 

pomp, 
Rich  king  of  floods  I  o'erflows  the  swdlzng  Nile. 
From  his  two  springs,  in  Gkjam's  sunny  realm. 
Pure  welling  out,  he  through  the  ludd  lake 
Of  fair  Dambea  rolii  his  ii^uit  stream* 
There,  by  the  naiads  nursed,  he  sports  away 
His  playful  youth,  amid  the  fragrant  isles. 
That  with  un&ding  verdure  smile  around. 
Ambitious,  thence  the  manly  river  breaks; 
And  gathering  many  a  flood,  and  copious  led 
With  all  the  meUow'd  treasures  of  the  dcy, 
Winds  in  progressive  majesty  abng: 
Through  splendid  kingdoms  now  devolves  his 

maie. 
Now  wanders  wild  o'er  solitary  tracts 
Of  life-deserted  sand;  till,  glad  to  quit 
The  joyless  desert,  down  the  Nubian  rocks 
From  thimdering  steep  to  steep,  he  pours  his  uin. 
And  BIgypt  joys  beneath  the  spreading  wave. 

His  brother  Niger  too,  and  all  the  floods 
In  which  the  full-form'd maids  of  Afric  lave 
Th^  jetty  limbs;  and  all  that  from  the  tract 
( )f  woody  mountain  stretch'd  through  goigeousind 


Fafi  6n  Cor'Bumdel^  eoa^  cr  Malabar; 
From  Menam'a^otiflnlstreafliitiifiit  nightly  shfaMi 
With  insect-lamps,  to  wh«e  Aatocft  dieds 
On  Indo^  smiling  banks  die  roiyidiower:  . 
All,  at  tills  bounteous  senson,  ope  iheir  vns, 
And*  poor  untoihng  harvest  0^  the  land. 
yi!hf  less  thy  world,  Columbtts,  diidka,  fefimrhU 
The  lavish  moistuie  of  the  melthig  year. 
Wider  o'er  his  isles,  the  bnnehii^  Oronoqile 
Rolls  a  brown  deluge;  and  the  native  drtvai 
To  dwefl-abftoiTlife-sttfficmg  trees,  . 
At  once  his  dome,  his  robe,  his  food,  and  araan 
Swell'd  by  » thousand  streams,  impeCUoos  huffd 
From  all  the  roaring  Andes,  huge  deecende 
The  mighty  Orellana.t    Sean^  the  Mose 
Dares  atietch  her  vring  o'er  this  enormous  msav 
Of  rushing  water;  scarce  she  dares  attempt 
The  sea-like  Plata;  to  whose  dread  expanse, 
Continuous  depth,  and  wondron  length  of  coarse, 
Our  floods  are  rills.    With  unabated  ibiee, 
In  silent  dignity  they  sweep  along. 
And  traverse  realms  unknown,  and   hknaing 

wikis, 
And  fruitful  deserts,  worlds  of  solitude, 
Where  the  sun  smiles  and  seasons  teem  in  vain, 
Unseei^  and  unenjoy'd.    ForBaking  these. 
O'er  peopled  plains  they  fiur-dilfusive  flew. 
And  many  a  nation  fM,  and  drde  safe; 
In  their  soA  bosom,  many  a  happy  isle; 
The  seat  of  blameless  Pan,  yet  undistvrb'd 
By  Christian  dimes,  and  Europe's  cruel  sons. 
ThoB  pouring  on  they  proudly  seek  the  deep, 
Whose  vanqmsh'd  tide  recoiling  from  the  shock, 
Yields  to  the  liquid  weight  of  half  die  globe, 
And  Ocean  trembles  for  his  green  dsmain. 

But  what  avails  this  wondrous  waste  ef  weakh) 
This  gay  profusion  of  luxurious  Uiss  7 
This  pomp  of  Natare  1  what  their  balmy  meadi^ 
Their  powerful  herbs,  and  Ceres  void  of  pain  1 
By  vagrant  birds  dispersed  and  wafting  winda^ 
What  their  unplanted  frniUl   what   the  cool 

draughts. 
The  ambrosial  feod,  rich  gums,  and  spicy  heakh, 
Their  forests  yield?  their  toiling  bisects  what  1 
Their  silky  pride,  and  vegetable  nhesi 
Ah  f  what  avaMtheu'  fatal  treasures,  hid 
Deep  hi  the  bowels  of  the  pitying  earth, 
Gh>loonda's  gems,  and  sad  Potosi's  mines; 
Where  dwelt  the  gentlest  children  of  the  sun  1 
What  all  that  Afric's  golden  rivert  roU, 
Her  odorous  woods,  and  shining  ivory  stosesi 
Ill-feted  race!  the  softening  arts  of  Peace, 
Whate'er  the  humanizing  Muses  teach ; 
The  godlike  wisdom  of  the  temper'd  breast 


*  The  river  that  rune  through  Sbm:  on  whose  bsnka  a 
Taet  multitude  of  thoee.in8ecie,  called  fire-fliei^  make  a  beao- 
tlful  appearance  In  the  nif  ht 

t  The  river  of  the  AiDSSOiML 
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Pn^iesnve  trath^  the  patieAtfinoe  of  thought ; 
InTestigation  calm,  whoie  nient  powen 
Command  the  world;  the  light  that  le&db  to  Hea- 

Kind  equal  raky  the  goireroment  of  laws, 
And  aU-pvoieethig  Freedom,  which  alone 
Suetaimi  the  nune  and  dignity  of  man: 
Theae  are  not  thein.    The  parent  mm  himself 
Seems  o*er  this  woild  of  slaves  to  tyrannize ; 
And,  with  oppressive  ray,  the  roseate  bloom 
Of  beauty  blasting,  gives  the  gloomy  bus. 
And  ftature  gross:  or  worse,  to  ruthless  deeds, 
Mad  jealousy,  blind  rage,  and  fell  revenge, 
Their  ftrvid-spiiit^res.    Love  dwells  not  there, 
The  soft  rsgards,  the  tenderness  of  life, 
The  heait-ahed  tear,  the  inefl&ble  deliglit 
Of  sweet  humanity :  these  court  the  beam 
Of  milder  climes ;  in  selfwh  fierce  desiie, 
And  the  wild  fury  of  volupiuous  sense. 
There  lost    The  very  brute-creation  there 
This  rage  partakes,  and  burns  with  horrid  fire. 
Lo !  tiie  green  serp^it,  £rom  his  dark  abode. 
Which  even  Imagination  fears  to  treftd, 
At  noon  forth-issuing,  gathers  up  his  train 
In  orbs  immense,  then,  darting  out  anew, 
Seeks  the  refreshing  fount;  by  which  diifused, 
He  throws  his  folds :  and^  while,  with  threatening 

tqngne 
And  deathfiil  jaws  erect,  the  monster  curls 
His  flaming  crest,  ail  other  thirst  appoll'd, 
Or  shivering  fiies  or  check'd  at  distance  stands, 
Hor  dares  approach.    But  stiU  more  direM  he, 
The  small  close-lurking  minister  of  fate, 
Whose  highrconoocted  venom'  through  the  veins 
A  rapid  Ughtning  darts,  arresting  swift 
The  vital  current.    Form'd  to  humble  man. 
This  child  of  vengeM  Nature !  there,  sublimed 
To  fearless  lust  of  blood,  the  savage  race 
Roam,  licensed  by  the  shading  hour  of  guilt. 
And  foul  misdeed,  when  the  pure  day  has  shut 
His  sacred  eye.    The  tiger  darting  fierce 
Impetuous  on  the  prey  his  glance  has  doomed : 
The  lively  shining  leopard,  speckled  o'er 
With  many  a  spot,  the  beauty  of  the  waste ; 
And,  scorning  all  the  taming  arts  of  man, 
The  keen  hyena,  follest  of  the  fell. 
These,  rushing  from  the  inhospitable  woods 
Of  Mauritania,  Hr  the  tufted  ides, 
That  vesdant  rise  amid  the  Libyan  viild, 
Innumerous  glare  around  their  shaggy  king 
Majestic,  stalking  o*er  the  printed  sand ; 
And,  with  imperious  and  repeated  roars, 
Demand  their  feted  food.    The  fearful  fiodcs 
Crowd  near  the  guardian  swam ;  the  nobler  herds. 
Where  round  their  lordly  bull,  in  rural  ease 
They  ruminating  lie,  with  horror  hear 
The  coming  rage.    The  awaken'd  village  starts ; 
And  to  her  fluttering  breast  the  mother  strains 
Her  thoughtiess  infent.    From  the  pyrate's  den. 


Or  stem  Morocco's  tyrant  fang  escaped. 
The  vrretch  half  wislies  fer  his  bonds  again : 
While,  uproar  all,  the  wilderness  resounds, 
From  At^  eastward  to  the  frighted  Nile. 

Unhappy  he !  who  from  the  first  of  joys, 
Society,  ^ut  ofl^  is  left  alone 
Amid  tius  world  of  death.    Day  after  dfty. 
Sad  on  the  jutting  emmence  he  sits, 
And  views  the  main  that  ever  toils  below; 
Still  fondly  forming  in  the  ferthest  verge. 
Where  the  round  ether  mixes  with  the  wave. 
Ships,  dim-discover'd.  dropping'  from  the  Qlouds ; 
At  evening,  to  &e  setting  sun  he  turns 
A  mournful  eye,  and  down  his  dying  heart 
Sinks  helpless ;  while  the  wonted  roar  is  up, 
And  hiss  caintinual^th^u£^,the  tedious  night. 
Yet- here,  e'en  here,  into  these  black  abodes 
Of  mocuM^rs,  uni^pall'd,  from  stooping  Rome. 
And  guilty  Cssar,  Liboty  retired, 
Her  Cato  following  through  Numidian  wilds*, 
Disdainful  of  Campania's  gentle  plaii)s. 
And  all  the  green  delights  Ausonia  pours; 
When  for  them  she  must  bend  the  servile  knee, 
Andxfawning.take  the  splendid  robber's  boon. 

Nor  stop  the  terrors  oi  these  regions  here. 
Commiasio&'d  dempns  oft,  angels  of  wrath. 
Let  loose  the  ragmg  elements.    Breathed  hot 
Fipm  all  the  boundless  furnace  of  the  sky. 
And  the  wide  glittering  wast^  of  burning  sand, 
A  sufibcatin^  wind  the  pilgrim  smites 
With  instant  death.    Patient  of  thirst  and  toil, 
Son  of  the  desert  1  e'en  tjiie  camel  feels. 
Shot  through  his  wither'd  heart,  the  fiery  blast 
Or  from  the  bhick-red  ether,  bursting  broad, 
Sallies  the  sudden  whirlwind.  Straight  the  sands, 
Commoved  around,  in  gathering  eddies  play: 
Nearer  and  nearer  still  they  darkening  cpme ; 
Till,  with  the  general  all-involving  storm 
Swept  up,  the  whole  continuous  wild  arise; 
And  by  thistr  noonday  fount  dejected  thrown 
Or  sunk  at  night  in  md  disastrous  sleep, 
Beneath  descending  hills,  the  caravan 
Is  buried  deep.    In  Cairo's  crow^  streets 
The  impatient  merchant,  wondering,  waits  in  vaii^ 
And  Mecca  saddens  at  the  long  delay. 

But  chief  at  sea,  whose  every  flexile  wave 
Obeys  the  blast,  the  aerial  tumult  swells. 
In  the  dread  ocean,  undulating  wide. 
Beneath  the  radiant  line  that  girts  the  globe. 
The  circling  Typhon,*  whirl'd  from  point  to  point, 
Exhausting  all  the  rage  of  all  the  sky, 
And  dire  Ecnephia*  reign.    Amid  the  heavens, 
Falsely  serene,  deep  in  a  cloudy  speck  t 
Compress'd,  the  mighty  tempest  broodrng  dwells 


'  Typhon  and  Ecnephia,  naiDBsofpartlculaz  f'omu  or  hut  • 
ricanei^  known  only  between  the  tropica. 

t  CUkd  by  aaUon  tfaa  Ox-«y«^  being  in  appeanrcb  ai  ft'v 
no  bigger. 
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Of  no  regaid,  n,re  to  the  tkilful  eye, 

Fiery  and  fonl,  the  ■mall  prognostic  hangs 

Aloft,  or  on  the  promontory's  brow 

Musters  its  force.    A  faint  deceitful  cahn, 

A  fluttering  gale,  tiie  demon  sends  before, 

To  tempt  the  spreading  saiL    Then  down  at  ODoe, 

Precipitant,  descends  a  mingled  mass 

Of  roaring  winds,  and  flame,  and  rushing  floods. 

In  wild  amazement  fix'd  the  sailor  stands. 

Art  is  too  sbw:  by  rapid  fate  oppressed, 

His  broad-winged  ▼essel  dxinks  the  whelming  tide, 

Hid  in  the  bosom  of  the  black  abyss. 

With  such  mad  seas  the  daring  Ghana*  fi>ught| 

For  many  a  day,  and  many  a  dreadful  night, 

Incessant,  labouring  round  the  stormy  Ci^w; 

By  bold  ambition  led,  and  bolder  thirst 

Of  gold.    For  then  from  ancient  gloom  emerged 

The  rising  world  of  trade:'  the  Genius,  then, 

Of  navigation,  that,  m  hopeless  sloth, 

Had  slumber'd  on  the  vast  Atlantic  deep, 

For  idle  ages,  starting,  hoard  at  last 

The  Lusitanian  Prince  ;t  who,  Heaven-inspired, 

To  love  of  useful  glory  roused  mankind, 

And  in  unbounded  commenx  mix'd  the  World. 

Increasing  still  the  terrors  of  these  storms, 
His  jaws  horrific  arm'd  with  threefold  fate, 
Here  dwells  the  direful  shark.    Lured  by  the  seent 
Of  steaming  crowds,  of  rank  disease,  .and  death, 
Behold!  he  rushing  cute  the  briny  flood, 
Swifi  as  the  gale  can  bear  the  ship  along; 
And,  from  the  partners  of  that  cruel  trade. 
Which  spoils  unhappy  Guinea  of  her  sons, 
Demands  his  share. of  prey;  demands  themselves. 
The  stormy  fiites  descend :  one  death  involves 
Tyranto  and  slaves;  when  straight,  their  mangled 

limbs 
Crashing  at  once,  he  dyes  the  purple  seas    ^ 
With  gore,  and  riote  in  the  vengeful  meal. 

When  o'er  this  world,  by  equinoctial  rains 
Flooded  immense,  looks  out  the  joyless  sun, 
And  draws  the  copious  stream:  fh>ra  swampy  fens, 
Where  putrefaction  into  life  ferments, 
And  breathes  destructive  myriads;  or  from  woods, 
Ipipenetrable  shades,  recesses  foul, ' 
In  vapours  raqk  and  blue  corruption  wrapt, 
Whose  gloomy  honors  yet  no  desperate  foot 
Has  ever  dared  to  pierce;  then,  wasteful,  forth 
Walks  the  dire  Power  of  pestilent  disease. 
A  thousand  hideous  fiends  her  course  attend, 
Sick  Nature  blasting,  and  to  heartless  woe, 
And  feeble  desolation,  casting  down 
The  towering  hopes  and  all  the  pride  of  Man. 
Such  as,  of  late,  at  Carthagena  quench'd 
The  British  fire.    You,  gaDant  Vernon,  saw 


*  Vasco  de  Gams,  the  first  who  sailed  round  Africa,  by  the 
Tape  of  Good  Hope,  to  the  Eaat  Indies.  | 

t  Don  Henry,  third  son  to  John  the  First,  King  of  Portugal ' 
His  stnmg  genius  to  the  discovery  of  new  countries  was  the 
dilef  source  of  all  ilie  modem  improTemeniil  in  navigation,     t 


The  miserable  scaao,  yon  pitying,  «aW 
To  infant-we^nesB  sunk  the'warrior's  arm; 
Saw  the  deep-racking  pang,  the  ghastly  Ibnp, 
The  lip  pale  quivering,  and  the  beamleas  eye 
No  more  with  ardoui  bright:  you  heard  the  gzoan 
Of  agonizing  ships,  from  sl^oae  to  shore; 
Heiird,  nightly  plunged  amid  the  sullen  waves, 
The  frequent  corse;  while  on  eacb  other  fix'd. 
In  sad  presage,  the  blank  assistante  eeem'd, 
Siloit,  to  ask,  whom  Fate  would  next  demand. 
What  need  I  mentixm  those  inclement  skies, 
Where,  firequent  o'er  the  sickening  dty,  Plague^ 
The  fiercest  child  of  Nemesis  divine, 
Descends?  From  Ethiopia's  poison'd  woods, 
From  stifled  Ca^'s  filth,  and  fetid  fields 
With  locust-azmies  putrefying  heap'd^ 
This  great  destroyer  sprung.    Her  awful  lage 
The  brutes  escape:  Man  is  her  destined  prey. 
Intemperate  Man!  and,  o'er  his  guilty  domes, 
She  draws  a  doee  incumbent  cloud  of  death; 
Uninterrupted  l^  the  living  winds, 
Forbid  to  blow  a  wholesome  breeze;  and  stain'd 
With  many  a  mixture  by  the  sun,  sufii^sed, 
Of  angry  aspect    Princdy  wisdom,  then. 
Dejects  his  watchful  eye;  and  from  the  hand 
Of  ^ble  justice,  iiieflTectual,  drop 
The  sVord  and  balance:  mute  the  voice  of  joy, 
And  hush'd  the  clamour  of  the  busy  world. 
£mpty  the  streets,  with  uncouth  verdure  elad; 
Into  the  worst  of  deserte  sudden  tum'd 
The  cheerfhl  haunt  of  men  r  unless  escaped 
From'  the  doom'd .  house,  where  mafaAif^  homn 

reigns. 
Shot  up  by  barbarous  fear,  the  smitten  wretch, 
With  firen^  vrild,  breaks. k)ose;  and,  loud  to 

Heaven 
Screaming,  the  dreadful  polity  arraigns, 
Inhuman,  and  unwise.    The  sullen  door, 
Yet  uninfected,  on  ite  cautious  hinge 
Fearing  to  turn,  abhors. society: 
Dependants,  firiends,  relations.  Love  liiina»]f^ 
Savaged  by  woe,  forget  the  tender  tie. 
The  sweet  engagement  of  the  feeling  heart 
But  vain  their  selfish  care:  the  circling  sky, 
The  wide  enlivening  air  is  fuil  of  fete; 
And,  struck  by  turns,  in  solitary  pangs 
They  fell,  unblest,  untended,  and  unmoom'd. 
Thus  o'er  the  prostrate  city  blacA  Despair 
Extends  her  raven  wing:  while,  to  complete 
The  scene  of  desolation,  stretch'd  around, 
The  grim  guards  stand,  denying  all  retreat, 
And  give  the  flying  wretch  a  better  death. 

Much  yet  remains  unsung:  the  rage  intense 
Of  brazen>vaulted  skies,  of  iioa  fields, 
Where  drought  and  famine  starve  the  blasted  year: 
Fired  by  the  torch  of  noon  to  tenfold  rage. 
The  infuriate  hill  that  shoote  the  pillar'd  flame; 
And,  roused  within  the  subterraneaq  worid. 
The  expanding  earthquake,  that  resistless  shakes 
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Aspiiing  dtieB  firbm  their  solid  base, 
And  buries  mountains  in  the  flaming  gulf. 
But  *tiB  enough ;  return,  my  Tagraoit  Muse : 
er  scene  of  honor  calls  thee  home. 
'sloWi^ettling  o'er  the  lurid  grove 
UnU8ua>  darkness  broods ,  and  growing  gains 
The  full  possession  of  the  sky,  surcharged 
With  wrathful  vapour,  from  the  secret  beds,  .  , 
Where  slepp  the  mineral  generations,  drawn. 
Thence  nitre,  sulphur,  and  the  fiery  spume 
Of  fiit  bitumen,  steaming  on  the  day, 
Withvarious-dnctured  trams  of  latent  flame, 
Pollute  the  sky,  and  in  yon  baleful  cloud, 
A  reddemng  gloom,  a  magazine  of  fati^ 
Feiment;  till,  by  the  touch  ethereal  roused, 
The  dash  of  cloudff,.  or  iipritating  war 
Of  fighting  winds,  while  all  is  calm  below, 
They  furious  spring.    A  boding  silence  reigns, 

riSead  through  the  dun  expanse ;  save  the  dull  sound 
That  firom  l^e  mountain,  previous  to  the  storm, 
Rolls  o'er  the  muttering  earth,  disturbs  the  flood, 
And  shakes  the  forest-leaf  without  a  breath.    ' 
Prone,  to  the  lowelrt  vale,  the  aerial  tribes 
Descend :  the  tempest-loving  raven  scarce 
Dares  wing  the  dubious  dusk.    In  rueful  gaze 
The  cattle  stand,  and  on  the  scowling  heavens 
Cast  a  deploring  eye,  by  man  forsook. 
Who  to  the  crowded  cottage  hies  him  fast, 

I^Qr  seeks  the  shelter  of  the  downward  cave. 
'X'u  listening  fear,  and  dumb  amazement  all: 
When  to  the  startled  eye  the  sudden  glance 
Appears  fio*  south,  eruptive  through  the  eloud ; 
And  following  slower,  in  explosion  vast. 
The  Thunder  raises  his  tremendous  voice. 
At  first,  heaid  solemn  o'er  the  veige  of  Heaven,  ' 
The  tempest  growls ;  but  as  it  nearer  comes, 
And  rolls  its  awful  burden  on  the  wind. 
The  lightnings  flash  a  laiger  curve,  and  more 
The  noise  astounds :  till  over  head  a  sheet 
Of  Jivicl  flame  disdoees  wide;  then  shuts, 
And  opens  wider  -,  shuts  and  opens  still 
Expansive,  wrapping  ether  in  a  blaze. 
Follows  the  loosen'd  aggravated  roar, 
Enlarging,  deepening,  mingling ;  peal  on  peal 
Crush'd  horrible,  convulsing  heaven  and  earth. 
Down  comes  a  dduge  of  sonorous  hail, 

,  Or  prone-descending  rain.   Wide-rent,  the  clouds 

'  Pour  a  whole  flood ;  and  yet,  its  flame  unqu^nch'd. 
The  unconquerable  lig^htning  struggles  through, 
Ragged  and  fierce,  or  in  red  whirling  balls. 
And  fires  the  mountains  with  redoubled  rage. 
Black  from  the  stroke,  above,  the  smouldring  pine 

..  Stands  a  sad  shatter'd  trunk;  and,  stretch'd  below, 

A  Hfeless  group  the  blasted  cattle  lie: 

Here  the  soft  flocks,  with  that  same  harmless  k>ok 

They  wore  alive,  and  ruminating  still 

In  fancy's  eye;  and  there  the  frowning  bull. 

And  ox  half-raised.    Struck  on  the  castled  Y^lifT, 

The  venerable  tower  and  spiry  fiuie 

2p  2 


Resign  their  aged  pride.    The  gloomy  woods 
Start  at  the  flash,  and  fitom  their  deep  recess. 
Wide-flaming  out,  their  tremUing  inmates  shake. 
Amid  Carnarvon's  mountains  rages  loud 
The  repercussive  roar:  with  mighty  crush. 
Into  the  flashing  deep,  from  the  rude  rocks 
Of  Penmanmaur  heap'd  hideous  to  the  sky, 
Tumble  the  smitten  cUffs;,  and  Snowden's  peak, 
Dissolving,  instant  yields  hw  wintry  load.    * 
Far  seen,  the  heights  of  heilthy  Cheviot  blaze. 
The  Thuld  beUows  through  her  utmost  isles. 

Giiilt   hears   appall'd,   with   deeply  troubled 
thought. 
And  yet  not  always  on  the  guilty  head 
Descends  the  fated  flash.    Young  Celadon 
And  his  Amelia  were  a  matchless  pair; 
With  equal  virtue  form'd,  and  equal  grace. 
The  same,  distinguish'd  by  their  sex  alone: 
Hers  the  mild  lustre  of  the  blooming  mom. 
And  his  the  radiance  of  the  risen  day. 

They  lov'd:  but  such  the  guileless  passion  was^ 
As  in  the  dawn  of  time'inform'd  the  heart 
Of  innocence  and  undiasembling  truth. 
'Twas  fneddship,  heighten'd  by  the  mutual  wish; 
The  enchanting  hope,  and  sympathetic  glow, 
Beam'd  from  the  mutual  eye.    Devoting  all 
To  love,  each  was  to  each  a  dearer  self; 
Supremely  happy  in  the  awaken'd  power 
Of  giving  joy.    Alone,  amid  the  shades. 
Still  in  hanhonious  intercourse  they  lived 
The  rural  day,  and  talk'd  the  flowing  heart, 
Or  sigh'd  and  look'd  unutterable  things. 

So  pass'd  their  life,  a  clear  united  stream, 
By  care  unruffled;  till, 'in  an  evil  hour. 
The  tempest  caught  them  on  the  tender  walk, 
Heedless  how  &x  and  when  its  mazes  strayed, , 
While  with  each  qther  blest,  creative  love 
Stall  bade  eternal  Eden  smile  around. 
Presaging  instant  fate,  her  bosom  heaved' 
Unwonted  sighs,  and  stealing  oft  a  look 
Of  the  big  gloom,  on  Celadon  her  eye 
Fell  tearful,  wetting  her  disorder'd  cheek. 
In  vain  assuring  love,  and  confidence 
In  Heaven,  repress'd  her  fear;  it  grew,  and  shook 
Her  frame  near  dissolution.    He  perceived 
The  unequal  conflict,  and  as  angels  look 
On  dying  saints,  Ms  eyes  compassbn  shed, 
With  love  illumined  high.    '*  Fear  not,"  he  said, 
"  Sweet  innocence!  thou  sttanger  to  oflence. 
And  inward  storm!  He,  who  yon  skies  involves 
In  frowns  of  darkness^  ever  smiles  oh  thee 
With  kind  regard.    O'er  thee  the  secret  shaft 
That  wastes  at  midnight,  or  the  undreaded  hour 
Of  noon,  flies  harmless:  and  that  very  voice. 
Which  thundera  terror  through  the  guilty  heart. 
With  tongues  of  seraphs  whispers  peace  to  thine. 
'Tis  safety  to  be  near  thee  sure,  and  thus 
To  clasp  perfection !"    From  his  void  embrace, 
(Mysterious  Heaven !)  that  moment,  to  the  ground, 
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A  Uacken'd  cone,  was  struck  the  buftOteouB  maid. 
But  who  ean  paint  the  lover,  ae  he  atood| 
Pierced  by  aevere  amazement,  hating  life,  - 
Speechlen,  and  fix'd  in  all  the  death  of  woe! 
So,  fiiint  resemblance!  on  the  marble  tomb. 
The  well-dissembled  mouiner  stooping  stands, 

for  ever  silent  and  for  ever  sad. 
As  from  the  face  of  Heaven  the;  shattered  clouds 
Tumultuoos  rove,  the  interminable  sky 
Sublimer  swells,  and  o'er  the  world  expands 
A  purer  azure.    Through  the  lightea'd  air 
A  higher  lustre  and  a  clearer  calm, 
Diffusive,  tremble;  while,  as  if  in  sign 
Of  danger  past,  a  glittering  robe  of  joy, 
Set  off  abundant  by  the  yellow  ray, 
Invests  the  fields;  and  nature  smiles  revived. 

'TJs  beauty  all,  and  grateful  song  around, 
Toin'd  to  the  low  of  kine,  and  numerous  Meat 
Of  flocks  thick-nibbling  through  the  dover'd  vale. 
And  shall  the  hymn  be  marr'd  by  thankless  Man, 
MoBt>fkvoured !  whowitli  voice  articulate 
Should  lead  the  cho^s  of  this  lower  worid ; 
Shall  he,  so  soon  foigetfiil  of  the  Hand 
That  hush'd  the  thunder,  and  serenes  the  sky, 
ExtinguiahM  fed  that  spark  the  tempest  waked, 
That  sense  of  powers  exceeding  far  his  own. 
Ere  yet  h|s  fi^ble  heart  has  lost  its  feais  1 

Cheer'd  by  the  milder  beam,  fhe  sprightly  youth 
Speeds  ffi  the  well-known  pool,  whose  crystal  depth 
A  sandy  bottom  shows.    Awhile  he  stands 
Gazing  the  inverted  landscape,  half  afraid 
To  meditate  the  blue  profound  below; 
Then  plunges  headlong  down  the  drcling  flood. 
His  ebon  tresses,  and  his  rosy  cheek 
Instant  emerge ;  and  through  the  obedient  wave, 
At  each  short  breathing  by  his  lip  TepeU'd, 
With  arms  and  legs  according  weU,  he  makes, 
As  humour  leads,  an  easy -winding  path; 
While,  from  his  polished  sides,  a  dewy  light 
Effuses  on  the  pleased  spectators  round. 

This  is  the  purest  exercise  of  health. 
The  kind  refresher  of  the  summer-heats; 
Nor  when  cold  Winter  keens  the  brightening  flood, 
Would  I  weak-diivering  linger  on  the  brink. 
Thus  life  redoubles,  and  is  oil  preserved, 
By  the  bold  swimmer,  in  the  swift  elapse 
Of  accident  disastrous.    Hence  the  limbs 
Knit  into  force ;  and  the  same  Roman  arm, 
That  rose  victorious  o'er  the  conquer'd  earth. 
First  leam'd,  while  tender,  to  subdue  the  wave. 
Even  from  the  body's  purity  the  mind 
Recdves  a  secret  sympathetic  aid.        ' 

Close  in  the  covert  of  a  hazel  copse, 
Where,  winded  into  pleasing  solitudes,  ■ 
Runs  out  the  rambling  dale,  young  Damon  sat. 
Pensive,  and  piore'd  with  love's  delightful  pangs. 
There  to  the  stream  that  dov^n  the  distant  rodis 
iloarse-murrouring  fell,  and  pkintive  breeze  that 
play'd 


Among  the  bending  wilknra,  Umfyim 

Of  MusidoWs  ecodty  eomplain'dL 

She  feh  his  flamd;  but  deep  wiHun  her  lirimt 

In  bashful  eoyneis,  or  in  maiden  piide, 

The  soft  return  conoeal'd;  pave  when  it  atob    "  ^ 

In  siddong  glances  from  hat  downcast  eye. 

Or  from  her  sweUin|^  soul  in  stifled  sighs. 

Touch'd  by  the  scene,  no  stnnger  to  bis  w>v% 

He  firamed  a  mehiog  lay,  to  try  her  heart; 

And,  if  an  infimt  pasdon  stragg^  there. 

To  oJl  that  pasdon  forth.   Thnce  happj  swain 

A  hicky  chanoe  that  oft  decides  the  hie 

Of  mighty  monarchs,  then  decided  thine. 

For  lol  conducted  by  the  laughmg  Lovea, 

This  cod  retreat  his  Mosidora  sought: 

Warm  in  her  cheek  the  sultry  season  glow'd ; 

And,  robed  in  loose  airay,  she  came  to  bathe 

Her  fervent  limbs  ui  the  refreshmg  stream. 

What  shall  he  do?    In  sWeet  oonfudon  feat, 

And  dulnous  flutterings,  he  a  while  remain'd: 

A  pure  ingenuous  eleganoe  of  soul, 

A  delicate  refinement,  known  to  few, 

Perplex'd  Ms  breast,  and  urged  him  to  rethe: 

But  love  forbade.    Ye  prudes  in  virtue,  ay, 

Say,  ye  severest,  what  vrould  you  have  danel 

Meantime,  this  ftirer  nymph  than  ever  Meet 

Arcadian  stream,  with  timid  eye  around 

The  banks  surveying,  stripped  her  beauteooe  limbic 

To  taste  the  lucid  coolness  of  the  flood. 

Ah  then !  not  Paris  on  the  piny  top 

Of  Ida  panted  stronger,  when  aside    • 

I'he  rival-goddesses  the  veil  divine 

Cast  unconflned,  and  gave  him  all  their  channs^ 

Than,  Damon,  thou;  as  fiK>m  the  snowy  leg, 

And  slender  foot,  the  inverted  silk  she  diew; 

As  the  sofi  touch  dissolved  the  virgin  zone: 

And,  through  the  parting  robe,  the  alternate  bveast, 

With  youth  wild-throbhing,  on  thy  lawless  gaae 

In  full  luxuriance  roee.    But,  deqwrale  youth 

How  durst  thou  irisk  the  soul-distracting  view, 

As  from  her  naked  limbs  of  glowing  white, 

Harmonious  swdTd  by  Nature's  finest  hand. 

In  folds  loose  floating  id)  the  fidnter  lawn ; 

And  fair  exposed  she  stood,  shrunk  from  bersd^ 

With  fancy  blushing,  at  the  doubtful  breeos 

Alarm'd,  and  starting  like  the  fearful  fkwnl 

Then  to  the  flood  she  rush'd ;  the  paited  flood 

Its  lovely  guest  with  closing  waves  reodved; 

And  every  beauty  softening,  eveiy  grace 

Flushing  aliew,  a  mellow  lustre  shed : 

As  shines  the  lily  through  the  ciystal  mikf; 

Or  as  the  roee  amid  the  morning  dew, 

Fresh  from  Aurora's  hand,  more  sweetly  glows. 

While  thus  she  wanton'd,  now  beneath  the  wave 

But  ill-conceal*d;  and  now  with  streaming  locks, 

That  half-embraced  her  in  a  humid  veil, 

Rising  again,  the  latent  Damon  drew 

Such  maddening  draughts  of  beauty  to  the  soul, 

As  for  a  while  o'erwhehn'd  his  raptured  thought 
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With  Ittzuyy  too  daiing.    Cheek'dj  at  b^ 
By  lore's  ncpeetfiil  modertj,  he  deeraVl 
The  tiieft  ]»ofime,  if  aught  pra&iM  tolove 
Can  eW -be  ^eem^d;  and  ftngghng  ftwi  the 

dmde, 
Wilii  headlong  huny  fled:  hut  iint  thcae  lineBy 
Traced  by  hie  ready  pencil,  on  the  bank 
With  tnmbUng  hand  he  threw:-—'  Bathe  on^  my 

fidr, 
Yet  unbdieU  wm  by  the  eacnde]^ 
Of  faithful  love :  I  go  to  guard  thy  havnl, 
To  keep  from  thy  leceee  each  vagvantftot, 
And  each  lieentioue  eye.'    With  wOd  suTpriMi 
As  if  to  marble  struck,  devoid  of  sense, 
A  stupid  moment  motkmkss  ehe  stood: 
So  stands  the  statue*  that  enchants  th«)  wortd) 
So  bending  tries  to  veil  the  matchless  hoaak, 
The  mingled  beauties  of  exulting  Gfeeee. 
Recovering,  swift  she  flew  to>find  those  lobes 
Which  bhssibl  Eden  knew  not;  and,  anray'd 
In  careless  haste,  the  alarming  paper  snatch'd. 
But,  when  her  Damon's  well  known  hand  she 

saw, 
Her  terrors  vanished,  and  a  softer  train 
Of  mix'd  emotions,  hard  to  be  described. 
Her  sudden  bosom  seised:  riiame  void  of  guilt, 
The  ohamiing  blush  of  innocence,  esteem} 
And  admhation  of  her  lover's  flanie. 
By  modesty  exalted :  e'en  a  sense 
Of  self-«ppn>ving  beauty  alole  across 
Her  bttsy  tlv)Ught    At  length  a  tender  calm 
Hush'd  by  degrees  the  tumult  of  her  wM ; 
And  on  the  spreading  beech,  that  o'er  the  stream 
Incumbent  hung,  she  with  the  sylvan  pen 
Of  rural  lovers  this  confesi^n  carved, 
Whfch  soon  her  Damon  kWd  with  weeping  joy 
'Dear  youth!  sole  judges  of  what  these 

mean. 
By  fortune  Jtoo  much  favoOr'd,  but  by  love, 
Alas !  not  favour'd  less,  be  sttB  ae  now 
Discreet:  the  time  may  come  you  need  not  fly.' 
The  sun  has  lost  hk  Irage:-  Ms  downward  orb 
Shoots  nothing  now  but  animating  waimth 
And  vital  lustre;  that  with  various  fa^ 
Lights  up  the  ctouds,  those  beauteous  robes  of 
Heaven, 
.   Incessant  loll'd  into  romantie  shapes, 
vThe  dream  of  waking  fiuicy !  broad  below, 
Cover'd  with  ripening  fruits,  and  swelling  fast 
Into  the  perfect  year,  the  pregnant  earth 
And  all  her  tribes  rejmce.    Now  the  soft  hour 
^7^  walking  ctfmea :  for  him  who  lonely  loves 
To  seek  the  distant  hill^,  and  there  converse 
With  Nature;  there  to  harmonize  his  heatt, 
And  in  pathetic  song  to  breathe  around 
T^  harmony  to  others.    Social  friends. 
Attuned  to  happy  unison  of  soul; 


To  whose  flixalting  eye  a-faiver  woiid| 
bf  which  the  vulgar  never  had  a  glimpM, 
JDisplays  its  dwarms}  ^riiosa  minds  an  richly> 

franghl 
"With  philoBophic  stonsi  superior  light; 
!And  in  whose  breast,  enthusiastic,  bums 
'Vketos^  the  sops  of  interest'  deem  n>iiianoe; 
Now  odFd  afanNbd  enjoy  the  AdHng  day : 
!Now  to  the  veidmit  Portico  of  woods, 
To  Nature's  vast  Lyoeom  finth  they  widk ; 
By  that  kin^  School  when  no  proud  master 

rdgM, 

The  full  free  convene  of  ti^  friendly  heart, 
Impnvittg  and  improved.    Now  from  the  world, 
Saond  to  sweet  retirement,  lovera  steal, 
And  pear  (lieir  si^  in  tmaspoit,  whkh  the  Sir 
Of  love  approving  bean,  and  calls  it  good. 
Which  way,  Amanda^  shall  we  bend  our  conne 
The  dunce  pei)>lexes.     Whenfese  should  we 

choosel 

All  ie  the  same  with  thee.    Say,  shall  we  whid 
Along  the  streams'?  or  walk  ^  smilfaig  meadi 
Or  court  the  forest  glades  1  or  wander  wild 
Among  the  waving  harvests  1  or  ascend, 
While  radiant  Summer  opens  all  its  pride. 
Thy  hyi,  delightftd  Shene  l4  Here  let  us  sweep 
The  boundless  landscape :  now  the  raptured  eye, 
Exalting  swift,  to  huge  Augosla  send, 
Now  to  the  Sister-HUlsf  that  skirt  her  plam, 
To  lofty  Harrow  now,  and  now  to  where 
Majestic  Windsor  lifts  his  princely  brow. 
In  lovely  contrast  to  this  gkmous  view 
Calmly  magntficent,  then  wiU  we  turn 
To  where  the  silver  Thames  first  rural  grows. 
Then  let  the  feasted  eye  unwearied  stray*: 
Luxurious,  there,  rove  through  the  pendant  woods 
That  nodtUng  hang  o^er  Harrington's  retreat; 
And,  stooping  thence  toHam's  embowering  walkSf 
Beneath  whose  shades,  in  spotlen  peace  retired, 
With  Her  the  pleasing  partner  of  his  heart. 
The  worthy  Ctueensberry  yet  laments  his  Gay, 
And  polish'd  Cornbury  woes  the  willing  Muse, 
Slow  let  us  trace  the  matchfess  vale  of  Thames; 
Fair  winding  up' Co  where  tlie  Muses  haunt 
In  Twit'nam's  bowers,  and  for  their  Pope  im- 
plore 
The  healing  Ood;t  to  royal  HamptonSi  pile, 
To  Clermont's    terraced   height,   and   fisher's 

groves,     ' 
Where  in  the  sweetest  solitude,  embraced 
By  the  soft  windings  of  the  sUent  Mole, 
From  courts  and  senates  Pelham  finds  repose. 
Inchanting  vale  I  beyond  whate'er  the  Muse 
Has  of  Achaia  or  Hesperia  sung ! 


*11i0Vein»orM«ttd. 


*  The  old  name  of  Richmond,  stgnifylng  in  Saxon  Sblmqi. 
or  Bpfendour. 
t  HIghgate  and  Bam|MMd. 
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O  valec^  bEM!  O  loiUy  sweUing  IuUb ! 
On  which  (he  Power  of  Cidtiyation  lies, 
And  joys  to  see  the  wonden  of  his  toO. 

Heavens !  what  agoodly^prospectspxea^s  around, 
Of  hilb,  and  dales,  and  woods,  and  lawns,  and 

spiles,     . 
And  glittering  towns,  and  gilded  streams,  till  all 
The  strefching  landscape  into  smoke  decays  I 
Happy  Britannia !  where  the  doeen  of  Arts, 
Inspiring  vigour,  Liberty  abroad 
Walks,  imoonfined,  even  to  thy  fiothest  cots, 
And  scatters  plenty  with  unsparing  hand. 

Rkh  is  thy  soil,  and  merciful  thy  clime; 
Thy  streams  unfkiling  in  the  Summer's  drought ; 
Unmatch'd  thy  guardian  oaks ;  thy  yalleys  float 
With  golden  waves :  and  on  thy  mountains  flocks 
Bleat  numberiess !  while,  loving  round  their  sides, 
Bellow  4he  blackening  herds  in  lusty  droves. 
Beneath,  thy  meadowy  glow,  and  rise  unquell'd 
Against  the  mower's  scythe.    On  every  hand   . 
Thy  villas  shine.  Thy  oonntiy  teems  with  wealth; 
And  property  assures  it  to  the  swain. 
Pleased  and  unwearied,  in  his  guarded  toU. 

Full  are  thy  cities  with  the  sons  of  Art } 
And  trade  and  joy,  in  every  busy  street,  < 
Mingling  are  heard ;  e'en  Drudgery  himself, 
As  at  the  car  he  sweats,,  or  dusty  hews 
The  palace  stone,  lool^  gay.    Thy  crowded  ports,' 
Where  rising  masts  an  endless  prospect  yield, 
With  labour  bum,  and  echo  to  the  shouts 
Of  hurried  sailor,  as  he  hearty  waves 
His  last  adieu,  and  loosening  eveiy  sheet. 
Resigns  the  spreading  vessel  to  the  wind. 

Bold,  firm,  and  graceful  are  thy  generous  youth. 
By  hardship  sinew'd,  and  by  danger  flied. 
Scattering  tiie  nations  where  they  go;  and  first 
Or  on  the  listed  plain,  or  stormy  seas. 
Mild  are  thy  glories  too,  as  o'er  the  plans 
Of  thriving  peace  thy  thoughtful  sires  preside; 
In  genius,  and  substantial  learning,  high ; 
For  every  virtue/every  worth  renown'd ; 
Sincere,  plain-hearted,  hospitable,  kind ; 
Yet  like  the  mustering  thunder  when  provoked, 
The  dread  of  tyrants,  and  the  sole  resource 
Of  those  that  under  grim  oppression  groan. 

Thy  sons  of  Glory  many !    Alfred  thine. 
In  whom  the  splendour  of  heroic  war. 
And  more  heroic  peace,  when  govem'd  well. 
Combine ;  whose  hallow'd  name  the  Virtues  saint. 
And  his  own  Muses  love ;  the  best  of  kings  I 
With  him  thy  Edwards  and  thy  Henries  shine, 
Names  dear  to  fame ;  the  fi)rst  who  deepimpress'd 
On  haughty  Gaul  the  terror  of  thy  arms, 
That  awes  her  genius  still.    In  statesmen  thou, 
And  patriots,  fertile.    Thine  a  steady  Moce, 
0rho,  with  a  generous  though  mistaken  zeal. 
Withstood  a  brutBd  tyrant's  useful  rage, 
Like  Cato  firm,  like  Aristides  just, 
like  rigid  Cincinnatus  nobly  poor. 


A  dauntless  soul  erect,  who  smiled  on  death. 
Frugal  and  wise,  a  WaUngham  is  thine, 
A  Drake,  who  made  thee  mistress  of  the  deep^ 
And  bore  thy  name  in  thunder  round  the  world. 
Then  flamed  thy  spirit  high :  but  who  can  speak 
The  numerous  worthies  of  the  Maiden  Reignt 
In  Raleigh  mark  their  enHry  glory  mix*d ; 
Raleigh,  the  soourgeof  Spaini  whose  breast  with  • 
The  sage,  the  patriot,  aild  the  hero  buru'd, 
Nor  sunk  his  vigeur,  when  a  coward-reign 
The  warrior  fetter'd,  and  at  last  resigned, 
To  glut  the  vengeance  of  avanquish'd  Ibe. 
Then  active  still  and' unrestrained,  his  mind 
Explored  the  vast  extent  of  ages  past, 
And  with  his  prison-hours  enrich'd  the  world ; 
Yet  found  no  times,  in  all  the  long  research, 
So  glorious,  -or  so  base,  as  those  he  proved, 
In  which  h^  conquered,*  and  in  whjch  he  Ued. 
Nor  can  the  Muse  the  gallant  Sidney  pass, 
The  plume  of  war  1  with  early  laurels  erown'd 
The  lover's  myrtle,  and  the  poet's  bay. 
A  Hampden  too  is  thine,  illustrious  land. 
Wise,  strenuous,  firm,  of  unsubmitting  sool, 
Who  stemm'd  the  to^rrent  of  a  downward  age 
To  slavery  prone,  and  bade  thee  rite  again, 
In  all  thy  native  pomp  of  freedom  bold. 
Bright,  at  his  call,  thy  Age  of  Men  efliilged, 
Of  Men  on  wh6m  late  time  a  kindling  eye 
Shall  turn,  and  tyrants  tremble  while  they  read 
Bring  every  sweetest  flower,  and  let  me  ttnw 
The  grave  where  Russel  lies;  whose  temper'd  bk)od 
With  calmest  cheerfulness  for  thee  re8ign*d, 
Stain'd  the  sad  annals  of  a  giddy  reign ; 
Aiming  at  lawless  power,  though  meanly  sank 
In  k)ose  inglorbus  luxury.    With  him 
His  friend,  the  British  Cassius,*  fearless  bled ; 
Of  high  determined  spirit,  roughly  brave, 
By  ancient  learning  to  the  enlightened  love 
Of  ancient  freedom  warm'd.    Fair  thy  renown 
In  awful  sages  and  in  noble  bards } 
Soon  as  the  light  of  dawning  Sdmce  spread 
Her  orient  ray,  and  waked  the  Muses'  song. 
Thin^  is  a  Bacon ;  hapless  in  his  -choice. 
Unfit  to  stand  the  civil  storm  of  state. 
And  through  the  smooth  barbarity  of  courts. 
With  firm  but  pliant  virtue,  forward  still 
To  urge  his  course :  him  for  the  studious  shade 
Kind  Nature  fi>rm'd,  deep,  comprehensive,  clear, 
Exact,  and  elegant :  in  one  rich  soul, 
Plato,  the  Stagyrite,  and  Tully  join'd. 
The  great  deliverer  he !  who  from  the  gloom 
Of  cloistered  monks,  And  jargon-teaching  schoob 
Let  forth  the  true  philosophy,  there  long 
Held  in  the  magic  chain  of  words  and  forms, 
And  definitions  void :  he  led  her  forth, 
Daughter  of  Heaven  I  that  sbw-asoending  still, 
Investigating  sure  the  chain  of  things, 
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With  radiant  finger  points  to  Heaven  again. 
The  generous-' Ashley*  thine,  the  fiiend  of  Qian; 
Who  Bcaiin'd  his  nature  with  a  brother's  eye, 
His  weakness  prompt  to  shade,  to  raise  his  aim, 
To  touch  the  &ier  movements  of  the  mind, 
And  with  the  moral  beauty  charm  the\heart 
Why  need  I  name  thy  Bf>yle,  whose  pious  search 
Amid  the  dark  recesses  of  his  works, 
The  great  Creator  sought  1  And  why  thy  Locke, 
Who.  made  the  whole  internal  world  his  ownl 
Let  Newton,  pure  intelligence,  whom  Gh)d       i 
To  mortalrleiit,  to  trace  Hi#  boundless  works 
From  laws  sublimely  simple,  spe^  thy  ^une 
In  all  philosophy.    For  bfly  sense, 
Creative  fancy,  and  inspection  keen  ^ 
Through  the  deep  windings  of  the  human  heart. 
Is  not  wild  Shakspeare  thine  and  Nature's  boast  1 
18  not  each  great,  each  amiable  Mvse  . 
Of  classic  ages  in  thy  Milton  metl  * 
A  genius  universal  as. his  theme  j 
Astonishing  as  chaos,  as  the  bloom 
Of  blowing  Eden  fair-,  as  Heaven  sublime  I 
Nor  shall  my  verse  that  elder  bard  forget,   . 
The  gentle  Spenser,  fancy's  pleasing  son;    , 
Who,  like  a  copious  river,  pour'd  his  song 
O'er  an  thd  mazes  of  enchanted  ground; 
Nor  thee,  his  ancient  master,  laughing  sage,  . 
Chaucer,  whose  native  manners-painting  verse, 
WeQ  moralised,  shines  through  the  gothic  cloud 
Of  time  and  language  p*et  thy  genius  thrown. 

May  my  song  soften  as  thy  daughters  I, 
Britannia,  hail  t  for  beauty  is  their  own, 
The  feeling  heart,  simplicity  of  life,  .    , 

And  elegance  and  taste :  the  &ultlef»  form, 
Shaped  by  the  hand  of  harmony;  the  cheek, 
Where  the  live  crimson,  through  the  native  white 
SofMiooling,  o'er  the  fSice  diffuses  bloom, 
And  every  namdess  grac^;  the 'parted  lip, 
Like  the  red  rose  bud  moist  with  moming^dew, 
Bieathing  delight;  atad,  under  flowing  jet, 
Or  sunny  ringlets,  or  of  circling  brown, 
The  neck  sfight-shaded,  and  the  swelling  bnast; 
The  kiok  resistless,  piercing  to  the  soul, 
And  by  the  soul  inform'd,  when  dress'd  in  love 
She  sits  high  smiling  intbeoonsdous  eye. 

Island  of  bliss  I  amid  the.subject  seas, 
That  thunder  louad  thy  roeky  coast,  set  up, 
At  onee  the  vronder,  tenor,  and  detight 
Of  distant  Rations;  whose  xiemotest  shores 
Can  soon  be  shaken  by  thy  naval  arm; 
Not  to  be  shook  thyself,  but  all  assaulU       ^ 
Baffling,  as  thy  hpe(t  clifis  the  bud  sea-wave. 

O  Thou!  by  whose  Almighty  nod.  the  scale 
Of  empire  rises,  or  alternate  falls. 
Send  Ibith  the  saving  Virtues,  round  the  land, 
In  bright  patrol:  white  Peace  and  social  Love; 
The  tender-looking  Charity,  intent 
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On  gentle  deeds,  and  shedding  tears  through  smiles; 
Undaunted  Truth,  and  Dignity  of  mind: 
Coumge  composed,  and  keen :  sound  Temperance, 
Healthful  in  heart  tod  look;  dear  Chastity, 
With  blushes  reddening  as  she  moves  along, 
Disorder'd  at  the  deep  regard  she  draws; 
Rough  Industry;  Activity  untired. 
With  copious  life  inform'd,  and  aJl  awake: 
While  in  the  radiani  front,  superior  shines 
That  first  pfrtemal  virtue,  PubUc  Zeal; 
Who  throws  o^  all  an  equal  wide  survey, 
And,  ever  musing  on  the  conAnon  weal. 
Still  laUours  glorious  with  some  great  design. 

Low  walks  the  sun,  and  broadens  by  degrees, 
Just  o'er  the  verge  of  day.    The  shifting, clouds^ 
Assembled' gay,  a  richly  .gorgeous  train,  .  , 
In  all  their  pomp  attend  his  setting  throne. 
Air,' earth,  and  ocean,  smile  immense,ytnd  now,' 
As  if  his  weaiy  chariot  sought  the  bowers 
Of  Amphitritd,  and  her  tendi^ig  nymphs, 
(So  Ghedan  fable  sung)  he  dips  his  orb; 
Now  half-immersed;  and  now  a  guided  curve 
Gives  one  bright  glance,  then  total  disappears, 

Foreverrunning  an  enchanted  joound" 
Passes  the  day,  deceitful,  vain,  and  void; 
As  fleets  the  visbn  o'er  the  formful  brain. 
This  moment  hurryuAg  wild  the  impassioned  soul, 
The  next  in  nothing  Iqst.    'Tis  so  to  hk^, 
The  dreamer  of  this  earth,  ;an  idle  blank: 
A  sight  of  horror  to  the  cruel  wretch, 
.Who  all  day  bug  in  sordid  pleasure  roll'd, 
Hiituwlf  |L  useless  load,  has  squander'd  vile, 
Upon  his  scoundrel  train^  what  laight  have  cheer'd 
A  drooping  family  of  modest  worth. 
But  to  the  generous  stiD-improving  mind. 
That  gives  the  hopeless  heart  to  sing  for  joy. 
Diffusing  kind  beneficence  around, 
Boextless,  as  now  descends  the  silent  dew; 
To  him  the  long  review  of  order'd  life 
Is  inward  rapture,  only  to  be  fdt 

Confess'd  from  yonder  sbw-extinguish'd  clouds, 
All  etheir  sofUmifig,  sober  Evening  takes 
Her  wanted  station  m  the  middle  air ;  n» 

A  thousand  shadows  at  her  beck.  iPirst  this 
She  sends  on  earth;  then  th^t  of  deeper  dye 
Steals  soft  behind;  and  then  a  deeper  still, 
In  circle  following  eirqle,  gathers  round,  .  ^ 

To  close  the  face  of  things.    A  fresher  gale 
Begins  to  wave  the  wood,  and.stir  the  stream, 
Sweeping  with  shadowy  gust  the  fidds  of  com, 
While  the  quail  damours  for  his  running  mate. 
Wide  o'er  the  thistly  lawn,  as  swells  the  breeze, 
A  whitening  shower  of  v^jetable  down  ,^ 
Amusive  floats.    The  kind  impartial  care 
Of  Nature  nought  disdains:  thoughtfid  to  feed 
Her  lowest  sons,  and  clothe  the  coming  year. 
From  field  to  fidd  the  feather'd  seed  she  wingn  . 

His  folded  flock  secure,  the  shepherd  home 
Hies,  merry-hearted;  and  by  turns  relieves 
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The  niddy  milk-matd  of  her  briminiiig  pail; 
The  beauty  whom  perhaps  his  mikm  hMOi, 
Unknowing  what  the  joy-inix'd  angviish 
Sincerely  loves,  by4}iat  best  language  shoim 
Of  cordial  glances,  and  obfiging  deeds. 
[Onward  they  pass,  o'ermsDy  a  pantinghetght, 
And  valley  sunk,  and  UQlkoqiieQted;  whore 
At  fall  of  eve  the  fidry  people  throng, 
In  various  game,and  revelry,  to  pass 
The  summer  night,  as  village  stories  tell. 
But  far  about  they  wander  from  the  gia,v8 
Of  him,  whom  his  ungentle  finrtune  urged 
Against  his  own  sad  breast tolift  the  hand 
Of  impious  violence.    The  lonely  ioffer 
Is  also  shunn'd ;  whose  moumfiil  chambeilshold, 

^So  night-struck  Fancy  dreams,  the  yelling  ghost. 
^^Among  the  crooked  lanes,  on  eveiy  hedge,. 
The  glow-worm  lights  his  gem;  and  through  Ae 

dark 
A  moving  iitdiance  twinkles.    Evening  yields 
The  world  to  Night;  not  in  her  winter-robe 
Of  massy  stygian  woOf,  but  loose  array'd 

ijn  mantle  dun.    A  faint  erroneous  Tay, 
Glanced  from  the  imperfect  surfaoes  of  ttdngs. 
Flings  half  an  image  on  the  straining  eye; 
While  wavering  woodsy  and  villages,  and  streams, 
And  rocks,  and  mountain-tops,  that  long  retained 
The  ascending  gleam,  aroall  one  swimming  scene, 
Uncertain  if  beheld.    Sudden  to  Heaven 
Thence  weary  vision  turqs;  where,  leading  soft 
The  silent  houn  of  lovf,  with  purest  ray 
Sweet  Venus  shines ;  and  from  her  ^genial  rise, 
When  day-light  sickens  tUl  it  -springs  afresh, 
Uniival'd  reigns'^  the  ifairest  lamp  of  Night. 
As  thus  the  effiilgenoe  tremulous  I  drink, 
Withxheriah'd  gaze,  the  lambent  lightnings  shoot 
Across  the  sky;  or  horizontal  dart 
In   wondrous   shapes:    by   fearftd'  murmuring 

crowds 
Portentous  deem'd.    Amid  the  radtani  orbs,     , 
That  mote  than  deck,  that  animate  the  sky. 
The  life-\nfusing  suns  of  other  worlds : 
Lol  from  the  dread  immensity  of  space 
Returning,  with  accelerated  course, 
The  rushing  comet  to  the  sun  descends ; 
And  as  he  sinks  below  the  shading  earth, 
With  awiul  train  projected  oi'er  the  heavens,         j 
The  guilty  nations  tremble.    But,  above 
Those  superstitious  horrors  that  enslave 
The  fond  sequacious  herd,  to  mystic  fiiith 
And  blind  amazement  prone,  the  enlightened  few. 
Whose  godlike  minds  philosophy  exalts. 
The  glorious  stranger  hall.    They  feel  a  joy 
Divinely  great;  they  in  their  powers  exults 
That  wondrous  force  of  thought,  which  mounting 

spurns 
This  dusky  spot,  andmeasines  all  the  sky; 
WUie,  from  his  frir  excursion  through  the  wilds 
0\  barren  ether,  futhftd  to  his  time, 


They  see  the  \Auang  wonder  rise  anew, 
In  seeming  tenor  dad,  but  kindly  bent 
To  wprk  the  will  of  all-sustaining  Love: 
From  his  huge  vapoury  train  perhaps  toshaka 
Reviving  moisture  onthe  numerous  a^m. 
Through  which  his  long  ellipsis  wiad;  peih^s 
To  Jend  new  fuel  to  declining  suns, 
To  light  up  worlds,  and  feed  the  eternal  fire. 

With  thee^  serene  Philosophy,  with  thee, 
And  thy  bright  garland,  let  me  orown  mj  aongi 
EfiiisivB  souree  of  evidoice,  ^d  truth ! 
A  Inskro  shedding  o'er  the  ennobled  mind. 
Stronger  than  summer^ioon;  and  pure  as  Uiat, 
Whose  mild  vibrations  sooth  the  parted  sou!. 
New  to  the  dawning  of  eeliastial  day. 
Hence  through  her  iMHuish'd  powers,  enlarged  br 

thee, 
She  i^prings  aloft,  with  .elevated  pride^ 
Above  the  tangling  mass  of  low  deores, 
That  bind   the  fluttering  crowd;    and,  ai^- 

winged. 
The  heights  of  scieoee  and  of  virtue  gaina. 
Where  all  is  calm  and  dear;  with  Natoniioimd, 
Or  in  the  starry  regions,  or  the  abyss. 
To  Reason's  and  to  Fancy's  eye  displayed:   > 
The  First  up-tracing,  from  the  dreary  void, 
The  chain  of  causes  and  effects  to  Him, 
The  world-producing  Essence,  who  alone 
Possesses  being;  while  the  Last  roceives 
The  whole  magnifioence  of  heaven  and  earth. 
And  every  beauty,  delicate  or  bold, 
Obvious  or  more  remote,  with  livelier  eeose, 
Diffusive  painted  on  the  rapid  miod. 

Tutor'd  by  thee  j  hence  Poetiy  exalts 
Her  voice  to  ages;  and  infonns  the  page 
With  music,  image,  sftiitjment,  and  thought, 
Never  to  die !  the  treasure  of  mankind! 
Their  highest  honour,  and  their  tmest  jcj  I 

Without  thee  what  werq  unenlightened  ManI 
A  savage  roaming  through  the  woods  and  wiUs, 
In  quest  of  prey;  and  with  the  unfasfaion'd  far 
Rough-dad;  devoid  of  every  finer  art, 
And  elegance  of  life.    Nor  happiness 
Domestic,  mix'd  of  tenderness  and  cave. 
Nor  moral  exoqUence,  nor  social  bliss. 
Nor  guardian  l^tw  were, his;  nor  various  skill 
To  turn  the  frirrow,  or  to  guide  the  tool 
Mechanic;  nor  the  heaven-conducted j>row 
Of  navigation  bbld,  that  fearless  braves 
The  burning  line  or  dares  the  wintry  pole; 
Mother  severe  of  infinite  delights  I 
Nothing,  save  rapine,  indolence,  and  guile, 
And  woes  on  woes,  a  still-revolving  train ! 
Whose  horrid  cirde  had  made  human  life 
Than  non-exbtence  worse :  but,  taught  by  thsc^ 
Ours  are  the  plans  of  poh^y  and  peace ; 
To  live  like  brothefs,  and  conjunctive  all 
Embellish  life.    While  thus  laborious  crowds 
Ply  the  tough  oar,  Phikisophy  directe 
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The  mUng  hdm;  or  like  the  libend  bietth 

Of  potent  Hesveiiy  uiyisihle,  the  sail' 

Swells  out,  and  bean  the  inferior  world  «IoQg. . 

Norto  this^yanesoent  speck  of  earth  • 
Poorly  confined,  the  radiant  tracts  on  high  .       ^ 
Ale  her  exalted  range ;  intent  to  gaxe 
Creation  through ;  and,  trim  that  full  complex 
Of  never  ending  wonders,  to'conoeivB 
Of  the  Solo  Being  right,  who  spoke  the  Word, 
AjdA  Nature  nwVed  complete.  /With  inward. 

Thenoe'on  the  ideal  kingdom  swift  she  turns 
Her  eye ;  and  instant,  at  her  powerful  glance, 
The  obedient  phantoms  vanish  or  appear; 


Compoimd,  diyide,  .and  into  order  shiit, 
E^ach  to  his  rank,  from  plain  perception  up 
To  the  fair,  fohns  of  Fancy's  fleeting  train : 
To  reasoa  then,  deducing  truth  from  truth ; 
And  notion  ^uite  abstract^  where-first  begins 
The  world  of  spirits,  actiop  aU,  and  fife 
Unfetter'd,  and  unraixt    But  here  the  cloud, 
(So  wills  Etenfal' Providence)  sits  ds^. 
Enough  for  us  to  know  that  this  dark  state 
In  wayward  passbns  lost  and  vain  puoraits, 
This  In&ncy  of  BfMig,  oannot  prove 
The  final  issue  of  the  works  of  Qod, 
By  boundless  Love  and  perfect  Wisdom  fbrm'd. 
And  ever  rising  with  the  rising  nund 
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TYifi  subject  qnposed. 

iflndiiBCrTraisnDy  tlu^ ^    «  -  ^,  

rtty.    A  ludicrouB  account  of  FazhunUi^.    A  view  of  an  Orchard.    Wall  Fruit.    A  Vinejraid.    A  descripuon  of  Fbgi^ 


frequent  !n  the  latter  part  of  Autumn:  whence  adigreasion^  inquiring  into  the  rise  of  Fountains  and  Rivera.'  Birds  of  bbb^ 
son  considered,  that  now  shift  their  Habitation.  .The  pnidigious  nomber  of  them  that  cover  thOvNortheni  and  Western 
fries  Of  Scotland.  Hence  a  view  of  the  Country.  A  pruspsct  of  the  discoloured,  fading  Woode.'  After  a  gentle  duiky  day, 
Moonlight  Autumnal  Meteon.  Blornin^ :  to  which  succeeds  a  cshn,  pure,  sunsh^y  Day,  such  aa  usually  ahuia  up  the 
season.  The  Harvest  being  gathered  in,  the  Country  dissolved  fai  joy.  The  whole  concludes  with  a  Fsnegyric  on  s  philo- 
sophical OoixDtry  Life.  ^         •  '  • 

Crown'd  with  (he  sleUe  and  the  wheaten  sheaf, 
While  Autumn,  nodding  o>r  th^  yellow  plain, 
Comes  jovial  on ;  the  Doric  reed  once  more, 
Well  pleas'd,  I  tune.    Whate'er  the  wintry  fiost 
Nitrmis  prepared;  the  various  Uossbm'd  Spring 
Put  in  white  promise  forth ;  and  Summer-suns 
Concocted  strongf,  rush  boundlesa  now  to  view, 
J^*utt^e]gctaD|iyA|^^ 
■  *  4KHwT  ^^uRiTambalOTnrily  name, 
To  grace,  inspire,  and  dignify  heir  song, 
Would  fiom  the  public  voice  thy  gentle  ear     ^ . 
A  while  engage.    Thy  noUe.  cares  she  knoW,  *  ** 
The  patriot  virtues  that  distend  thy  thought, 
Spread  on  thy  front,  and  in  thy  boaom  glow ; 
While  listening  senates  hai^g  upon  thy  tongue, 
Devolving  through  the  maze  of  eloqqence 
A  roU  of  periodi,  sweeter  than  her  song. 
But  she  too  pants  for  public  virtue,  she, 
Though  weak  of  power,  yet  strong  in  ardent  will. 
Whene'er  her  country  rushes  on  .her  heart. 
Assumes  a  bolder  note,  and  fondly  tries 
To  mix^^imitriot's  with  the  poet's  flame. 
>TVnii  irffflf i<^||£lj(Lirii|i|ii  nes  the  beauteous 
days,        ^^^P^*^H^ 
And  Libra  weighs  in  equ^scales  the  year -^^ 
From  Heaven's  high  cope  the'  iSerce  effulgence 

shook   . 
Of  parting  Summer,  a  serener  blue, 
With  goklen  light  «aliven'd,  wide  invests 
£ 


The  happy  world.    Attempered  i 
Sweet-beamM,  and  shedding  oft  throqgh  ludd 
^     cl9uds 

'A  pleasing  cahn;  while  broad,  and  brown,  below 
Extensive  harvests  hang  the  heavy  head. 
Rich,  silent,  deep,  they  stand  *,  for  not  a  gale 

■i  'Rolls  its  light  billows  jo'er  the  bending  plain ; 
A  ci^  of  plenty!  till  theruffled  air 
Falls  from  its  poise,  and  gives  the  breeze  to  blow. 
Rent  is  the 'fleecy  mantle  of  the  sky; 
The  donds  fly  different;  and  the  sudden  sun 
By  fits  efiiilgent  gilds  the  illummed  field, 
And  black  by  fits  the  shadows  sweep  along 
A  gaily  chequered  heart-expanding  view, 
Far  as  the  circling  eye  can  shoot  anmnd, 
lQp|y^^|j|dtoflsing  in  a  flood  ofcom, 
Thes^uetK  blessings^  Industry !  rough  power  1 
Whom  lal^  still  attends,  and  sweat,  and  pain; 
Yet  the  kind  source  of  every  gentle  art, 
And  all  the  soft  civility  of  life : 
Raiser  of  human  kind!  by  Nature  cast, 
Naked,  and  helpless^  out  amid  the  woods 
And  wilds,  to  rude  inclement  elements; 
With  various  seeds  of  art  deep  in  the  mind 
Implanted,  and  profusely  pour'd  aiound    * 
Materials  infinite,  but  idle  alL 
Still  unexerted,  in  the  conscioas  hieast, 
Slept  the  lethargic  powers;  Corruption  still, 
Voracious,  swallowed  what  the  liberal  hand 
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Of  bounty  scaitter'd  o'er  the  fttivage  year: 
And  ettill  the  sad  barbarian,  rovljig,  mix'd 
With  beasts  of  prey;  or  for  his  acorn  meal 
Fought  the  fierce'tusky  bete;  a  ihiwring  wretch 
Aghast,  and  comfortless,  whea  the  bleak  north, 
With  Winter  charged,  let  the  mix'd  tempest  fly, 
Hail,  rain,  and  snow,  and  bitter-breathing  frOs^: 
Then  to  the  ehelter  of  the  hut  he  fled; 
And  the  wild  season,  sordid,  -pined  away.  ' 
For  home  he  had  not;,  home-is  the  lesoit . 
Of  love,  of  joy,  of  peace  and  plenty,  whiore, 
Supporting  and  supported,  poUsh'd  Irieilds, 
And  dear  relations  qaingle  into  bliss. 
But  this  the  rugged,  saVage^ever  fell, 
E'en  desolate  in  crowds;  and  thus  his  days 
Roll'd  heAVy ,  dark,  and  unenjoy^d  along : 
A  waste  of  time!  till  Industry  approach'd, 
And  loused  him  from  his  miserable  sloth : 
His  fiiculties  unfolded ;  polhted*out, 
Where  lavish  Naturs  the  directing  hand 
Of  art  demanded;  sfiow'd  him  how  to  raise 
His  feeble  force  ^  the  mechanio  powers,  • 
To  dig  the  mineral  from  the  vaulted  earth, 
On  what  tp  turn  the  piercing  rage  of  Are, 
On  what  the  torrent,  and  the  gather'd  blast ; 
Qnve  the  tall  ancient  forest  to  hl»  axe; 
Taught  him  to  chip  the  wood,  an^  hew  the  atone; 
TiD  by  degrees  the  finish'd  fiibric  rose ; 
Tore  from  his  limbs  the  bbod-polldted  fur, 
And  wrapt  them  in  the  woolly  vestment  warm, 
Or  bright  iii  glossy  silk,  and  flowing  Ikwn; 
With  wholesome  viands  fiU'd  his  table,  poured 
The  generous  glass  around,  inspired  to  wake 
The  life-refining  soul  of  decent  wit: 
Nor  stopp'd  at  barren  bare  necessity; 
But  still  advancing  b(dder,  led  him  on 
To  pom^,  to  pleasure,  elegance,  and  grace; 
And,  breathing  high  iLmbitioD.t]uougb  his  soul, 
Set  science,  wisdom,  gbiy,  iil  his  idew. 
And  bade  him  be  the  Lord  of  all  below. 

Then  gathering  men  their  natural  powen  com-  LS^&^i  J9[a^^  rou 
bined,  •  S|%fti9k^tBSp|io 

And  form'd  a  Public;  to  the  generai  good, 
Submitting,  aiming,  and  conducting  all. 
For  this  the  Patriot-Council  met,  the  ^I, 
The  free,  and  fwrly  represented  Whole  J^  *  ^  ^ 
For  this  they  plann'd  the  holy  guardiiin  law^ 
Distinguish'd  orderr,  animated  arts. 
And. with  joint  force  Oppression  chaining,  set 
Imperial  Justice  at  the  helm;  yet  still 
To  them  accountable:  nor  sla\itih  dream'd 
That  toiling  millions  mu^t  resign  their  weaj, 
And  all  the  honey  of  their  search,  to  such 
As  for  themselves  ak>ne  themselves  have  raised. 

Hence  eveiy  form  of  <;ultivated  life        "^ 
In  order  set,  protected,  and  inspired, 
Into  purfectioa  wrought.    Uniting  all, 
Sodecygrew  numerous,  high,  polite, 
And  happy.    Nurw  of  art !  the  city  rear'd 


In  beauteous  pride  her  tower-endicled  head; 
And,  stretching  ^street  on  street,  fay  tlioi»aDdi> 

drsw, 
From  twining  woody  h^^unts^  or  the  toogh  yew 
To  bows  «tron^-«training,  her  aspiring  sonsb 

Then  Cotomieice  brought  mto  the  public  walk 
The  busy  merchant;  the  big  warehouse  baiH; 
Raised  the  strong  crane^  choked,  up  the  loaded 

street 
With  foreign  plenty;  and  thy  stream,  O  Thameiy 
Laige,  gentle,  deep,  majestic,  king  of  floods! 
Chose  for  his  grand  resort.    On  either  hand^ 
Like  a  long  wintry  forest,  groves  of  masts 
Shot  up  their  spires;  the  bellying  sheet  between 
Possess'd  the  breezy  void;  the  sooty  hulk 
Steer'd  sluggish  on;  the  splendid  baige  along 
Row'd,  regular,  to  harmony;  around, 
Thto  boat,  light-skimming,  stJretch'd  its  oary  wings; 
While  deep  the  various  voice  of  fervent,  toil 
From  bank  to  bank  increased;  whence  r3>b'd  with 

oak. 
To  bear  the  British  thunder,  black,  aod  bdd. 
The  roaring  vessel  rysh'd  into  the  main. 

Then  too  the  pillar'd  dome,  magnific,  heaVed 
Its  ample  roof;  and  Luxury  within# 
Pour'd  out    her   glittering  stores:    the  canvass 

'smooth, 
Witjh  glowing  life  protuberant,  to  the  view 
Embodied  ro^;  the  statile  seem'd  to  breathe, 
And  soften  into  flesh;  beneath  the  touch 
Of  forming  art,  imagioation-flushld. 

All  is  the  ff^  of  Industry;  whate'er 
Exalts,  embellishes,  and  renders  life 
Delightful.    Pensive  Winter  cheer'd  by  him 
Sits  at  the  social  fire,  and  happy  hears 
The  excluded  tempest  idly  rave  along; 
His  hardened flngem  deck  the  gi^udy  Spring; 
Without . him  Summer^  vfere  %n  arid  wast«; 
Nor -to  th^witdmj^al  m(ilit&  could  thus  tnfitismjt 
Those  full,  mature,  ihimeasurable  stores,  - 

round,  recall  my  wjjidenng  song, 
locning  trembles  o'er  the  sky. 
And,  «nperGei\4d,unfdds  the  spreading  day; 
Before  the  ripen'd  field  the  reapere  stand, 
In  fair  array^  each  by  the  lass  he  loves, 
<ro  bear  the  rougher  part,  and  mitigate 
By  namelesB  gentle  OflSces  her  toil 
At  onoe  they  sloop,  and -swell  the  Ittsty  sheaves; 
While  through  their  cheerful  band  the  rural  talk, 
The  rural  scandal^  and  the  rural  jest,         , 
Fly  harmless,  to  deceive  the  tedious  time, 
And  steal  unfelt  the  sulticy  hours  away. 
Behind  the  niastor  walks,  builds  jAp  the  shocks; 
And,  .conscious,  glandng  oft  on  every  side 
His  sated  eye,  feete  his  heart  heave  with  joy. 
The  gleanen  spread  afound,  and  here  and  then, 
Spike  after  spUie,  their  scanty  harvest'pick. 
Be  not  too  narrow,  husbandmen !  but  ffing 
From  the  full  sheaf,  with  charitaUe  stealth. 
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The  liberal  handful.    Tl^ink,  oh  grateful  think! 
How  good  the  Grod  of  Harvest  is  to  you ; 
Who  pounabundanoQ  o'er  your  flowing  fields; 
While  these  unhappy  partnen  of  your  kind 
Wid^-hover  round  you,  like  the  fowls  of  heaven, 
And  ask  theb  humble  dole.    The  various  turns 
Of  fiytnne  ponder ;  that  your  sons  may  want 
wyi|Jifw|  with  hard  reluctance,  faint,  ye  give. 

TneGvfly  young  Lavinia  onoe  had  fiiends ; 
And  Fortune  smiled,  deceltfol,  on  her  birth. 
For,  in  her  helpless  yean  depnved  of  all, 
Of  every  stay,  save  Innocence  and  Heaven, 
She  with  her  widow'd  mother,  feeble,  old, 
And  poor,  lived  in  a  cottage^  far  retired 
Among  the  windings  of  a  woody  vale ; 
By  solitude  and  deep  surrounding  shades, 
But  more  by  bashful  modesty,  conceal'd. 
Together  thus  they  shunn'd  the  cruel  scorn 


Which  virtue,  sunk  to  poverty,  would  mect^       iA^i 

"  ' "  -***_!  r^'^  ••"^  ^^  ^  "OBie  lone  obscure  retreat, 

'J  TTi.«    - 


From  giddy  passion  and  k)w>minded  pride 
Almost  on  Nature's  common  bounty  fed ;  mf 

Like  the  gay  birds  that  sung  them  to  rep^^' 
Content,  and  careless  of  to-morrow's  fafl^/ 
Her  form  \m  fresher  than  the  morning  rose. 
When  the  Sm  wets  its  leaves ;  unstam^  and  pure 
As  is  the  lily,  or  the  mountain  aaomr- 
The  modest  Virtues  mingled  in  her  eyes, 
Still  on  the  ground  dejected,  darting  all 
Their  humid  beams  into  the  blooming  floweis : 
Or  when  the  mournful  tale  her  mother  told. 
Of  what  her  faithless  fortune  promised  once, 
ThriU'd  in  her  thought,  they,  like  the  dewy  star 
Of  evemng,  shone  in  tears.    A  native  grace 
Sat  fair-proportion'd  on  her  po'ush'd  limbs,  , 
Veil'd  in  a  simple  robe,  their  best  attire, 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  dress ;  for  loveliness 
Needs  not  the  foreign  aid  of  ornament, 
But  is  when  unadom'd,  adom'd  the  most. 
Thoughtless  of  beauty,  she  was  Beauty's  self. 
Recluse  amid  the  dose-embowering  woods. 
As  in  the  hollow  breast  of  Appenine, 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  encircling  hills, 
A  myrtle  rises,  &r  from  human  eye, 
yAnd  breathes  its  balmy  firagranoe  o'er  the  wild ;  . 
So  flourish'd  blooming,  and  unseen  by  all. 
The  sweet  Lavinia;  till,  at  length,  compeU'd 
By  strong  Necessity's  supreme  command, 
With  smiling  patiMice  in  her  looks,  she  went 
To  glean  Palemon's  fields.    The  pride  of  swains 
Palemon  was,  the  generous,  and  the  rich ; 
Who  led  the  rural  life  in  all  its  joy 
And  elegance,  such  as  Arcadian  song 
Transmits  fiom  ancient  uncorrupted  times; 
When  tyrant  custom  had  not  shackled  man, 
But  free  to  follow  Nature  was  the  mode. 
He  then,  his  &ncy  with  autumnal  SQenes 
Amusing,  chanced  beside  his  reaper-train 
To  walk,  when  poor  Lavinia  drew  his  eye ; 
f  Jnoonscious  of  her  power,  and  turning  quick 


With  unafiected  blushes  from  his  gaze : 
He  saw  her  charming,  but  he  saw  not  half 
The  charms  her  down-cast  modesty  conceal'd. 
That  very  moment  love  and  chaste  deaiie 
Sprung  in  his  bosom,  to  himself  unknown ; 
For  still  the  world  prevail'd  and  its  dread  laugh, 
Which  scarce  the  firm  philosopher  can  scorn, 
Should  his  heart  own  a  gleaner  in  the  field ; 
And  thus  in  secret  to  his  soul  he  sigh'd : — 

"  What  pity  (  that  so  delicate  a  form, 
By  beauty  kindled,  where  enlivening  sense 
And  more  than  vulgar  goodness  seem  to  dwell. 
Should  be  devoted  to  the  rude  embrace 

indecent  clown !    She  looka,  mtthinks, 
Acasto's  line ;  and  to  my  mind 
"  lat  patron  of  my  happy  life. 

my  liberal  fortune  took  itp  rise ; 
dust  gone  down;  his  houses,  lands, 
Td  once  fidr-spreading  family,  di3solved. 


Urged  by  remembrance  sad,  and  decent  pride, 
Far  from  those  scenes  which  knew  their  better  days, 
His  aged  widow  and  Us  daughter  live, 
Whom  yet  my  fruitless  search  could  never  find. 
Romantic  wish !  would  this  the  daughter  were !" 

When,  strict  inquiring,  from  herself  he  found 
She  was  the  same,  the  daughter  of  his  friend,     •*! 
Of  bountiful  Acasto ;  who  can  speak  ^ 

The  mingled  passions  that  surprised  his  Heart, 
And  through  his  nerves  in  shivering  transport  ran  1 
Then  blazed  his  smother'd  flame,  avow'd,  and  bold; 
And  as  he  view'd  her,  ardent,  o'er  and  o'er,  ^ 

Love,  gratitude,  and  pity  wept  at  once. 
Confused,  and  fnghten'd  at  his  sudden  tears, 
Her  rising  beauties  flueh'd  a  higher  bloom 
As  thus  Palemon,  passionate  and  just, 
Pour'd  out  the  pious  rapture  of  his  soul ' 

**  And  art  thou  then  Acasto's  dear  remains  1 
She,  whom  my  restless  gratitude  has  sought, 
So  long  in  vain  1    O  heavens !  the  very  same, 
The  soften'd  image  of  my  noble  friend ; 
Alive  his  every  look,  his  every  feature. 
More  elegantly  touch'd.    Sweeter  than  Spring  I     . 
Thou  sole  surviving  blossom  from  the  A>ot  ^ 

That  nourish'd  up  my  fortune !  say,  ah  wlnfre, 
In  what  sequester'd  desert  hast  thou  drawn 
The  kindest  aspect  of  delighted  Heaven? 
Into  such  beauty  spread,  and  blown  so  fair; 
Though  Poverty's  cold  wind  and  crushing  raiu 
Beat  keen  and  heavy  on  thy  tender  years? 
O  let  me  now  into  a  richer  soil 
Transplant  thee  safe!  where  vernal  suns  and 

showers 

Diffuse  their  warmest,  largest  influence; 
And  of  my  garden  be  the  pride  and  joy ! 
Ill  it  befits  thee,  oh,  it  ill  befits 
Acasto's  daughter,  bis,  whose  open  stores, 
Though  vast,  were  little  to  Ids  ampler  heart 
The  father  of  a  country,  thus  to  pick 
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The  very  lefuee  of  those  harreet  fields, 
Which  from  hk  bounteous  friendship  I  enjoy. 
Then  throw  that  shameful  pittance  from  thy  hand, 
But  ill  apptied  to  such  a  rugged  task ; 
The  fields,  the  master,  aD,  my  fair,  are  thine; 
If  to  the  various  blessings  which  thy  house 
Has  on  me  lavi^h'd,  thou  wilt  add  that  bliss, 
That  dearest  bliss,  the  power  of  blessing  thee!" 

Here  ceased  the  youth:  yet  still  his  speaking  eye 
Express'd  the  sacred  triumph  of  his  soul, 
With  conscious  virtue,  gratitude,  and  k)ve, 
Above  the  vulgar  joy  divinely  raised. 
Nor  waited  he  reply.    Won  by  the  charm 
Of  goodness  irresistible,  and  all 
In  sweet  disorder  lost,  she  blushed  consent. 
The  news  immediate  to  her  mother  brouj^ 
While,  pierced  with  aniuous  thought,  sh? 

away 
The  lonely  moments  for  LAvinia's  fate; 
Amazed,  and  scarce  behoving  what  she  heard, 
Joy  seized  her  withered  veins,  and  one  bright  gleam 
Of  setting  life  shone  on  her  evening  hours: 
I^ot  less  enraptured  than  the  happy  pair; 
Who  ilourifih'd  long  in  tender  bliss,  and  reajr'd 
A  numerous  offspring,  lovely  like  themselves, 
And  good,  the  grace  of  all  the  country  round. 
^1*  Defeating  ofl  the  labours  of  the  year, 
^^  The  sultry  south  collects  a  potent  blast. 
At  first,  the  groves  are  scarcely  se^n  to  stir 
Their  trembling  tops:  and  a  still  murmur  runs 
^Along  the  soft-inclining  field&of  com. 
But  as  the  aSrial  tempest  fuller  swells, 
And  in  one  mighty  stream,  invisible. 
Immense,  the  whole  excited  atmosphere 
Impetuous  rushes  o'er  the  sounding  world ; 
Strain'd  to  the  root,  the  stooping  forest  pours 
A  rustling  shower  of  yet  untimely  leaves. 
High  beat,  the  circling  mountains  eddy  in, 
From  the^aie  wild,  the  dissipated  storm, 
And  send  it/In  a  torrent  down  the  vale. 
Exposed,  and  naked,  to  its  utmost  rage, 
Through  all  the  sea  of  harvest  rolling  round, 
£rhe  billowy  plain  floats  wide ;  nor  can  evade, 
Though  phant  to  the  blast,  its  seizing  force; 
Or  whirl'd  in  air,  or  into  vacant  chaff 
Shook  waste.    And  sometimes  too  a  burst  of  rain. 
Swept  from  the  black  horizon,  broad,  descends 
In  one  continuous  flood.    Still  over  head 
Thg  mingling  tempest  weaves  its  gloom,  and  still 
The  deluge  deepena;  till  the  fields  around 
Lie  sunk,  and  flatted,  in  the  sordid  wave. 
Sudden,  the  ditches  swell;  the  meadows  swim, 
lied,  from  the  hills,  innumerable  streans 
Tumultuous  roar;  and  high  above  its  banks 
The  river  lift;  before  whose  rushing  tide 
Herds,  flocks,  and  harvests,  cottages,  and  swains. 
Roll  mingled  down;  all  that  the  winds  had  spared 
In  one  wild  moment  ruin'd;  the  big  hopes. 
And  well  eam'd  treasures  of  the  painful  Vfsi. 


Fled  to  some  eminence,  the.  husbandman 
Helpless  beholds  the  nuserahle  wreck 
Driving  along;  his  drowning  ez  it  omse 
Descending,  with  his  labouis  acatter'd  roand,  " 
He  sees;  and  instant  o*er  his  shivering  thonghl 
Comeq  Winter  unprovided,  and  a  train 
Of  claimant  children  dear.    Ye  masters,  tfaejw 
Be  mindful  of  the  rough  laborioos  handJ^^^V 
That  sinks  you  soft  in  elegance  and  ease; 
Be  mindful  of  those  limbs  in  roaset  dad. 
Whose  toil  to  yours  is  warmth  and  graceful  piide; 
.And,  oh!  be  mindful  of  that  spaiing  board, 
Which  covers  yours  with  luxury  prof^ise, 
Makes  your  glass  sparkle,' and  your -sense  njoioeJ 
Nor  cruelly  demahd  what  the  deep  rains 

'  all-involving  winds  Yucvi  swept  away. 

!ere  the  rude  clamour  of  the  Spoitsman*^  joy, 
fastrthundering,  and  the  winded  horn, 
tempt  the  muse  to  sing  the  rural  game: 
his  mid-career  the  spaniel  struck, 
the  tainted  gale,  with  open  nose, 
and  finely  sensible,  draws  full, 
cautious,  on  the  latent  prey ; 
As  in  tHb^fiun  the  circling  covey  basji^ 
Their  variX^umes,  and  watchful  mirj  way, 
ThroughiC^^ugh  stubbie  torn  the  secret  eye. 
Caught  iinhe  meshy  snare,  in  vain  they  beat 
Their  idle  wings,  entangled  more  and  mote: 
Nor  on  the  surges  of  the  boundless  air, 
Though  borne  triumphant,  are  they  safe;  the  gun, 
Glanced  just,  and  sudden,  from  the  fi>^ide/s  eye, 
O'ertakes  their  sounding  pinions:  and  again. 
Immediate,  brings  them  from  the  towering  wing. 
Dead  to  the  ground ;  or  drives  them  widedispernd, 
Wounded,  and  wheeling  various,  down  the  wind 
These  are  not  subjects  for  the  peaceful  Muse, 
Nor  will  she  stain  with  such  her  spotless  song; 
Then  most  delighted,  when  she  social  i 


JXhe  whole  mix'd  animal-creation  round 
rAlive  and  happy.    'Tis  not  joy  to  her, 
The  falsely  cheerfbl  barbarous  game  of  deat^. 
This  rage  of  pleasure,  which  the  restless  yooth 
Awakes,  impatient,  with  the  gleaming  mom: 
When  beasts  of  prey  retire,  that  all  night  kng, 
Urged  by  necessity,  had  ranged  the  dark, 
As  if  their  conscious  ravage  shnnn'd  the  light, 
Ashamed.    Not  so  the  steady  tyrant  Man, 
Who  with  the  thoughtless  insolenoe  of  power 
Inflamed,  beyond  the  most  infhiiate  wrath 
Of  the  worst  monster  that  e*er  roam*d  the  waste. 
For  sport  alone  pursues  the  cruel  chase. 
Amid  the  beamings  of  the  gentle  days. 
Upbraid,  ye  ravening  tribes,  oar  wanton  rags, 
For  hunger  kindles  yon,  «C^  lawless  want ; 
But  lavish  fed,  in  Nature's  bounty  roll'd, 
To  joy  at  anguish,  and  deli^  in  blood, 
Is  what  your  horrid  bosotns  never  knew. 

Poor  is  the  triumph  oW  the  tbnid  hare ! 
Scared  firom  the  com,  and  turn  to  some  k>ne  ssai 
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Retired:  the  nuhy  fen;  the  ragged  fbite, 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  itxmy  heath ;  the  stolbble  ehapt; 
The  tfantly  lawn;  the  thick  entangled  broom;     - 
Of  the  same  friendly  hue,  the  withered  Ibm; 
The  fallow  groond  laid  open  to  the  son, 
Concoctive;  and  the  nodding  sand j  hank,* 
Hung  o'er  the  mazes  of  the  mountain  brook. 
Vain  Is  her  best  precantion ;  though  she  rffs 
ConceaTd,  with  folded  ears ;  unsleepfaig  eyes, 
By  Nature  raised  to  take  the  horizon  in ; 
And  head  couch'd  dose  betwixt  her  hairy  fteC, 
In  act  to  spring  away.    The  scented  dew 
Betrays  her  early  labyrinth ;  and  deep, 
In  scattered  sullen  opei^ngs,  far  behind, 
With  eveiy  bieexe  she  hears  the  conung  storm. 
But  nearer,  and  more  frequent,  as  it  kxids 
The  sighiz^  gale,  she  springs  amazed,  and  aM 
The  savage  soul  of  game  is  up  at  once: 
The  pack  full-opening,  varioas;  the  shrill  hom 
Resounded  firom  the  hflls;  the  neighing  steed. 
Wild  for  the  chase ;  and  the  loud  hunter's  shoixt; 
O'er  a  weak,  harmtess,'  flying  creature,  all 
Mix'd  in  mad  tumidt,  and  dkooidant  joy. 

The  stag^,  angled  fifom  the  herd,  wbsre  long 
He  ranged  the  branching  monarch  of  the  shades, 
Before  the  tempest  drives.    At  fixst,  in  speed 
He,  sprightly,  puts  Mb  fkith ;  and,  roused  by  tear, 
Gives  an  his  swift  aerial  sodl  to  ffigfat; 
Against  the  breeie  he  daifs,  that  way  the  moTB 
To  leave  the  lessening  murderous  ciy  behmd: 
Deception  short  1  though  fleeter  than  the  winde 
I  Blown  o'er  the  keen-ur'd  mountain  by  the  noith, 
He  bursts  the  thickets,  g!a|iees  tlttough  t^  glades, 
And  plunges  deep  into  the  wildest  wood ; 
If  slow,  yet  sure,  adhesive  to  the  tiraok 
Hotrfiteaming,  up  behind  him  come  again 
The  inhumacn  rout,  and  fiwm  the  shady  depth 
Expd  him,  circttng  through  his  eveiy  diift. 
He  sweeps  the  forest  oft;  and  sobbing  sees 
The  glades,  mild  opening  to  the  golden  day; 
Where,  in  kind  contest,  with  his  batting  Mends 
He  wont  to  struggle,  ear  his  lotes  enjoy. 
Oil  in  the  flull-descending  flood  he  tries 
To  Umc  the  seent,  and  lave  his  burning  aUlei : 
Oft  seeks  the  herd;  the  watchful  herd,  alarm'd,  ' 
With  selfish  care  avoid  a  brother's  woe. 
What  shaU  he  dol    His  once  so  vivid  nerres, 
So  fuQ  of  buoyant  spirit,  now  no  moro 
Inspire  the  course ;  but  fainting  breathkas  toil, 
Sick,  seizes  on  his  heart;  he  stands  at  bay; 
And  pcrts  his  last  weak  refbge  in  despair. 
The  big  roimd  tears  run  down  lus  dappled  face; 
He  groans  in  anguish :  while  the  growling  pack, 
Blood-happy,  hang  at  his  fair  jutting  chest, 
And  mirk  his  beauteous  chequered  sides  with  goie. 

Of  this  eiHiugh.    But  if  the  sylvan  youth, 
Whose  fervent  blood  boils  into  violoMse, 
Must  have  the  diase ;  behold,  despising  flight, 
The  Tou0i<d  up  fioi%  resolute,  apd  slow, 


Advancing  fbll  on  the  protended  spear, 
And  coward  band,  that  eliding  wheel  aloof. 
Slunk  from  the  eavem,  and  the  troubled  wood, 
See  the gifan  wolf;  on  him hlsshaggy  foe 
Vindielive  fix,  and  let  the  luffian  die: 
Or,  gitfwlmg  hoRid,  as  the  brindled  boar 
Criins  fen  destruction,  to  the  monster's  heart       ' 
Let  the  dart  lighten  from  the  nervous  arm. 
These  Britain  Ihh^b  notjj^ive,  ye  Britons, 
then  ^^y  ^i|^^^ 

Year  sportive  fhry,  fntuess^  .to  pour     ^*^^^ 
Loose  on  the  nightly  robber  of  the  fold         /^T" 
Him,  from  his  craggy  winding  haunts  mmnli'd, 
Let  all  the  thunder  of  the  chase  pursue. 
Throw  the  broad  ditch  behind  you ;  o'er  the  hedge 
High  bound,  resistless;  nor  the  deep  moraap 
Refttse,  but  through  the  diaking  wilderness 
Pick  your  nioe  way;  into  the  perilous  flood 
Bear  fearless,  of  the  raging  instinct  full ; 
And  as  you  ride  the  torrent,  to  the  banks 
Your  triumph  sound  sonorous,  running  round, 
From  rock  to  rock,  in  circling  echoes  tost; 
Then  scale  the  mountains  to  their  woody  tops; 
Rush  down  the  dangerc^us  steep ;  and  o'er  the 

lawn,^ 

In  fimcy  swallowfaig  up  the  space  between. 
Pour  all  your  speed  into  the  rapid  game. 
For  happy  he!  who  tdps  the  wheeling  chase ; 
Has  every  mass  evolved,  and  every  guile 
Disclosed;  who  knovrs  the  merits  of  the  pack ; 
Who  saw  the  vUiain  snzed^and  dying  hard. 
Without  complaint,  though  by  a  hundred  mouths 
Relentless  torn :   O  glorious  he,  beyond 
His  daring  peers  !^when  the  retreating  horn 
Call  them  to  ghostly  halls  of  gray  renown, 
With  woodland  himomv  graced ;  the  fez's  frpr 
Depending  decent  from  tiie  roof:  and  spread 
Round  the  drear  walls,  with  antic  figures  fierce. 
The  stag's  hrge  front :  he  then  is  loudest  heard. 
When  the  night  staggers  wfth  severer  toils, 
With  feats  Thessahan  Centaurs  never  knew. 
And  their  repeated  wonders  shake  the  dome. 

But  fint  the  fuel'd  chimney  blazes  wide; 
The  tankaida  fiNon;  and  the  strong  table groane 
Beneath  the  smoking  uloui,  stretch'd  ImmeDse 
From  ride  to  side;  in  which,  with  desperate  knife, 
They  deep  incision  make,  and  talk  the  while 
Of  Engla^'s  glory,  ne'er  to  be  defeced 
While  henoe  they  borrow  vigour:  or  amain 
Into  the  paslgr  lounged,  at  intervals, 
If  rtomach  keen  can  intervals  allow, 
Rflfiting  all  the  gknies  of  the  chase. 
■Then  sated  Hunger  bids  his  brother  Thirst 
Atdvm  the  mighty  bowl;  the  mighty  bowl, 
^ell'd  high  with  fiery  juice,  steams  liberal  rouiut 
.  potent  gide,  delicious,  as  the  breath 
I  jd  aia  to  the  love-sick  shepherdess, 

fri^lets  difiiued,  while  loft  she  hearii 
panting  shepherd  stealmg  to  her  anuv 
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Nor  wanting  is  the  brown  October,  di&wn, 
Matme  and  perfect,  from  his  dark  letnat 
Of  thirty  yean;  and  now  his  honest  finout 
Flames  in  the  Ught  refiilgent,  not  afiraid 
E'en  with  the  yineyaid's  best  produce  to  vie. 
To  cheat  the  thirsty  moments,  whist  awhile 
Walks  his  doll  round  beneath  a  doad  of  smoke, 
Wreath'd,  fragrant,  from  the  pipe ;.  or  the  quick 

In  ^'^""tf-^pjg^^-^  Jf  yy,  awake 
Thfl^nMiJlmggammon :  while  romp-Ioviflg miH 
Islltul'd  about, mgallantry  robust 

At  last  these  puling  idleivsses  laid 
Aside,  frequent  and  full,  the  dry  divan 
Close  in  firm  drde;  and  set,  ardent,  in 
For  serious  drinking.    Nor  evasion  sly, 
Nor  sober  shift,  is  to  the  puking  wretch' 
Indulged  apart ;  hut  earned  brimming  bowb 
Lave  every  soul,  the  table  floating  round, 
And  pavement,  ftttUess  to  the  fuddled  loot. 
Thus  as  they  swim  in  mutual  swill,  the  talk, 
Vociferous  at  <»oe  from  twenty  tongues. 
Reels  hat  from  theme  to  themsj  from  hones, 


To  church  oi  mistress,  politics  or  ghost. 
In  endless  maies,  intricate,  perplex'd. 
Meantime,  with  sudden  interruption,  ICHid, 
The  impatient  catch  bursts  from  the  joyous  heart; 
That  moment  touch'd  is  eveiy  kindred  soul; 
And,  opening  in  a  frdl-mouth'd  cry  of  joy, 
The  laugh,  the  slap,  thejocund  curse  go  round; 
While,  from  their  slumben  shook,  the  kennel'd 

hounds 
Mix  in  the  music  of  the  day  again. 
'As  when  the  tempest,  that  has  vex*d  the  deep 
(The  dark  night  long,  with  frdnter  murmnn  falls; 
So  gradual   sinks  their  mirth.    Their  leeUe 


% 


Unable  to  take  up  the  cumbrous  word, 
Lie  quite  dissolved.    Before  their  maudlin  eyes, 
Seen  dim  and  blue,  the  double  tapen  danoe. 
Like  the  sun  wading  through  the  misty  sky. 
Then,  sliding  h^  they  drop.    Confused  abo^ 
31asses  and  bottles^  pipes  and  gazetteen. 
As  if  the  table  e*en  itself  was  drunk, 
Lie  a  wet  broken  scene;  and  wide,  bebw, 
Is  heap'd  the  social  sUughter:  when  astride 
The  lubber  Power  in  filthy  triumph  sits, 
Slumbrous,  inclining  still  from  side  to  aide, 
And  steeps  them  dranch'd  in  potest  sleep  till 

mom. 
Perhaps  some  doctor,  of  tremendous  paimeh,    ^^ 
Awfid  and  deep,  a  black  abyss  of  diink, 
Outlives  them  all ;  and  from  his  buried  fiock 
Retiring,  full  of  rumination  sad, 

Laments  the  weakness  of  these  latter  times.       ^  \joau 
Butiftherougher  sex  by  this  fierce  spoit    ^^^From 
Is  hurried  wild,  let  not  such  horrid  joy  ^^ 

E'er  stain  the  bosom  of  the  British  Fair. 


Far  be  the  spirit  of  the  chase  from  themi 

Unoomely  courage,  unbeseeming  skill ; 

To  spring  the  f^ioe,  to  rein  the  prancing  eteed. 

The  cap,  the  whip,  the  masculine  attiro; 

In  which  they  roughen  to  the  sense,  and  all 

The  winning  softnea  of  their  sex  is  UmL 

In  them  'tis  gracefid  to  dissolve  at  wo; 

With  every  motion,  every  word,  to  wave    , 

Cluick  o'er  the  kindling  cheek  the  ready  Uuah ; 

And  from  the  smallest  violence  to  shrink 

Unequal,  then  the  bveliest  in  their  fean; 

And  by  this  silent  adulation,  soft, 

To  their  protection  mon  engaging  Man. 

O  miy  theb  eyes  no  miserable  sight, 

Save  weeping  loven,  see !  a  nobler  game, 

Through  bve's  enchanting  wiles  pursued,  yet  fled^ 

In  chase  ambiguous.    May  their  tender  limbs 

Float  in  the  loose  simplicity  of  dress! 

And,  fashion'd  all  to  harmony,  alone 

Know  they  to  seiae  the  captivated  soul 

In  rapture  waibled  from  love-bieathing  lips ; 

To  teach  the  lute  to  languish ;  with  smooth  step, 

DisckMong  motion  in  its  every  charm, 

To  swim  akmg,  and  swell  the  mazy  <^ioe ; 

To  train  the  foliage  o'er  the  snowy  lawn ; 

To  guide  the  pencil,  turn  the  tuneful  page ; 

To  lend  new  flavour  to  the  fruitful  year, 

And  heighten  Nature's  damties :  in  thdr  race. 

To  rear  their  graces  into  second  life ; 

To  give  sodety  its  highest  taste ; 

Well  order'd  home  man's  best  delight  to  make ; 

And  by  subnuasive  wisdom,  modest  skill, 

With  eveiy  gentle  care-eluding  art, 

To  raise  the  virtues,  animate  the  bliss. 

And  sweeten  all  the  toils  of  human  life : 

This  be  the  finnale  dignity,  and  praise. 

Ye  swains,  now  hasten  to  the  htad  bank ; 
Where,  down  yon  dale,  the  widely  vrinding  brook 
Falls  hoarse  firom  steep  to  steep.    Indoseamy, 
■Fit  for  the  thicketoand  the  tangling  shrub^ 
Ye  virgins,  come.    For  you  their  latest  song 
The  woodlands  raise;  the  clustering  nuts  for  yoo 
The  lover  finds  amid  the  secret  shade; 
And,  where  they  burnish  on  the  topmost  bougl^ 
With  active  vigour  crushes  down  the  tree; 
Or  shakes  them  ripe  from  the  resigning  husk, 
A  gloasy  shower,  and  of  an  ardent  brown. 
As  are  the  ringlets  of  Melinda's  hair : 
Melmda!  form'd  with  every  grace  comply; 
Yet  these  neglecting,  above  beauty  wise. 
And  far  transcending  such  avulgar  praise. 

Hence  from  the  busy  joy-resounding  fiekli^ 
In  cheerful  error,  let  us  trrad  the  mase 
Of  Autumn,  unconfined;  and  taste,  revived, 
The  breath  of  orchard  big  vrith  bending  fruit, 
obedient  to  the  breexe  and  beating  ray, 
the  deep-kiaded  bough  a  meUow  i 
Incessant  melts  away.    The  jnky  pear 
soft  profUiion,  scatter'd  nmndi 
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A  various  sweetness  swells  the  ^ntle  race; 
By  NatareVall-refiniiig  hand  prepared; 
Of  tempered  snn,  and  water,  earth,  and  air, 
In  ever  changing  conpposition  mix'd. 
Soch,  fidling  frequent  through  the  chiller  night, 
The  fragrant  stores,  the  wide  projected  heaps 
Of  apples,  whkh  the  lusty-handed  Year,  , 

Innumerous,  o'ej  the  blushing  orchard  shakes. 
A  TBiious  spirit,  fi^esh,  delicious,  keen, 
Dwells  in  their  gelid  pores;  and,^  active,  points 
The  piercing  cyder  for  the  thirsty  tongue : 
Thy  native  theme,  and^boon  inspiier  too, 
PhUips,  Pomona's  baid,  the  second  thou 
Who  nobly  durst,  in  rhyme-unfetter'd  veise, 
With  British  freedom  sing  the  British  song : 
How,  from  Silurian  vats,  high  sparkling  wines 
Foam  in  transparent  floods ;  some  strong,  to  cheer 
Th&  wmtry  je|pl^#^he  labouring  hind ; 
An^(^IW^p(W^neflt<^^^<^^^p*lllllHllier  hours. 

In  this  glad  season,  while  his  sweetest  beams 
The  sun  sheds  equal  o'er  the  meeken'd  day ; 
Oh  lose  me  in  the  green  delightful  walks 
Of,  Dpdington,  thy  seat,  serene  and  plain; 
Wliere  simple  Nature  reigns;  and  every  view, 
rafusive,  spreads  the  pure  Dorsetian  downs. 
In  boundless  prospect;  yonder  shagg'd  with  wood, 
Here  rich  with  harvest,  and  there  white  with 

flocks! 
Meantime  the  grandeur  of  thy  lofty  dome, 
Far  splendid,  seizes  on  the  ravish'd  eye. 
New  beauties  rise  with  each  revolving  day; 
New  columns  swell;  and  still  the  fresh  Spring' 

finds 
New^lants  to  quicken,  and  new  groves  to  green. 
Full  of  thy  genius  all !  the  Muses'  seat: 
Where  in  the  secret  bower,  and  winding  walk, 


Low  bend  the  wdghty  boughs.    The  dusten 

clear, 

Half  through  the  foliage  seen,  or  ardent  flame, 
Or  shine  transparent;  while  perfection  breathes 
Whit^  o'er  the  turgent  flhn  the  living  dew. 
As  thus  they  brighten  with  exalted  juice, 
TdQch'd  into  flavour  hj  the  mingling  ray; 
The  rural  youth  and  virgins  o'er  the  field, 
Each  fond  for  each  to  cull  the  autumnal  prime, 
Exuhmg  rove,  and  ^ak  the  vintage  nigh. 
Then  comes  the  crushing  swain;*  the  countif 

floats. 

And  foams  unbounded  with  the  manhy  flood ; 
That  by  degrees  fermented  and  refined, 
Round  the  raised  nations  pours  the  cup  of  joy : 
The  daret  smooth,  red  as  the  lip  we  press 
In  sparkling  fancy;  while  we  drain  the  bowl ; 
The  mellow-tasted  burgundy;  and  quick. 
As  is  the  wit  it  gives,  the  gay  champagne. 

Now,  by  the  cool  dedining  year  condensedj' 
l>esoend  the  copious  exhalations,  check'd        ^^ 
As  up  the  middle  sky  unseen  they  stole,   ,     Z'     * 
And  roll  the  doubling  fogs  around  the  hill. 
No  more  the  mountain,  horrid,  vast,  sublime, 
Who  pours  a  sweep  of  rivers  from  his  sides. 
And  high  between  contending  kingdoms  rears 
The  rocky  long  division,  fills  the  view 
With  great  variety ;  but  in  a  night 
Of  gathering  vapour,  firom  the  bafiied  sense 
Sinks  dark  and  dreary.    Thence  expanding  far, 
The  huge  dusk,  gradual,  swallows  up  the  plain: 
Vanish  the  woods :  the  dim-seen  river  seems 
Sullen,  and  slow,  to  roll  the  misty  wave. 
E'en  in  the  height  of  noon  oppress'd,  the  sun 
gheds  weak,  and  blunt,  his  vride-refracted  ray; 
whence  glaring  oft,  with  many  a  broaden'd  ort>, 


For  virtuous  Young  and  thee  they  twine  the  hay:  fie  frights  the  nations.    Indistinct  on  earth, 


Here  wandering  oft,  fired  vrith  the  restless  thirst 
Of  thy  applause,  I  solitary  court 
The  inspiring  breeze:  and  meditate  the  book 
Of  Nature  ever  open;  aiming  thence. 
Warm  from  the  heart,  to  learn  the  moral  song. 
Here,  as  I  steal  along  the  sunny  wall, 
Where  Autumn  basks,  with  firuit  empurpled 
My  pleasng  theme  continual  prompts  my  thougU( 
Presents  the  downy  peach;  the  shining  plum:  ir 
The  ruddy,  fragrant  nectarine;  and  dark, 
Beneath  his  axnple  leaf,  the  luscious  fig. 
The  vine  too  here  her  curling  tendrils  shoots ; 
Hangs  out  her  clustery,  glowing  to  the  south; 
And  scarcely  wishes  fi)r  a  warmer  sky. 

Turn  we  a  moment  Fancy's  rapid  flight 
To  vigorous  soils,  and  climes  of  fair  extent ; 
Where,  by  the  potent  sun  elated  high. 
The  vineyard  swells  refulgent  on  the  day ; 
Spreads  o'er  the  vale;  or  up  the  mountain  climbs, 
Profuse ;  and  drinks  amid  the  sunny  rocks. 
From  diff  to  cliff  increased,  the  heighten'd  blaze. 

2a3 


>n  through  the  turbid  air,  beyond  the  life 
)jects  appear ;  and,  wilder'd,  o'er  the  waste 
le  shepherd  stalks  gigantic.    Till  at  last 
'^eath'd  dun  around,  in  deeper  drdes  still 
i^Scessive  closing,  sits  the  general  fog 
ftounded  o'er  Uie  world;  and,  mingling  thick, 
ftimless  gray  confusion  covers  all. 

hen  of  old  (so  sung  the  Hebrew  Bard) 

tight,  uncollected,  through  the  chaos  urged 

*  Yis  infant  way;  nor  Order  yet  had  ilrawn 

His  lovely  train  from  out  the  dubious  gloom. 

These  roving  mists,  that  constant  now  begin' 
To  smoke  along  the  hilly  country,  these, 
With  weightier  rains,  and  melted  Alpine  snoi 
The  mountain  dstems  fill,  those  ample  stores 
Of  water,  scoop'd  among  the  hollow  rocks; 
Whence  gush  the  streams,  the  ceaseless  fountain* 

pUy, 
And  their  unfidling  wealth  the  nvers  0raw. 
Some  sages  say,  that,  where-  the  numerous  wavi 
For  ever  lashes  the  resounding  shore, 
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I>rin*d  thioggli  the  sandy  ctntum,  every  way, 
The  waten  ^th  and  sandy  strattim  lise; 
Amid  whose  angles  infinitely  strain'd, 
They  joyful.leave  their  jaggy  salts  behind, 
And  dear  and  sweeten  as  they  soak  along. 
Nor  stops  the  restless  fluid,  mounting  still, 
Though  oft  amidst  Uie  irriguous  vale  it  springs; 
But  to  the  moontain  courted  by  the  sand, 
That  leads  it  darkling  on  in  faithful  maze, 
Far  from  the  parent-main,  it  boils  again 
Fresh  into  day;  and  all  the  glittering  hill 
Is  bright  with  spouting  rills.  But  hence  tl^  vun 
Amusive  dream !  why  should  the  waters  bve 
To  take  so  far  a  journey  to  the  liills, 
When  the  sweet  valleys  offer  to  thsir  toil 
Inviting  quiet,  and  a  nearer  bed  % 
Or  if  by  blind  ambition  led  astray, 
They  must  aspire;  why  should  they  sudden  stop 
the  broken  mountain's  ruaky  dells, 
ere  they  gain  its  highest  peak,  desert 

^   "^^Utie  attractive  sand  that  charm'd  their  course  so 

^-     •    bngi  , 

^^  Bendes,  the  hard  agglomerating  salts, 

The  spoil  of  ages,  would  impervious  choke 
Their  secret  ehannels;  ot,  by  slow  degrees. 
High  as  the  hills  protrude  the  swelling  vales: 
Old  Ocean  too,  suck'd  through  the  porous  globe, 
Had  k)ng  ere  naw  forsook  hb  horrid  bed, 
And  brought  Deucalion's  watery  times  again. 

Say  then,  where  lurk  the  vast  eternal  springs, 
That,  like  creating  natufe,  tie  conceal'd 
From  mortal  eye,  yet  with  their  lavish  stores 
Refresh  the  globe,  and  all  its  joyous  tribes! 
O  thou  pervading  Genius,  given  to  man, 
To  trace  the  secrets  of  the  dark  abyss, 
O  lay  the  mountains  haie!  and  wide  display 


3^1 «' 


Theb  hidden  structure  to  the  astonish'd  viewl  ^  The  full-adjusted  harmony  of  things. 


Strip  from  the  branching  Alps  their  piny  load 
The  huge  incumbrance  of  horrific  woods 
From  Asian  Taurus,  from  Imaus  stretch'd 
Athwart  the  roving  Tartar's  sullen  bounds; 
Give  opening  Hemns  to  my  searching  eye, 
And  high  Olympus  pouring  many  a  stream! 
O  from  the  sounding  summits  of  the  north. 
The  Dofrine  hills,  through  Scandinavia  r< 
To  frrtheat  Laplsj^d  and  the  froaEen  main; 
From  lofty  Caucasus,  far  seen  by  those 
^Who  in  ihe  Caspian  and  black  Euxine  toil ; 

^^Arom  oold  Riphean  rocks,  which  the  wild  Russ 
^kstieves  the  stony  girdle*  of  the  World: 
^V**  juid  all  the  dreadful  mountains,  wrapp'd  in  storm, 

i^^Whence  wide  Siberia  draws  her  lonely  floods; 
^      O  sweep  the  eternal  snows !  hung  o'er  the  deep. 
That  ever  works  beneath  his  sounding  base, 
Did  Atlas,  propping  heaven,  as  poets  feign, 


His  subterrai^ean  wonders  spread!  imveil 
The  mmy  caverns,  blaang  on  the  day, 
Of  Abyssmia's  cloud  compelling  difis, 
And  of  the  bending  Mountains*  of  the  Moon! 
O'ertopping  all  these  gi^dt  sons  Mf  earth, 
Let  the  dire  Andes,  from  the  radiant  line 
Stretch'd  to  the  stonqy  seas  that  thander  round 
The  southern  pole,  their  hideous  deeps  unfold ! 
Amazing  scene!  Behold!  the  glooms  disclose; 
I  see  the  rivers  in  their  infant  beds! 
Deep,  deep  I  hear  them  labouring  to  get  free; 
I  see  the  leaning  strata,  artful  ranged; 
The  gaping  fissures  to  receive  the  rains. 
The  melting  snows,  and  ever-dripping  fi)gs. 
Strow'd  bibulous  abpve  I  see  the  sandi, 
The  pebbly  gravel  next;  the  layers  then  . 
Of  mingled  moulds,  of  more  retentive  earths 
The  gutter'd  rocks  and  ma^running  clefts; 
That,  while  the  st^%g^MttreJlq^y»,fr^Aut, 
Retard  its  motion,  and  forbid  nk  waste.      ^ 
Beneath  the  incessant  weeping  of  theae  drains^ 
I  see  the  rocky  siphons  stretch'd  immense, 
The  mighty  resen'oirs  of  harden'd  chalky 
Or  stiff  compacted  day,  capacious  form'^ 
O'erflowing  thence,  the  congregated*store8, 
The  crystal  treasures  of  the  liquid  workl. 
Through  the  stirr'd  sands  a  bubbling  passage  bmat; 
And  welling  out,  around  the  middle  steep. 
Or  from  the  bottoms  of  the  bosom'd  hills, 
In  pure  effusion  flow.    United,  thus,         * 
The  exhaling  sun,  the  vapour-bnr^n'd  air, 
The  gelid  mountains,  that  to  rain  condensed 
These  vapours  in  continual  current  draw, 
Aii(|  send  them  o'er  the  fair-divided  earth, 
In  bounteous  rivers  to  the  deep  again,        * 
A  sodal  ooomierce  hold,  and  firm  support 


Ths  MoKoritei  call  \fae  Riphean  Monntaini  Weiiki  Co- 
^"''^yiMy'i  tliat  h,  the  great  etony  (HrdUf  imcBxm  U»jr  sup- 
pan  thoBi  to  cnannpan  the  whole  evta. 


When  Autumn  scatters  his  departing  gleams, 
Wam'd  of  approaching  Winter,  gathePd,  play 
The  swallow-people;  and  toss'd  wide  around, 
O'er  the  calm  sky,  in  convolution  swift, 
The  feather'd  eddy  floats:  rejoicing  once, 
Ire  to  their  wintry  slumbers  they  retire; 
dusters  clung,  beneath  the  moulderii^  bank, 
id  where,  unpierced  by  frost,  the  caveni  sweati^ 
'  rather  into  warmer  dimes  convey'd, 
ith  other  kindred  birds  of  season,  thers 
'hey  twitter  cheerful,  till  the  vernal  months 
!nvite  them  welcome  back:  for,  thronging,  now 
Innumerous  wings  are  in  commotion  all. 

Where  the  Rhine  loses  his  majestic  force 
In  Belgian  plains,  won  from  the  raging  deep 
By  diligence  amazing,  and  the  strong 
Unconquerable  hand  of  Liberty, 
The  stork-assembly  meets;  for  many  a  da7. 
Consulting  deep,  and  various,  ere  they  take 


*  Anuigeof 
motapo. 
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Theii  aiduous  voytg^  through  ths  liquid  iky: 
And  now  their  foute  dengn'd,  their  Ie«deiB  choie, 
Their   tiihet  tidyuntad,  cleui'd  their   vigorous 

wings; 
And  ipeiiky  a  dide,  many  a  short  evay, 
WheeL'd  round  and  ruund,  in  congregation  full 
The  %ttnd  flight  ascends;  and,  riding  high 
.The  adrial  billows,  niixBs  with  the  clouds. 

^     Or  where  the  Northern  ocean,  in  vast  whiris, 
Boik  round  the  naked  melancholy  isles 
Of  fiurthgt^Tihlile.  and  the  AtUntic  surge 

iPouis'm  among  the  ston^y  Hebrides; 
Whp  can  recount  what  transmigrations  thero 
Are  annual  maoel  what  nations  coipe  and  ffkl 
And  how  the  living  clouds  on  dooda  avisel 
Infinite  wings  I  till  all  the  plume-^k  air, 
And  rude  resounding  shore  are  one  wild  cry. 

H^e  the  plain  harmless  native  ^sij^l  flock, 
And  heni  diminutive  of  many  hues^^k^^  ^__ 
Tends  on  the  little  island's  verdant  swell,  J79 
The  shepherd's  sea-girt  rogn ;  or,  to  the  rnL^i 
Diie-cUnging,  gathemhis  o various  ibod; 
Or  sweeps  the  fishy  shore !  or  treasures  up 
The  ptumage,  naang  full,  to  form  the  bed 
Of  luxuiy.    And  here  awhfle  the  Muse, 
[ISigh  hovering  o'er  the  broad  ceruleansoeoa, 
Sees  Caledonia,  in  romantic  view: 
Her  airy  mountains,  firom  the  waving  main, 
Invested  with  a  keen  diffusive  sky, 
Breathing  the  soul  acute :  her  forests  huge, 
Incult,  robust,  and  tall,  by  Nature's  hand 
Phnteil  of  old ;  her  axon  lakes  between,  n 
Pour'd  out  extensive,  and  of  watery  wealth 
Full;  winding  dee(^,  and  green,  her  fertile  vales ; 
With  many  a  oool  translucent  brimming  flood 
Wash'd  kwely,  from  the  Tweed  (pure  parent 

iteeam, 
Whose  pastoral  bsnks  first  heard  my  Doric  rsed. 
With,  sylvan  Jed,  thy  tributary  brook) 
To  where  the  nozth-infiated  tempest  fi>ams 
O'er  Oica's  or  Betubiam's  highest  peak: 
Norse  of  a  people,  in  Misibftune's  school 
Tinm'd  up  to  hardy  deeds;  soon  visited 
By  Learning,  when  befimthegQthic  rage 

^fae  took  her  western  ffight.    A  manly  race. 
Of  unsubmitting  spirit,  wise,  and  brave; 
Who  stin  through  bleeding  sges  struggled  hard, 
( Aa  well  unhappy  Wallace  can  attest, 
Great  patxiot  hero!  Ul  requited  chief!) 
To  bold  a  generous,  undiminish'd  state;  , 

Too  much  in  vain  t  Hence  of  unequal  bounds 
Impatient,  and  by  tempting  glory  borne 
O'er  eveiy  land,  ibr  every  kmd  their  life 
Has  fiow'd  profiles,  their  piercing  genius  ptann'd, 
And  swell'd  the  pomp  of  peace  their  fiiithfiil  toil. 
As  from  their  own  dear  north,  in  radiant  streams, 
Bright  over  Europe  bursts  the  boreal  morn. 

Oh!  is  tkere  not  some  patriot,  in  whose  power 
That  best,  that  godlike  luxury  is  placed. 


Of  blessing  thousands,  thousands  yet  unborn, 
Through  kte  posterity  1  some,  large  of  soul,    ■. 
To  cheer  dejected  industiyl  to  give 
A  double  harvest  to  the  pining  swain  1 
And  teach  the  labouring  hand  the  sweets  of  toOl 
How,  by  the  finest  art,  the  native  robe 
To  weave;  how  white  as  hyperborean  snow, . 
To  form  the  lucid  lawn;  with  venturous  oar 
How  to  dash  wide  the  billow;  nor  look  on, 
Shamefully  passive  while  Batavian  fleets 
Def nud  us  of  the  glittering  finny  swarms. 
That  heave  our  friths,  and  crpwd  upon  our  shores; 
How  all  enlivening  trade  to  rouse,  and  wing 
The  prosperous  sail,  from  every  growing  port, 
Uninjured,  round  the  sesrencircled  gbbe; 
And  thus,  in  soul  united  as  in  name, 
Bid  Britain  reign  the  mistress  of  the  deep  1 

Yes,  there  are  such.    And  full  on  thee,  Argyle, 
Her  hope,  her  stay,  her  darling,  and  her  boast,    ^^ 
From  her  first  patriots  and  her  heroes  sprung,     ^^ 

fond  impk>ring  country  turns  her  eye; 
with  all  a  mother's  triumph,  sees 

ivirtue,  every  grace,  combined, 

Her  gSlEs,  wisdon^  her  engaging  turn. 
Her  pride  of  hooour,  and  her  courage  tried,  ^ 
Calm  and  intrepid,  in  the  veiy  throat 
Of  sulphurous  war,  on  Tenier's  dreadfiil  field. 
Nor  less  the  palm  of  peace,  inwreathes  thy  brow: 
For,  powerful  as  thy  sword,  from  thy  rich  tongue 
Persuarion  flows,  and  wins  the  h^h  debate ;       ^ 
While  mix'd  in  thee  combine  the  charm  of  youth, 
The  force  of  manhood,  a^d  the  depth  of  age. 
Thee,  Forbes,  too,  whom  every  worth  attends, 
As  truth  sincere,  as  weeping  friendship  kind, 
Thee,  truly  generous,  and  in  sileiice  great, 
Thy  country  feels  through  her  reviving  arts, 
Plann'd  by  thy  wisdom,  by  thy  soul  infqnn'd ; 
And  seldom  has  she  known  a  friend  like  the^       . 
i^But  see  the  fiiding  many-colour'd  woods,       *^^L  • 

Mind     J  ^^ 


Shade  deepening  over  shade,  the  country  round 
Imbrown;  a  crowded  umbrage,  dusk,  and  dun, 
Of  ev^  hue,  from  wan  declining  green 
^o  sooty  dark.    These  now  the  lonesome  Muse, 
Low  whispering,  lead  into  th^ir  leaf-etrown  walki^ 
And  giv^the  Season  in  its  latest  view. 

Meantime,  light  shadowing  all,  a  sober  cahn 
Fleeces  unbounded  ether:  whose  least  wave 
Stands  tremulous,  uncertain  where  to  turn 
The  gentle  current;  while  illumined  wide, 
The  dewy-skirted  clouds  imbibe  the  sun. 
And  through  their  lucid  veil  his  soften'd  force     * 
[Shed  o'er  the  peaceful  world.    Then  is  the  time, 
For  those  whom  Wisdom  and  whom  Nature 

charm, 

To  steal  themselves  from  the  degenerate  crowd. 
And  soar  above  this  little  scene  of  things: 
To  tread  low-thoughted  Vice  beneath  their  feet' 
To  sooth  the  throbbing  passions  into  pe^u%: 
And  woo  k>ne  Cluiet.in  her  silent  walks 


^ 

^ 
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Thus  aolitary,  and  in  penuTe  guise, 
Oft  let  me  wander  o'er  the  nuaet  mead, 
And  through  the  ndden'd  grove,  where  scaiee  ia 

heard 
One  dying  strain,  to  cheer  the  woodttian's  toil. 
Haj^y  aome  widow'd  aongiter  pours  his  plaint, 
Far,  in  faint  warhlings,  through  the  tawny  copse: 
While  congregated  thrushes,  iinnets,  larks, 


The  sympathies  of  lore,  and  fiiendship  dear; 
With  aU  the  aodal  offiipring  of  the  heart 
t   Oh!  hear ue  (lieB  to  vast  embowedng  shades^ 
To  twilight  groves,  and  visbnary  vales; 
To  weeping  grottos,  and  prophetic  glooms; 
Where  angel  forms  athwart  the  s(demn  dmik, 
Tremendoos  sweep,  or  seem  to  sweep  along; 
And  voices  more  than  human,  through  the  void 


And  each  vdld  throat,  whose  artless  strains  so  late  Deep  sounding,  seize  the  enthnaastic  ear! 


Swell'd  all  the  music  of  the  swarming  shades, 
Robb'd  of  their  tuneful  souls,  now  shivering  sit 
\     On  the  dead  tree,  a  dull  despondent  flock ; 
^        With  not  a  brightneas  waving  o'er  their  plumes, 
,    lAnd  nought  save  chattering  discord  in  their  note. 
O  let  not,  aim'd  from  some  inhuman  eye. 
The  gun  the  music  of  the  coming  year 
Destroy;  and  harmless,  unsuspecting  harm, 
Lay  the  weak  tribes  a  miserable  prey, 
^^n  mingled  murder,  fluttering  on  the  ground ! 
^^^The  pale-descending* year,  yet  pleasing  stffl, 
^  A  gentler  mood  inspires ;  for  qow  the  leaf 
%  Incessant  rustles  from  the  mournful  grove; 
1  Oft  startling  such  as,  studious,  walk 
And  slowly  circles  through  the  waving 
But  shoukl  a  quicker  breeze  amid  the  bougha 
Sob,  o'er  the  sky  the  leafy  deluge  streams ; 
Till  choked,  and  matted  with  the  dreary  shower. 
The  forest  walks,  at  every  rising  gale, 
^Roll  wide  the  widier'd  waste,  and  whistle  bleak, 
^led  is  the  bUsted  vetd^re  of  the  fields ; 
And,  shrunk  into  their  beds,  the  flowny  race 
vTheir  sunny  robes  resign.    E'en  what  remain'd 
Of  stronger  fruits  falls  from  the  naked  tree; 
And  'woodsj  fields,  gardens,  orchards,  all  around  - 
The  desolated  prospect  thriUs  the  soul. 
/    He  comes!  becomes!  in  every  breeze  the  Power 
Of  Philosophic  Melancholy  comes! 
HSnear  appmach  the  sudden  starting  tear, 
.  •  *riie'glowing  cneek,  the  mild  dejected  air, 
.  The  soflen'd  feature,  and  the  beating  heart, 
Pierced  deep  with  many  a  virtuous  pang,  declare. 
O'er  all  the  soul  Ms  sacred  influence  breathes! 
.  Inflames  imagination;  through  the  breast 
Infuses  every  tenderness;  and  far    . 
Beyond  dim  earth  exalts  the  swelling  thought. 
Ten  thousand  thousand  fleet  ideas,  such 
As  never  mingled  with  the  vulgar  dream, 
(>rowd  fast  into  the  mind's  creative  eye. 
•As  fitft  the  correspondent  passions  rise, 
^Vji  varied,  and  as  high:  Devotion  raised 
Tt>  rapture,  and  divine  astonishment ; 
The  love  of  Nature  unconfined,  and,  chief. 
Of  human  race;  the  large  ambitious  wish. 
To  make  them  blest;  the  sigh  for  sufiering  worth 
hoTi  in  obscurity;  the  noble  scorn 
Of  tyrant  pride ;  the  fearlesk  great  resolve; 
The  wonder  which  the  dying  patriot  draws, 
Inspiring  glory  through  remotest  time; 
The  awaken'd  throb  for  virtue,  and  for  fiune; 


Or  is  this  gloom  too  much?    Then  lead,  ye 
powers. 
That  o'er  the  garden  and  the  rural  aettt 
Preside,  which  shining  through  the  cheerful  hand 
In  countless  numbers  Uest  Britannia  sees ; 
O  lead  me  to  the  wide  extended  walks, 
The  fair  majestic  paradise  of  Stowe!^ 
Not  Persian  Cyrus  on  Ionia's  shore 
E'er  sawjnvli  sylvan  soehes;  such  vaiiouff  ait 
],  such  ardent  genius  tamed 
judicious  art;  that,  in  the  strife, 
beauteous  Nature  fears  to  be  outdone, 
there,  OPitt,  thy  country's  early  boast, 
There  let  me  sit  beneath  the  shelter'd  slopes, 
Or  in  that  Temj^et  ^here,  in  future  times. 
Thou  well  shalt  merit  a  diatinguish'd  name; 
And,  with  thy  converse  blest,  catch  the  last  smiles 
Of  Autumn  beaming  o'er  tl^e  yellow  woods. 
WhEe  there  with  thee  the  eiichanted  itmnd  i 

walk. 

The  regulated  wild,  gay  Fancy  then 
WUl  tread  in  thought  the  groves  of  attic  land, 
Will  from  thy  standard  taste  refme  her  ownj 
Correct  her  pencil  to  the  purest  troth 
Of  Nature,  or,  (he  unimpaasbn'd  shades 
Forsaking,  raise  it  to  the  human  mind. 
Or  if  hereafter  she,  with  ji^jster  hand. 
Shall  draw  the  tragic  scene,  instruct  her  thou, 
To  mark  the  varied  movements  of  the  heart, 
What  every  decent  character  requires, 
And  every  passbn  speaks:  O  through  her  strain 
Breathe  thy  pathetic  eloquence!  that  moulds 
The  attentive  senate,  charms,  persuades,  exafts. 
Of  honest  Zeal  the  indignant  lightning  throws, 
And  shakes  Corruption  on  her  venal  throne. 
While  thus  we  talk,,  and  through  Elysian  vales 
Delighted  tove,  perhaps  a  sigh  escapes:     ^ 
What  pity,  Cobham,  thou  thy  verdant  files 
Of  order'd  trees  shouldst  here  inglorious  raqge, 
Instead  of  squadrons  flaming  o'er  the  fidd, 
And  long  embattled  hosts!  when  the  proud  fee. 
The  faithless  vain  disturber  of  mankind, 
Insulting  Gaul,  has  roused  the  world  to  vrar; 
When  keen,  once  more,  within  their  bounds  to  prea 
Those  poUsh'd  robbers,  those  ambitious  slaves. 
The  British  youth  would  hail  thy  wise  coounand, 
Thy  temper'd  ardour,  and  thy  veteran  skilL 
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The  iresteflNon  withdraws  the  ahoiteiiM  day; 
And  humid  ETeSi^iggKding  o'er  the  sky, 
In  her  chill  progrea^  ther  ground  condensed 
The  Tapoun  throwB^4ofire  ci^ping  waters  ooze, 
Where  marshes  8ta|fnat4«A^fwhero  rivers  wind 
Clbrter  the  rolUng  fogs,  tJkfi^i^  along 
ThlB  dusky-mantled  lawn.    Meanwhile  the  Moon 
FnU-oifo'd,  and  breaking  through  the  scattered 

clouds, 
Shows  her  broad  Tirage  in  the  orimson'd  east 
Tum'd  to  the  sun  direct,  her  spotted  disk,  . 
Where  mountains  rise,  umbrageous  dales  descend, 
And  caverps  deep,  as  optic  tube  descries, 
A  smaller  earth,  gives  us  lus  blaze  again, 
Void  of  its  flame,  and  sheds  il  softer  day.* 
^ow  through  the  passing  cloud  she  seems  to  stoop, 
No^  up  the  pure  cerulean  rides  sublime. 
Wide  the  pale  deluge  floats,  and  streaming  mild 
O'er  the  sky'd  mountain  to  the  shadowy  iigle. 
While  rocks  and  floods  reflect  the  quivering  gleam. 
The  whole  air  ^whitens-with  a  boundless  tide       , 
,Of  nlver  radiance  tremUing  round  vthe  world. 
^  But  when  half  blotted  fitom  the  sky  her  light,' 
Fainting,  permits  the  starry  fires  to  l^urn 
With  keener  lustre  through  the  depth  qf  heaven; 
Or  near  extinct  her  deaden'd  orb  appears, 
And  scarce  appears,  of  sickly  beamless  white; 
Oft  in  thiy  season,  silent  firom  the  north, 
A  hlffg  of  meteors  shoots;  ensweeping  first 
Thrower  skiee,  they  all  at  once  eonvei^ge 
High  to  the  crown  of  heaven,  and  all  at  once 
KeUpsing  quick,  as  quickly  reascend, 
And  mix,  and  thwart,  extinguish,  and  renew,      * 
AD  ether  coursing  in  a  maze  of  light. 

From  look  to  look,  contagious  through  the  crowd. 
The  panic  runs,  and  into  wondrous  shapes 
The  appearance  throws:  armies  in  meet  array, 
Throng'd  with  atrial  spears,  and  steeds  of  fire; 
Till  the  long  lines  of  full  extended  war 
In  bleeding  fight  commix'd,  the  sanguine  flood 
Rdls  a  broad  slaughtes  o'er  the  plains  of  heaven. 
As  thus  they  scan .  the  visionary  scene, 
On  all  sides  sweHs  the  superstitious  din, 
Incontinent ;  and  busy  firenzy  talks 
Of  bkx)d  and  battle;  cities  overturn'd, 
And  late  at  night  in  swallowing  earthquake  sunk. 
Or  hideous  wrapt  in  fierce  ascending  flame; 
Of  saUow  fiunine,  inyndation,  storm; 
Of  pestilence,  and  every  great  distress; 
Empues  subvcrsed,  when  ruling  fate  has  struck 
The  unalterable  hour:  e'en  Nature's  self 
Is  deem'd  to  totter  on  the  brink  of  time. 
Not  so  the  man  of  philosophic  eye, 
And  inspect  sage;  the  waving  brightness  he 
Curious  surveys,  inquisitive  to  know 
The  causes,  and  materials,  yet  unfix'd, 

^Of  this  appearance  beautiftil  and  new. 

^^^ow  black,  and  deep,  the  night  begins  to  fall, 
A  shade  immense !  Sunk  in  the  quenching  gloom, 


Magnificent  and  vast,  are  heaven  and  earthy 
Order  confounded  lies;  all  beauty  void ; 
Distinction  lost;  and  gay  variety 
One  universal  blot;  such  the  fair  power 
Of  light,  to  kindle  and  create  the  whole. 
Drear  is  the  jitate  of  tho  benighted  wretch. 
Who  ^hen,  bewilder'd,  wanders  thrpugh  the  dark, 
Full  of  pale  fancies,  and  chimeras  huge; 
Nor  visited  by  one  directive  ray, 
From  cottage  streaming,  or  firom  airy  hall. 
Perhaps  impatient  as  he  stumbles  on. 
Struck  from  the  root  of  slimy  rushes,  blue. 
The  wildfire  scatters  round,  or  gather'd  trails 
A  length  of  flame  deceitful  o'er  the  moas: 
Whither  decoy'd  by  the  fimtastic  blaze, 
Now  lost  and  now  renew'd,  he  sinks  absorb'd, 
Rider  and  horse,  .amid  the  miry  gulf: 
While  still,  from  day  to  day,  his  pining  wife 
And  plaintive  children  his  return  await, 
In  wild  conjecture  lost.    A^  other  times, 
Sent  by  the  better  Grenius  of  the  night, 
Inm>xious,  gleaming  on  the  horse's  mane. 
The  meteor  siti^  and  shows  the  narrow  path, 
That  winding  leads  through  pits  of  death,  or  else 
Instructs  him  how  to  take  the  dangerous  ford. 

The  lengthen'd  night  e1ap8ed,the  Morning  shinet 
Serene,  in  all  her  dewy  beauty  bright,'^'^     *•  ' 
Unfolihng  fair  the-  last  autunmal  day. 
And  now  the  mountmg  sun  dispeb  the  fog; 
The  rigid  hoar  frost  melts  before  his  beam; 
And  hun^  on  every  spray,  on  eveiy  blade 
Of^ass,  the  myriad  dew-drops  twinkle  round. 

Ah,  see  where,  robb'd  and  murder'd,  in  that  pit 
lies  the  still  heaving  hive!  at  evening  snatch'd, 
Beneath  the  ck>ud  of  guilt-concealing  night. 
And  fix'd  o'er  sulphur:  while,  not  dreaming  ill, 
The  happy  people,  in  their  waxen  cells. 
Sat  tending  pubUc  cares,  and  planning  schemes 
Of  temperance,  for  Winter  poor;  rejoked 
To  mark,  full  flowing  round,r  their  copious  stores. 
Sudden  the  dark  oppressive  steam  ascends; 
And,  us^  to  milder  scents,  the  tender  race, 
By  thousands,  tumble  from  their  honey'd  domes, 
Convolved,  and  agonizing  in  the  dust 
And  was  it  then  for  this  you  roam'd  the  Spring, 
Intent  from  flower  to  flower  1  for  this  you  toil'd 
Ceaseless  the  burning  Summer  heats  awayl 
For  this  in  Autumn  seareh'd  the  blooming  wasie^ 
Nor  lost  one  sunny  gleam  1  for  this  sad  fatel 
O  Man!  tyrannic  lord!  how  long,  how  long 
Shall  prostrate  Nature  groan  beneath  your  rage, 
Awaiting  renovation  1  when  obliged, 
Must  you  destroy  1  of  their  ambrosial  food 
Can  you  not  borrow;  and,  in  just  return, 
Aflbrd  them  shelter  from  the  wintry  winds; 
Or,  as  the  sharp  year  pinches,  witi  Jieir  own 
Again  regale  them  on  some  smilu^  day  I 
See  where  the  stony  bottom  of  their  town 
Looks  desolate,  and  wild;  with  here  and  there 
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A  hi)fileH  number,  who  the  rain'd  state 
Survive,  lamenting  weak,  cast  out  t»  death. 
Thus  a  proud  dty,  populouf  apd  rich, 
Full  of  the  woriu  of  peace,  and  high  in  jogr. 
At  theatre  or  feast,  or  mink  in  deep, 
(As  late,  Palermo,  was  thy  fate)  ie  seiied 
By  some  dread  earthquake,  and.  otmynlave  horPd 
Sheer  from  the  black  foundation,  stench-involved, 
Into  a  gulf  of  blue  sulphureous  flame. 

Henoe  every  hanher  sight!  for  now  the  day, 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  difiused,  grows  ^^ann,  and 
high; 

nfinite  splendour!  wide  investing  ail. 

[ow  still  the  breexe!  save  what  the  filmy  thiead 
pf  dew  evaporate  brushes  from  the  plain. 
How  clear  the  cloudless-sky  1  how  deeply  tttoged 
With  a  peculiar  blue!  the  ethereal  arch 
How  swelled  immense!  amid  whose  azure  throned 
The  radiant  sun  how  gay !  how  calm  below 
The  gilded  earth !  the  harvest^reasuies  all 
Now  gathered  in,  beyond  the  rage  of  storms, 
Sure  to  the  swain;  th^  circling  fence  shut  up; 
And  instant  Winter's  utmost  rage  defied. 
While,  kxMe  to  festive  joy,  the  country  round 
Laughs  with  the  loud  sincerity  of  mirth, 
8hookto(hevrindtheircares:  Thetoil-etrungyouth 
By  the  quick  sense  of  music  taught  alone, 
Leaps  vrildly  graoeftil  in  the  lively  dance. 
Her  every  diarm  abroad,  the  village4oast, 
Young,  buxom,  warm,  in  native  beauty  rich, 
Darts  not  unmeaning  looks;  and,  wher6  her  eye 
Points  an  ap|Noving  smile,  with  double  force, 
The  cudgel  rattles,  and  Uie  vnrestler  twines. 
Age  too  shines  out ;  and,  gamdous,  recounts 
The  feats  of  youth.    Thus  they  rgdee ;  nor  think 
That,  with  toinorrow's  sun,  their  annual  toil 
Begins  again  the  never  ceasing  round. 
^     Oh,  knew  he  but  his  happiness,  of  men 
The  happiest  he!  who  far  from  public  rage; 
Deep  in  the  vale,  with  a  choice  few  retired. 
Drinks  the  pure  pleasures  of  the  Rural  Life. 
What  though  the  dome  be  wanting,  whose  proud 

gate, 
Each  morning,  vomits  out  the  sneaking  crowd 
Of  flatterers  false,  and  in  their  turn  abused? 
Vile  intercourse!  #hat  though  the  gUttering  rolw 
Of  every  hue  reflected  light  can  give. 
Or  floating  loose,  or  stiff  with  mazy  gold, 
The  pride  and  gaze  of  fools!  oppress  him  noti 
What  though,  from  utmost  land  and  sea  purvey'd, 
For  him  each  rarer  tributary  life 
Bleeds  not,  and  his  insatiate  table  heaps 
With  luxury,  and  dea^il  What  though  his  bowl 
Flames  not  with  costly  juice;  nor  sunk  in  beds, 
Oft  of  gay  care,  he  tosses  out  the  night, 
Or  melts  the  thoughtless  hour»in  idle  state  1 
What  though  he  knows  not  thoee  fantastic  joys 
That  still  amuse  the  wanton,  still  decmc  1 
A  fare  of  pleasure,  but  a  heart  of  pain ; 


Their  hollow 

Sure  peace  is  hu;  a  solid 

To  disappointmeBtj'and. 

Rich  in  ooDtent,  in 

In  herbs  and 

When  heaven 

bough, 
When  Sumaer  saddens^  and  udisn 


hope: 

greem  the  Spang, 
thowcm  or  beods  the 


Or  in  the  wintiy  (^ehe  wfaatsvor  lies 
Coiioeal*d,  and  fettens  with  the  ricbeat  sap: 
Thses  are  not  wanting;  nor  tbe  nulky  drove, 
Luxuriant,  spread  o'er  all  the  lowing  vale; 
Nor  bleating  monntaina;  nor  the  dude  of  atnana. 
And  hum  of  bees,  inviting  sleep  sineeia 
Into  the  gmftkas  breast,  beneath  the  shade, 
Or  throvm  at  boge  amkl  the  ftagnuit  hay. 
Nor  aught  besides  oi  pvospect,  grove,  or  song, 
Dim  gBottos,  gleaming  lakes,  and  foontain  dear. 
Here  too  dwells  simple  Truth ;  pfadn  Inwocencft 
.Unsullied  Beauty;  sound  unbroken  Youth, 
Patient  of  labour,  with  a  little  pleased; 
Tmth  ever  bkraming;  unambitious  Toil; 
Calm  Contemphtian,  and  poetic  Eaae. 

Let  others  brave  the  flood  in  quest  of  gain, 
And  beat,  for  joyless  months,  the  gloomj  wave. 
Let  such  as  deem  it  glony  to  deetroy 
Rush  into  blood,  the  sack  of  cities  seek,  ' 
Unpieroed,  exulting  in  the  widow's  wag^    ^ 
The  virgin's  shriek,  and  infant's  trembling  cry. 
Let  some,  for  distant  from  their  native  soil, 
Urged  or  by  want  bt  harden'd  aTarioe, 
Find  other  lands  beneath  another  son. 
Let  this  through  cities  work  his  eager  way 
By  legal  outrage  and  estabfish'd  guile, 
The  social  sense  extinct ;  and  that  fennent 
Mad  into  tumult  the  seditious  herd. 
Or  melt  them  down  to  slavery^.    Let  these 
Insnare  the  vnetched  in  the  toib  of  law, 
Fomenting  discord,  and  perplexing  right 
An  iron  race !  and  those  of  fairer  front, 
But  equal  inhumanity,  in  courts. 
Delusive  pomp  and  dark  cabals,  delight ; 
Wreathe  the  deep  bow,  difibse  the  lying  smile, 
And  tread  the  weary  labyrinth  of  state. 
While  he,  from  all  the  stormy  passions  free 
That  restless  men  involve,  hears,  and  but  bean, 
At  distance  safe,  the  human  tempest  roar, 
Wrapp'd  close  in  conscious  peace.  The  fall  of  kings, 
The  rage  of  iMitions,  and  the  crush  of  states, 
Move  not  the  man,  who,  from  the  world  csnped, 
In  still  retreats  and  flowery  solitudes, 
To  Nature's  voice  attends,  from  month  to  month, 
And  day  to  day,  through  the  revolving  year ; 
Admiring,  sees  her  in  her  every  shape ; 
Feels  all  her  sweet  emotions  at  his  heart; 
Takes  what  she  liberal  gives,  nor  thinks  of  i 
He,  when  young  Spring  protrudes  the 
germs, 
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Marks  the  fi^it  bud,  «ndijdu  th»  heatthfiU^gale 
Into  his  fiieilMB'4  flou);  hw  gesiid  hoiiiv 
He  full  €«utfy«{  and  not »  beptuty  Uowi^ 
And  not  an  opening  Uoaran  tmakbes  in  vaia. 
In  Surnmex  h^  beneath  the  living  flhade^ 
Such  as  oW  fiiigid  Tcmpd  wont  to  wave, 
Or  Heaus  eool,  reads  wlnjt  the  Mnpe,  of  tliw^^ 
Perhaps,  has  in  imm^rtU  nunhew  sung  $ 
Or  what  she  dictates  wiitcs:  ^ind,  oft  an  «ye 
Shot  round,  rqioiees  in  the  vigorous  year.. 

When  Autumn's  yellow  histiw  ^ds  the  world, 
And  tempts  the  sickled  swain  into  the  field, 
Seiied  by  the  general  joy,  his  Iwart  distspde 
With  gentle  throes ;  and,  through  the  tepid  gleams 
Deep  musing,  then  he  best  e«erts  his  song. 
■E'en  Winter  wild  to  him  is  iiill  of  bUas. 
The  mighty  tempest,  luid  the  hoary  wasto^ 
Abrupt  and  deep,  atieteh'd  o'er  the  buiied  earth, 
iAwake  to  solenm  though^    At  nightthe skies. 
Disclosed,  and  kindled,  by  refining  finoet, 
Pour  every  lustre  on  the  exalted  eye. 
A  fHend,  a  book,  the  stealing  hours  aecura, 
And  mark  them  down  fiNT  wisdom.  Withsiriftwing 
O'er  land  and  aea  imagination  roams ; 
Or  tnidi,  divinely  Jnreaking  on  his  mind, 
Elates  his  being,  and  unfolds  his  powem ; 
Or  in  his  breast  heroic  viitne  bums. 
The  touch  of  kindred  too  and  k>ve  he  feels ; 
The  modest  eye,  whoser  beams  on  his  alone 
Ecstatic  shine;  the  little  strong  embrace 
Of  prattling  duldron,  twined  around  Ids  neck, 


And  emnlous  to  please  him,  calling  forth 

The  ibnd  parent^  iouL    Nor  purpose  gay, 

Amnaement,  dance,  or  song,  he  stomly  scorass 

For  happiness  and  tru0  philosophy 

Aye  of  the  sftffial^  etill,  and  ff^M^pg  Vjpd- 

This  is  the  life  which  tboae  whp  ^t  in  guilt, 

And  guilty  cities,  never  knsw;  %the  liie, 

Led  by  primeval  ages,  VJieoirupt, 

When  Angels  dwelt,  and  God  himself,  with  Man  ( 

^Oh  Natural  all-sqaaent  1  over  aU I 

Enrich  aw  with  the  hnowledge  of  thy  works! 

Snuteh  me  to  Heaven;  thy  rolling  wonders  these, 

Worki  beyond  woild,  u»  infinite  extent, 

Profusely  scattered  o'er  the  ))lue  immense. 

Show  me;  their  motions,  periods,  and  their  laws 

Give  me  to  scan ;  thiough  the  disclosing  deep 

Light  my  blind  way :  the  mineral  strata  thero ; 

Thraet,  blooming,  thence  the  vegeUble  world ; 

O'er  thal^  the  rising  system,  v^ofre  complex. 

Of  animals;  and  higherstill,  the  mind, 

The  varied' scene  of  quick-compounded  thought, 

And  where  the  mixing  passions  endless  shift ; 

These  evef  open  to  my  ravish'd  eye ; 

A  seanh,  the  flight  of  time  can  ne'er  exhaust ! 

But  if  to  that  unequal^*  if  the  bkiod, 

In  sluggish  streams  about  my  heart,  fofUd 

That  best  ambilion ;  under  closing  shades, 

Inglorious,  lay  me  by  the  lowly  brook. 

And  wlusper  to  my  dreams.    From  Thee  begin, 

Dwell  all  on  Thee,  with  Thee  conclude  my  song ; 

And  let  roe  never,  never  stray  from  Thee ! 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOORABLB 

SIR  SPENCER  COMPTON. 

8m, 

The  Author  of  the  following  Poem  begs  leave 
to  inscribe  this,  his  first  performance,  to  your  name 
and  patronage:  unknown  himself,  and  only  intro- 
^  duced  by  the  Muse,  he  yet  ventures  to  approach 
you,  vnth  a  modest  cheerfulness;  for,  whoever 
attempts  to  excel  in  any  generous  art,  though  he 


conies  aJone,  and  unregarded  by  the  world,  may 
hope  for  your  notice  and  esteenL  Happy  if  I  can, 
in  any  degree,  merit  this  good  fortune :  as  every 
ornament  and  grace  of  polite  learning  is  youn^ 
your  single  approbatbn  will  be  my  fame. 

I  dare  not  mdulge  my  heart  by  dwelling  on  youi 
public  character;  on  that  exalted  honour  and  in- 
tegrity which  distinguish  you  in  that  august  as- 
sembly vrfaere  you  preside,  that  unshaken  loyaltv 
to  your  sovereign,  that  disinterested  concern  for 
his  people  ^^lich  shine  out,  united,  in  all  your  ba- 
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haTionr,  and  finish  the  patriot  I  am  conadoufl 
of  my  want  of  strength  and  skill  for  so  delicate  an 
undntaking;  and  yet,  as  the  shepherd  in  his  cot- 
tage may  feel  and*  acknowledge  the  inflaenoe.of 
the  sun  with  as  lively  a  gratitude  as  the  great  man 
in  his  palace,  even  I  may  he  aUowed  to  puhlish  my 
sense  of  those  blessings  which,  from  so  many  pow- 
erful virtues,  are  derived  to  the  nation  they  adorn. 
I  conclude  with  saying  that  yoiir  fine  discern- 
ment and  humanity,  in  your  private  capacity,  are 
so  conspicuous  that.  If  this  address  is  not  received 


with  some  inddgenoe,  it  will  he  a  severe  oonvii>-'  %ung  o'er  the  &rthest  veige  of  Heaven,  the 


tion  that  what  I  have  written  has  not  the  least 
share  of  merit 

lam, 
With  the  prolbundest  respect, 
Si*, 
Your  most  devoted  and  most  ftithful 
humble  Servant,   . 

Jam£6  Thomson. 


A  firm,  unshaken,  meorrujpied  soul', 
Amid  a  sliding  age,  and  bunung  strong, 
Not  vainly  UiuEmg  lor  thy  oouBtiy'p  weal, 
A  steady  spirit  regularly  fiee; 
These,  each  exalting  each,  the  statesman  light 
Into  the  patriot;  thne,  the  puUie  hsfpe 
And  eye  to  thee  convorting,  bid  the  Muse 
Record  what  envy  dares  not  flattery  call. 

Now  when  the  cheerless  empire  of  the  sky 
To  Capricorn  the  Centaulr  Archer  yields 
And  Geroo  Aquarius  stains  the  ioxgiUd^Qpar; 


WINTER. 

V 

See,  Winter  comes,  to  rule  the  varied  year, 
Sullen  and  sad,  with  all  his  rising  train; 
Vapours*  and  >cloilds,  and  storms.    Be  thefe  my 

theme. 
These!  that  exalt  the  soul  to  solemn  thought,  ^ 
^nd  heavenly  musing.  Welcome,  kindred  glooms. 
Congenial  horrors,  hail!  with  fiequent  foot. 
Pleased  have  I,  in  my  cheerful  mom  of  life, 
When  nursed  by  careless  S<ditude  I  lived,  . 
And  sung  of  Nature  with  unceasing  joy, 
Pleased  have  I  wander'd  through  your  rough  do- 


Trod  the  pure  viigin-anows,  myself  as  pure ; 
Heard  the  winds  loar,  and  the  big  torrent  burst; 
Or  seen  the  deep-fermenting  tempest  brew'd, 
In  the  grim  evening  sky.    Thus  pass'd  the  time. 
Till  through  the  lucid  chambers  of  the  south 
Look'd  out  the  joyous  Spring,  look'd  out,  and 
smiled. 
To  thee,  the  patron  of  her  ^oA  essay, 
The  Muse^  O  Wihnington !  renews  her  song. 
Since  has  she  rounded  the  revolving  year: 
Skimm'd  the  gay  Spring;  on  eagle-pinions  borne, 
Attempted  through  the  Summer-blaze  to  rise; 
Then  swept  o'er  Autumn  with  the  shadowy  gaJc ; 
And  now  among  the  wintry  clouds  again, 
Roll'd  in  the  doubling  storm  she  tries  to  soar; 
To  swell  her  note  with  all  the  rushing  winds ; 
To  suit  her  sounding  cadence  to  the  floods; 
As  is  her  theme,  her  numbers  wildly  great : 
Thrice  happy  could  she  fill  thy  judging  ear 
With  bold  description,  and  with  manly  thought. 
Nor  art  thou  skill'd  in  awful  schemes  alone, 
And  how  to  make  a  mighty  people  thrive ; 
But  equal  goodness,  sound  integrity, 


Scarce  spreads  through  ether  the  dejected  day. 
Faint  are  his  gleams,  and  ineffectual  shoot 
Bis  struggling  rays,  in  horizonta]  lines, 
Through  the  thick  air;  as  clothed  in  ckMidy  i 
Weak,  wan,  and  broad,  he  skirts  the  southern  sky; 
And,  soon-descending,  to  the  long  daric  night, 
[Wide^hading  all,  the  prostrate  world  resigns. 
Nor  is  the  night  nnwish'd;  while  vital  heat, 
Light,  life,  and  joy,  the  dubious  day  forsake. 
Meantime,  in  sal^.finctnre,  shadows  vast, 
Deep-tinged  and  damp,  and  congregated  clouds^ 
And  all  the  vapoury  turbulence  of  Heaven, 
Involve  the  ftoe  of  things.    Thus  Winter  fidb, 
|A.  Eeavy  gkMMn  oppressive  o'er  the  world, 
Through  Nature  shedding^influence  malign. 
And  rouses  up  the  seeds  ofdark  disease, 
The  soul  of  man  dies  in  him,  loathing  life, 
And  black  with  more  than  melancholy  views. 
The  cattle  droop  |  and  o'er  the  funow'd  land. 
Fresh  from  the  plough,  the  dun  disoolour'd  floek^ 
Untended  spreading,  crop  the  wholesome  root. 
Along  the  woods,  along  the  moorish  fena. 
Sighs  the  sad  Grenius  of  the  coming  storm ; 
And  up  among  the  loose  disjointed  difik, 
And  fractured  mountains  wild,  the  brawling  bmak 
And  cave,  presageful,  send  a  hollow  moan, 
Resounding  long  in  listenign  Fancy's  ear. 

Then  comes  the  father  of  the  tempest  ibitli, 
Wrapt  in  black  glooms.  First  joyless  rains  ohscurs, 
Drive  through  the  mingling  sides  with  vapour  foul, 
Dash  on  the  mountain's  brow,  and  shake  the  woods. 
That  grumbling  wave  below.  The  unsightly  jdain 
Lies  a  brown  deluge ;  as  the  low-bent  clouds 
Pour  flood  on  flood,  yet  unexhausted  still 
Combine,  and  deepening  into  night,  shut  up 
^e  day's  fair  face.     The  wanderers  of  Heaven, 
Elach  to  his  home,  retire ;  save  those  that  Ipve 
To  take  their  pastime  in  the  troubleJ  air, 
Or  skimming  flutter  round  the  dimply  pooL 
The  cattle  from  the  untasted  fields  return, 
And  ask,  with  meaning  low,  their  wonted  staUsi 
Or  ruminate  in  the  contiguous  shade. 
Thither  the  houseWd  feathery  people  crowd, 
The  crested  cock,  with  all  W  female  train. 
Pensive,  and  dripping;  while  the  cottage-hind 
Hangs  o'er  the  enlivening  blaze,  and  taleiul  then  * 
Recounts  his  simple  frolic :  much  he  talks^ 
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And  much  he  laiigrh8,norrecksth6  storm  that  blows 
l£ithout,  and  rattles  <m  his.humble  roof. 

Wide  o'er  the  brimy  with  manj  a  torrent  swell'd, 
And  the  mix'd  ruin  of  its  banks  o'erspread, 
At  last  the  roQsed-up  riTer  pours  along : 
Redstlesfl,  loazing,  dreadful,  down  it  comes, 
From  the  rude  mountain,  and  the  mossy  wild, 
Tumbling  through  rocks  abrupt,  and  sounding  &r ; 
Then  o'er  the  sanded  valley  floating  spreada, 
Calm,  alug^h,  silent;  till  again,  constrain'd 
Between  two  meeting  hills,  it  bunts  away, 
Where  jocks  and  woodso'erhang  the  turbid  streamy 
There  gathering  triple  force,  rapid,  and  deep, 
It  boild,  and  Tfheels,  and  foams,  and  thunders 

L.      through. 

Mature !  great  parent  I  whose  unceasing  hand 
Rolls  round  the  seasons  of  the  changeful  year. 
How  mighty,  how  majestic,  are  thy  works ! 
With  what  a  pleasing  dread  they  swell  the  soul ! 
That  sees  astonish'd !  and  astonish'd  singe! 
Ye  too^  ye  winds  I  that  now  ibegiif  to  blow 
With  bc^sterous  sweep,  I  raise  my  voice  to  you. 
Where  are  your  stores,  ye  powerful  beings !  say. 
Where  your  adrial  magaanes  reserved, 
To  swdl  the  brooding  terrors  of  the  storm'} 
In  what  far  distant  region  of  the  sky,- 
Httsh'd  in  deep  silence,  steep  ye  when  'tis  ealm  1 

When  from  the  pallid  sky  the  sun  descends, 
With  many  a  spot,  that  o'er  his  glaring  orb 
Uncertain  wanders,  stain'd ;  red  fiery  strsaks 
Begin  to  flush  aroimd.    The  reeling  cbuds 
Stagger  with  dizzy  poise,  as  doubting  yet 

^Which  master  to  obey:  while  rising  slow, 

^lank,  in  the  leaden-colour'd  east,  the  moon 
Wears  a  wan  circle  round  her  blunted  horns. 
Seen  through  the  turbid  fluctuating  air. 
The  stars  obtuse  emit  a  shiver'd  ny ; 
Or  fire^nt  seem  to  shoot  athwart  the  gloom. 
And  long  behind  them  trail  the  whitening  blaze. 

^natch'd  in  short  eddies,  plays  the  wither'd  leaf; 
And  on  the  flood  the  dancing  feather  floats.  ~ 
With  broaden'd  nostrib  to  the  sky  uptum'd, 
The  conscious  heifer  snufis  the  stormy  gafe. 
E'en  as  the  matron,  at  her  nightly  task,  . 
With  pensive  labour  draws  the  flaxen  thread, 
The  wasted  taper  and  the  crackling  flame 
Foretell  the  blast.    But  chief  the  plumy  race, 
The  tenants  of  the  sky,  its  changes  speak. 
Retiring  from  the  downs,  where  all  day  long 
They  pick'd  their  scanty  fare,  a  i>lackening  train, 
Of  clamorous  rooks  thick  urge  their  weary  flight 
And  seek  the  closing  shelter  of  the  grove ; 
Assiduous,  in  his  bower,  the  wailing  owl 
Plies  his  sad  song.    The  cormorant  on  high 
Wheels  from  the  deep,  and  screams  along  tiie  land. 
liOud  shrieks  the  soaring  hem ;  and  with  wild  wing 
The  circling  seafowl  cleave  the  flaky  clouds. 
Ocean,  unequal  press'd,  with  broken  tide 
AndblindcommotioQheaves;  while  from  the  shore, 
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Eat  into  caverns  |iy  the  restless  wave. 
And  forest-rustling  mount^dn,  .comes  a  voice, 
That  solemn  sounding  bids  the  work!  prepare. 
JThea  issues  forth  the  storm  with  sudden  bunt, 
^^  'And  hurls  the  whole  precipitated  air 
Down  in  a  torrent.    On  the  passive  main 
Descends  the  ethereal  force,  and  with  strong  gust 
l*ums  from  its  bottom  the  discolour'd  deep. ' 
Through  the  black  night  that  sits  immense  around, 
Lash'd  into  loam,  the  fierce  OQnfiicting  brine 
Seems  o'er  a  thousand  xaging  wa^  to  bum: 
Meantime  the  mountain-billowf,  to  the  cknids 
In  dreadful  tumult  swell'd',  surge  above  surge. 
Burst  into  chaos  with  tremendous  roar, 
And  anchor'd  navies  firom  their  stations  drive. 
Wild  as  the  winds  across  the  howling  waste 
Of  mighty  waters:  now  the  inflated  wave 
Straining  they  scale,  andf  now  impetuous  shoot 
Into  the  secret  chamben  of  the  deep. 
The  wintry  Baltic  thundering  o'er  their  head. 
Emerging  thtoce  again,  beibre  the  breath 
Of  full  exerted  Heaven  they  wing  their  course, 
And  dart  on  distant  coasts;  if  some  sharp  rock. 
Or  shoal  insidious  break  not  their  career, 
And  in  loose  fragmento  fling  them  floating  round, 
^^^or  less  at  hwd  the  loosen'd  tempest  xeigns. 
The  mountain  thunders;  and  its  sturdy. sons 
Stoop  to  the  bottom  of  the  rocks  they,  shade. 
Lone  on  the  midnight  steep,  and  all  aghast, 
The  dark  wayfaring  stranger  breathless  toils,  . 
And,  often  faUing,  climbs  against  the  blast 
Low  waves  the  rooted  forest,  vez'd,^  and  sheds 
What  of  its  tamuh'd  honours  yet  remain ; 
Dash'd  down,  and  scatter'd,  by  the  tearing  wind's 
^.^^duous  fury^  its  gigantic  limbs. 
Thus  struggling  through  the  dissipated  grove. 
The  whirling  tempest  raves  along  the  plain ; 
And  on  the  cottage  thatch'd,  or  lordly  roof, 
Keen-fastening,  shakes  them  to  the  solid  base.     ** 
Sleep  frighted  flies;  and  round  the  rockihg  dome. 
For  entrance  eager,  howls  the  savage  blast, 
uhen  too,  they  say,  through  9JI  the  burden'd  azr. 
Long  groans  are  heard,  shrill  sounds,  and  distant 

sighs. 
That,  utter'd  by  ihe  Demon  of  the  night, 
Warn  the  devoted  wretch  of  wo  anddeath. 
"^Huge  uproar  lords  it  wide.    The  clouds  com- 

mix'd 
With  stars  swift  gliding  sweep  ak>ng  the  sky. 
AU  Nature  reels.    Till  Nature's  King,  who  oft 
Amid  tempestuous  darkness  dwells  alone. 
And  on  the  wings  of  the  careering  wind 
Walks  dreadfully  serene,  commands  a  calm; 
Then  straight,  air,  sea,  and  earth  are  hu^'d  at 

once. 
As  yet  'tis  midnight  deep.    The  weary  cloudi^ 
Slow  meeting,  mingle  into  solid  gloom. 
Now,  while  the  drowsy  world  lies  lost  fai  sleep 
Let  me  associate  with  the  serious  Ni^, 
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And  Contemplaition  hm  sedate  compeer; 
Let  me  ehake  offdie  intrathw  cares  of  day, 
And  lay  the  meddling  seHaet  all  aside. 

Where  now,  ye  lying  unities  of  life! 
Ye  ever  tempting  tfrer  cheating  tndn! 
Where  are  you  nowt  and  what  is  your  amomfti 
Vexation,  disappcnntoMnt,  and  femorse: 
Sad,  sickening  tiiought  1  and  yet  ddnded  biui, 
A  scene  of  onkfo  disjomted  visions  past, 
And  brok^  alumben,  rises  still  resolved, 
With  new-fh28h'dhq)e8,  to  ran  the  giddy  round. 

Father  of  light  and  life!  then  Good  Sapieme! 
O  teach  me  whfit  is  good  I  teach  me  Thyself! 
Save  me  from  felly,  Tanity,  and  vice, 
From  every  low  pursuit !  and  feed  my  ^toul 
With  knowledge,  censdous   peace,  and  virtue 

pure;  '  ^'T- 

Sacred,  substantial,  never-fading  bliss!  \  ^  ^  ^ 

The  keener  tempests  rise :  and  fuming  dttt*  ^, 
From  all  the  Evid  eamt,  or  piercing  north,         ^^ 
Thick  ck)uds  ascend;  in  wbose  capacious  womb 
A  vapoury  deluge  lies,  to  snow  congealed. 
Heavy  they  roll  their  fleecy  worid  along; 
And  the  sky  saddens  with  the  gather'g  storm. 
Through  the  huah'd  air  thd  whitehing  shower  de- 
scends, 
At  fint  thin  vravering;  tin  at  last  the  flakes 
Fall  broad,  and  wide,  and  fast,  dimming  the  day, 
With  a  contmual  flow.    The  eherish'd  fiddi 
Put  on  their  vnnter-robe  of  purest  white. 
'Tis  brightness  all;  save  where  the  new  snow 

melts 
Along  the  mazy  current.    Low  die  woods 
Bow  their  hoar  head ;  and  ere  the  languid  sun 
Faint  from  the  west  emits  Us  evening  ray. 
Earth's  universal  face,  deep  hid,  and  chill, 
Is  one  wild  daizling  waste,  that  buries  vnde 
The  works  of  man.    Drooping,  the  labourer-ox 
•  Stands  cover'd  o'er  with  snow,  and  dten  demands 
The  fruit  of  afl  his  toil.    The  fewbi  of  Heaven, 
Tamed  by  the  cruel  season,  crowd  around 
The  vnnnowing  store,  and  claim  the  littie  boon 
Which  Providence  assigns  them.    One  alone. 
The  redbreast,  sacred  to  the  household  gods, 
Wisely  regardful  of  the  embroiling  sky, 
In  joyless  fields  and  thorny  thickete,  leaves 
His  shivering  mates,  and  pays  to  trusted  man 
His  annual  visit.    Half  afraid,  lie  first 
Against  the  vrindow  beats;  tben,  brisk,  alights 
On  the  warm  hearth;  then,  hopping  o'er  the  floor, 
Eyes  all  the  smiling  family  askance, 
Ajid  pecks,  and  starts,  and  wonders  where  he  is; 
Till  more  femSiar  grown,  the  table-crumbs 
Attract  bis  slender  feet.    The  feodless  wilds 
Pour  forth  their  brown  inhabitante.    The  hare. 
Though  timorous  of  heart,  and  hard  beset 
By  death  iii  «anous  forms,  dark  snares  and  dogs. 
And  more  unpitying  men,  the  garden  seeks, 
(Trged  on  by  fearless  want.    The  bleating  kind 


Eye  tlie  bleak  Heaven,  and  next  the  gfistening 

earth. 
With  looks  of  dumb  despair;  then,  sad  dispersed, 
\  Die  fer  the  vrither'dbert>  through  heaps  of  snow, 
"^ow,  sh^herds,  to  your  helpless  charge  be 

kind, 
Bafile  the  raging  year,  and  flfl  th^  pens 
With  food  at  will;  lodge  them  below  the  ttorm, 
And  watoh  tbem  strict:  for  fixmi  the  beDowiiig 

OMt, 

In  this  dire  season,  oft  the  whiriwind's  wing 
Sweeps  up  the  burden  of  whole  wintiy  plains 
At  one  vride  waft,  and  o'er  the  hapless  flocks. 
Hid  in  the  hollow  of  two  neighbouring  faiOs, 
The  bUlowy  tempest  whehns;  till,  upward  urged, 
The  valley  to  a  shining  mountain  swells, 
J^ipp'd  with  a  wreath  high-curling  in  the  siky. 
1     As  thus  the  snows  arise;  and  foul,  and  fierce, 
All  Winter  drives  along  the  darken'd  air: 
In  his  own  loose  revolving  fields,  the  swaiin 
Disaster'd  stands ;  sees  omer  hills  ascend, 
Of  unknown  joyless  brow;  and  other  sd^nes. 
Of  horrid  prospect,  shag  the  trackfeas  plan : 
Nor  finds  tiie  river,  nor  the  ferest,  hid 
Beneath  the  formless  vrild ;  but  wanden  on 
From  hill  to  dale,  still  more  and  more  astray; 
Impatient  flouncing  through  the  drifted  heaps, 
Stung  with  the  thoughto  of  home;  the  thoqgfate 

of  home 
Rush  on  his  nerves,  and  c^  thefr  vigour  forth 
In  many  aTun  attempt.    How  sinks  his  soul! 
What  black  despair,  what  hbrror  ffls  his  heart! 
When  for  the  dusky  spot,  wUch  fency  feign'd     m 
His  tufted  cottage  rising  through  the  snow. 
He  meete  the  roughness  of  the  middle  wasie^ 
Far  from  the  trade  and  bleaa'd  abode  of  man; 
While  round  him  night  resistless  doses  &M, 
And  every  tempest,  howfing  o'er  Us  faeaof 
Renders  the  savage  vrildemess  more  wild. 
Then  throng  the  busy  shapes  into  Ids  mind, 
Of  cover'd  ][jite,  unfatiiomabiy  deep, 
A  dire  descent  I  beyond  the  power  of  frost ; 
Of  faithless  bo^ ;  of  precipices  huge, 
Smooth'd  up  with  snow;  and,  what  is  land,  un- 
known, 
.What  water,  of  the  stiH  unfrozen  spring, 
In  the  loose  marsh  or  solitaiy  lake. 
Where  the  fresh  mountain  from  the  bottom  boih. 
These  check  his  learf\i]  steps ;  and  down  he  ank^ 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  the  riiapeless  drift, 
Thinking  o'er  all  the  bitterness  of  death; 
Miz'd  with  the  tender  anguish  nature  shoots 
Through  the  wrung  bosom  of  the  dymg  man, 
His  wife,  his  children,  and  his  friends  unseen. 
In  vain  fer  hiin  the  officious  wife  prepares 
The  fire  fidr-blazing,  and  the  vestment  warai; 
In  vain  his  little  children,  peeping  out 
Into  the  mingling  ^torm,  demand  their  sire, 
With  tears  of  artless  innocence.    Alas ! 
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Nor  wUe,  nor  thSlHAten  more  aludl  he  behold, 
Nor  lUende,  nor  eecied  home.    On  eveary  nerve 
The  deadly  Whiter  setaes;  shuts  up  sense; 
And,  o*er  his  inmost  vkab  creepuag  cold, 
Lays  him  along  the  snows,  a  stiffened  ooow, 
Stretched  oat,  uid  bleaching  in  the  northern  tjast^ 
VAhl  little  think  the  gay  lieentioiis  proud,   - 
Whom  pleasuie,  power,  and  afluence  surround; 
They  who  their  thoughtless  hours  in  giddy  mirth, 
And  wanton,  often  cruel,  riot  waste; 
Ah !  little  think  they,  while  they  dance  along, 
How  many  feel,  this  yery  moment,  death, 
And  all  the  sad  Tariety  of  pain. 
How  many  sink  in  the  devouring  flood, 
Or  more  devouring  flame.    How  many  bleed, 
By  shameful  Tariance  betwixt  roan  and  man. 


^ 


The  firee-bom  BritofWo  the  dungeon  rhjifrfii 
Or,  as  the  lust  of  crurity^pipyail'd,        .^  ♦} 
At  pleasme  naik'd  him  with  mjfluiiuiM  fltfijies; , 
And  crush'd  out  livei^  by  secret  barbarous  ways^ 
That  fbr  their  country  would  have  toUM  or  bled. 
O  great  design!  if  executed  well. 
With  patient  care,  a^d  wisdom-tempBr'd  seal. 
Ye^sott8  of  Mercy!  yet  resume  the  search; 
Drag  forth  the  legal  momitors  into  light, 
Wrench  from  their  hands  oppression's  iron  rod, 
Alkd  bid  the  cruel  fed  the  pains  they  give. 
Much  still  untouched  remains ;  m  this  rank  age, 
Much  is  the  patriot's  weeding  hand  required 
The  toilB  of  law  (what  daA  inadiotis  men 
Have  cumbrous  added  to  peiptex  the  truth. 
And  lengthen  simple  jusdce  into  trade) 


ELow  many  pine  m  want,  and  dungeon  gkwms;^  How  glorious  were  the  day !  that  saw  these  broke, 
Shut  fh>m  the  common  air,  and  common  use    ^  A^  every  man  within  tiMD  reach  of  right 
Of  their  own  limbs.    How  many  drink  the  oup  ^  '^  By  vrintry  famine  roused,  from  all  the  tract 

Of  baleful  grief,  or  eat  the  bitter  bread  ^^''  ^ — '^ '" ''""  "•--  -^^'-'^-  *«— 

Of  misery.    Sore  {neroed  by  wintry  winds, 
How  many  shrink  into  the  sordid  hut 
Of  cheerless  poverty.    How  maii(y  shake 
With  all  the  fiercer  tortures  of  the  mind. 
Unbounded  pasaon,  madness,  guilt,  remom; 
Whence  tumbled  headlong  from  the  height  dTlife, 
They  furnish  matter  for  the  tragic  Muie. 
E'en  in  the  vale,  where  Wisdom  loves  to  dwell. 
With  friendship,  peace,  and  contemplation  join'd, 
How  many,  rack'd  with  honest  poMons,  droop 
In  deep  retired  distress.-   How  many  stand 
Around  the  deathbed  of  their  dearest  friends, 
,And  point  the  parting  anguish.    Thought  fond 

Man 
Of  these,  and  all  the  thousand  nameless  ills, 
That  one  incessant  struggle  render  life. 
One  scene  of  toil,  of  suffering,  and  of  fate. 
Vice  iif^ifl  high  career  would  stand  appall'd. 
And  heedless  rambling  Impulse  learn  to  think ; 
The  conscious  heart  of  Chari^  would  warm, 
And  her  wide  wish  Benevolence  dilate; 
The  social  tear  would  rise,  the  social  .sigh; 
And  into  clear  perfection,  gradual  bliss,  f 
Refining  still,  the  social  passions  work.  I 

And  here  can  I  forget' the  generous  band,* 
Who,  tooch'd  with  human  wo,  redressivo  searoh'd 
Into  the  horrors  of  the  gloomy  jail  7 
IJnpitied,  and  unheard,  where  misery  moans; 
Where  sickness  pines;  where  thirst  and  hunger 

bum, 
And  poor  misfortune  feels  the  lash  of  vice. 
While  in  the  land  of  Liberty,  the  land 
Whose  every  street  and  public  meeting  glow 
With  open  freedom,  little  tyrants  raged; 
Snatch'd  the  lean  morsel  from  the  starving  mouth; 
Tore  from  cold  wintry  limbs  the  tatter'd  weed; ' 
E'en  robb'd  them  of  the  last  of  comforts,  sleep; 


Of  horrid  mountains  where  the  shining  Alps, 
^  ^nd  wavy  Appenine,  and  Pyrenees, 
Branch  out  stupendous  into  distant  lands ; 
Cruel  as  death,  and  hungry  as  the  grave ! 
Burning  for  blood  I  bony^  and  gaunt,  and  grim  1 
Assembling  wdver  in  raging  troops  deseeiid ; 
And,  pouring  o*€t  the  country,  bear  along, 
Keen  as  the  north-wiiid  sweeps  the  gtoesy  snow. 
AH  is  their  prize.    They  festen  on  the  steed, 
Press  him  to  earth,  and  pierce  his  mighty  heart. 
Nor  can'  the  buM  his  awful  front  defend. 
Or  shake  the  murdering  savages  away 
Rapacbus,  at  flie  mother's  throat  the^r  fly, 
At^  tear  tile  screaming  infant  fh>m  her  breast. 
The  godBke  feoe  of  man  avails  him  nought. 
E'en  beauty,  foree  divine!  at  whose  bright  glanot 
The  generous  lion  stands  in  soAen'd  gaze. 
Here  bleeds,  a  hapless  undistbguish'd  prey. 
But  if,  apprized  of  the  severe  attack. 
The  country  be  shut  up,  Itued  by  the  scent, 
On  churdiyaids  drear  (inhuman  to  relate !) 
The  <fisappointed  prowlers  fell,  and  dig 
The  shrouded  body  from  the  grave;  o'er  viAich, 
Mix'd  with  foul  shades,  and  frighted  ghosts,  they 
howl. 
Among  those  hilly  regions,  where  embraced 
In  peaceful  vales  the  happy Grisons  dwell; 
Oft,  rushing  sudden  from  thsr  loaded  cliffe, 
Mountams  of  snow  their  gathering  terroTB  roll. 
From  steep  to  steep,  loud-thundering  down  they 
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A  wintry  waste  in  dire  commotion  all; 
And  herds,  and  flocks,  and  traveUers,  and  swains, 
And  sometimes  whole  brigades  of  marohing  troops, 
Or  hamlets  sleeping  in  the  dead  of  night. 
Are  deep  beneath  the  smothering  ruin  whehn'd. 

Now,  all  amid  the  rigours  of  the  year. 
In  the  wild  depth  of  Winter,  while  without 
The  ceaseless  winds  blow  ice,  be  my  retreat, 
Between  the  groaning  forest  and  the'shoro 
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Beat  by  the  boundlon  nraltitnde  of  waves, 
A  rural,  sheltered,  solitary,  scene; 
Where  raddy  fire  and  beaming  tapers  join. 
To  cheer  the  gloom.    There  studious  let  me  i^ 
And  hold  high  conTcrse  with  the  mighty  Dead; 
Sages  of  ancient  time,  as  gods  revered, 
As  gods  beneficent,  who  blessU  mankind 
With  arts,  with  anns,  and  humanised  a  world. 
Roused  at  the  inspiring  thought,  I  throw  aside 
The  long-hved  volume;  and,  deep-musing,  hail 
The  sacred  shades,  that  slowly  rising  pass 
Before  my  wondering  eyes.    First  SoCTates, 
Who,  firmly  good  in  a  corrupted  state, 
Against  the  rage  of 'tyrants  single  stood, 
Invincible  1  calm  Reason's  holy  law, 
That  Voice  of  God  within  the  attentive  mind, 
Obeying,  feariess,  or  in  life,  or  death: 
Great  moral  teacher!  Wisest  of  mankind^! 
Solon  the  next,  who  built  his  oommon-weai 
On  equity's  wide  base;  by  tender  laws 
A  hvely  people  curbing,  yet  undamp'd : 
Preserving  stall  that  quick  peculiar  fire, 
Whence  in  the  laurel'd  field  of  finer  arts 
And  of  bold  freedom,  they  unequal'd  shone, 
The  pride  of  smiling  Greece,  and  human-kind. 
Lycurgus  then,  who  bow'd  beneath  the  force 
Of  strictest  discipline,  severely  wise. 
All  human  passions.    Following  him,  I  see, 
As  at  Thermopyle  he  glorious  fell, 
The  firm  devoted  chief,*  who  proved  by  deeds 
The  hardest  iesson  which  Che  other  taught 
Then  Aristides  lifts  his  honest  firont; 
Spotless  of  heart,  to  whom  the  unflattering  voice 
Of  freedom  gave  th^  noblest  name  of  Jurt; 
In  puze  majestic  poverty  jevered ; 
Who,  e'en  his  glory  to  his  country's  weal 
Suomitting,  swell'd  a  haughty  Rival'st  fame. 
Rear'd  by  his  care,  of  softer  ray  kppears 
Cimon  sweet-soul'd ;  whose  genius,  rising  strong. 
Shook  ofifthe  load  of  young  debauch;  abroad 
The  soouige  of  Persian  pride,  at  home  the  friend 
Of  every  worth  and  every  splendid  art ; 
Modest,  and  simple,  in  tiie  pomp  of  wealth. 
I'hen  the  last  worthies  of  declining  Greece, 
Lace  call'd  to  glory,  in  unequal  times, 
Pensive  appear.    The  fair  Corinthian  boast, 
Timoleon,  happy  temper !  mild,  and  firm', 
Who  wept  the  brother  while  the  tyrant  bled. 
And,  equal  to  the  best,  th^  Theban  Pair,t 
Whose  virtues,  in  heroic  concord  join'd, 
Their  country  raised  to  freedom,  empire,  fame. 
He  too,  with  whom  Athenian  honour  sunk, 
And  left  a  mass  of  soidid  lees  behind, 
Phocion  the  Good ;  in  public  life  severe, 
To  virtue  stiU  inexorably  firm ; 
But  when,  beneath  his  low  illustrious  roof. 
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Sweet  peace  and  happy  wisdoih  smooth'd  bis  bcoir, 
]^ot  friendship  softer  was,  nor  love  moie  Uad. 
And  he,  the  last  of  old  Lycuigus'  sons, 
The  genen^  victim  to  that  vain  attempt. 
To  save  a  rotten  state,  Agis,  who  saw 
E'en  Sparta's  self  to  servile  avarice  sunk. 
The  two  Achaian  heroes  dose  the  train: 
Aratus,  who  awhile  relumed  the  soul 
Of  fondly  lingering  liberty  in  Greece; 
And  he  her  darling  as  her  latest  hope, 
The  gallant  Philopoemen;  who  to  arms 
Tum'd  the  luxurious  pomp  he  could  not  cure; 
Or  toiling  in  his  farm,  a  simple  swain ; 
Or,  bold  and  skilful,  thundering  in  the  field. 

Of  rougher  front,  a  mighty  people  oome ! 
A  race  of  heroes  I  in  those  virtuous  times 
Which  knew  no  stain,  save  that  with  partial  flams 
Their  dearest  country  they  too  fondly  loved: 
Her  better  Founder  first,  the  light  of  Rome 
Numa,  who  soften'd  her  rapadous  sans : 
Servius  the  king,  who  laid  the  solid  base 
On  which  o^et  earth  the  vast  republic  spread. 
Then  the  great  consuls  venerable  rise. 
The  public  Father*  who  the  private  qodl'd. 
As  on  the  dread  tribunal  sternly  sad. 
He,  whom  his  thankless  country  coi4d  not  lose, 
Camillus,  only  vengeful  to  her  foes. 
Fabrfcius,  soomer  of  all-conquering  gold ; 
And  Cincinnatus,  awful  from  the  plough. 
Thy  wiUing  victim,t  Carthage,  bursting  loose 
From  all  that  pleading  Nature  could  oppose, 
From  a  whole  city's  tears,  by  rigid  faith 
Imperious  call'd,  and  honour's  dire  command. 
Sdpio,  the  gentle  chief,  humanely  brave, 
Who  soon  the  rac«  of  spotless  gkny  ran, 
And,  warm  in  youth,  to  the  poetic  shade 
With  Friendship  and  Philosophy  vetired. 
Tully,  whose  powerful  eloquence  a  whtlq^ 
Restrain'd  the  rapid  fate  of  rushing  Rome. 
Unconquer'd  Cato,  virtuous  in  extreme : 
And  thou,  unhappy  Brutus,  kind  of  heart. 
Whose  steady  arm,  by  awful  virtue  urged, 
Lifted  the  Roman  steel  against  thy  friend. 
Thousands  besides  the  tribute  of  a  verse 
Demand ;  but  who  can  count  the  stars  of  Heaven? 
Who  sing  their  influence  on  this  lower  woridl 

Behold,  who  yonder  comes !  in  sober  statei, 
Fair,  mild,  and  strong,  as  ib  a  vernal  sun: 
Tis  Phoebus'  self,  or  ebe  the  Mantuan  Swain 
Great  Homer  too  appears,  of  daring  vring. 
Parent  of  song !  and  equal  by  his  side, 
The  British  Muse:  join'd  hand  in  hand  they 

walk, 

Darkling,  full  up  the  middle  steep  to  fame, 
Nor  absent  are  those  shades,  whose  skilAil  touch 
Pathetic  drew  the  inipassion'd  heart,  and  charm'd 
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Tramporte^  Athena  with  the  moral  scene ; 
Nor  those  who,  tunefu),  waked  the  enchanting 
lyre.  . 

Pint  of  your  kind !  society  divine ! 
Still  vidt  thus  my  nights,  for  you  reserved, 
And  moont  my  soaring  soul  to  thoughts  like 

yours: 
Silence,  thou  lonely  power!  the  door  be  thine ; 
See  on  the  hallow'd  hour  that  none  intrude'. 
Save  a  fbw  chosen  friends,  who  sometimes  deign 
To  bless  my  humble  roof,  with  sense,  refined, 
Lealhiing  digested  well,  exalted  faith, 
Unstudied  wit,  and  humour  ever  gay. 
Or  from  the  'Muses'  hiU  will  Pope  descend, 
To  raise  the  sacred  hour,  to  bid  it  smHe, 
And  wUh  the  social  spirit  warm  the  heart  1 
For  though  not  sweeter  his  own  Homer  sings, 
Yet  is. his  life  the  more  endearing  song. 

Where  art  thou,  Hammond  1  thou,  the  darling 
pride. 
The  friend  and  k>ver  of  the  tuneful  throng ! 
Ah  why,  dear  .youth,  in  all  the  blooming  prime 
Of  vernal  genius,  where  disclosing  fast , 
Each  active  worth,  each  manly  virtue  lay. 
Why  wert  thou  ravish'd  from  our  hope  so  soon  1 
What  now  avails  that  noble  thirst  of  fame. 
Which  stung  thy  fervent  breast  1  that  treasured 

store  \ 

Of  knowledge  early  gain'd  1  that  eag«r  zeal 
To  serve  thy  oountiy,  glowing  in.the  band 
Of  youthful  patriots,  who  sustain  her  name ; 
What  now,  alaal  that  li^s-diffusing  charm 
Of  sprightly  wit  1  that  rapture  for  the  MQse, 
That  heart  of  friendship,  and  that,  soul  of  joy. 
Which  bade  with  softest  light  thy  virtues  snlilel 
Ah  1  only  shoijr'd,  to  eheck  our  fond  pursuits. 
And  teach  our  humbled  hopes  that  life  is  vain ! 

Thuain  some  deep  retirement  would  I  pass 
The  wmter-glooms,  with  friends  of  pliant  soul, 
Or  blithe,  or  solemn,  as  the  theme  inspired: 
With  them  would  search,  if  Nature's  boundless 

frame 
Was  call'd,  lale-riaing  from  the  void  of  night, 
Or  sprung  eternal  from  the  Eternal  Mind; 
Its  life,  its  lawB^  its  progress,  and  its  end. 
Hence  laiger  prospects  of  the  beauteous  whole 
Would,  gradual,. open  on  our  openmg  minds; 
And  eid^h  diffusive  harmony  unite 
In  full  perfection,  to  the  astonish'd  eye. 
Then  would  w6  try  to  scan  the  moral  world, 
Whicli,  though  to  us  it  seems  embroil'd,  moves  on 
In  highuBr  order ;  fitted  and  impell'd        1 
By  Wisdom's  finest  hand,  and  issuing  allV 
In  general  good.    The  sage  historic  Muse 
Should  next  conduct  us  through  the  deeps 


Show  us  how  empiie  grew,  declined,  and  fell, 
In  scatter'd  states;  what  makes  the  natumssmUe, 
IraproTXi  their  sofl,  and  gives  them  double  suns; 
33  2b8 


And  why  they  pine  beneath  the  brightest  skies, 

In  Nature's  richest  lap.    As  thus  we  talk'd. 

Our  hearts  wovdd  bum  vrithin  us,  would  inhale 

That  portion  of  divmity,  that  ray 

Of  purest  Heaven,  which  lights  the  public  soul 

O  f  patriots  and  of  heroes.    But  if  doom'd 

In  powerless  humble  fortune,  to  repress 

These  aldent  risings  o(  the  kindling  soul ; 

Then,  even  superior  to  ambition,  we 

Would  learn  the  private^  virtues ;  how  to  glide 

Through  shades  and  plains,  along  the  smoothest 

stream  •« 

Of  rural  life:  orsnat^'d  away  by  hope. 
Through  the  dim  spaciss  of  futurity. 
With  earnest  eye  anticipate  those  scenes 
Of  happiness  and  wonder;  where  the  mind 
In  endless  growth  and  infinite  ascent. 
Rises  from  state  to  state,  and  world  to  worM. 
But  when  with  these  the  serious  though  is  foU'd, 
We,  shifting  lor  relief^  would  play  the  shinies 
Of  frolic  fiuicy;  and  incessant  fi>rm 
Those  rapid  pictures,  that  assembled  train 
Of  fleet  ideas,  never  join'd  before^ 
Whence  lively  vrit  excites  to  gay  sutprise ; 
Or  folly  painting  humour,  grave  himself. 
Calls  laughtei  forth,  deep-shaking  every  nerva, 

Meantime  the  village  rouses  up  the  fire ; 
While  well  attested,  and  as  well  believed,  ' 
Jleard  solemn,  goes  the  goblin  story  round; 
Till.6urperstitious  horror  creeps  o'er  alL 
Or,  frequent  in  the  sonndii^  hall,  they  wake 
The  rural  gambol.    Rustic  mirth  goes  round : 
The  simple  joke  that  takes  the  shepherd's  heart 
Easily  pleased;  the  loiig  loud  laugh,  nnoere; 
»The  kiss,  snatch'd  hasty  from  the  side-kmg  maid. 
On  purpose  guaidless,  or  pretending  sleep: 
The  leap,  the  slap,  the  haul;  and,  shook  to  notes 
Of  native  musk,  the  respondent  dance. 
Thus  jocund  fleets  with  liiem  the  vrinter  n|ght. 

The  city  swarms  intense.    The  public  haunt, 
Full  of  each  theme  and  warm  wkh  mix'd  dis- 
course. 
Hums  indistinct    The  sons  of  riot  flow 
Down  the  loose  stneem  of  frdse  enchanted  joy, 
To  swift  destnietion.    On  the  rankled  soul 
The  gaming  fuiy  falls;  and  in  one- gulf 
Of  total  ruin,  honour,. virtue,  peace, 
Friends,  famiKfis,  and  fortune,  headlong  sink. 
tJpsprings  the  dance  akog  the  lighted  dome, 
MixM  and  evolved,  a  thousand  sprightly  ways. 
The  glittering  oonrt  eflluses  every  pomp; 
The  circle  deepens:  beam'd  from  gaudy  robes. 
Tapers,  and  sparkling  gems,  and  radiant  eyes 
A  soft. effulgence  o'er  the  palace  waves: 
While,  a  gay  insect  in  hb  summei^ahine. 
The.  fop,  light  fluttering,  spreads  his  mealy  wings. 

Dread  o'er  the  scene,  the  ghost  of  HamW^ 
stalks; 
Othello  rages;  poor  Mooimia  moumi; 
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And  BeWideni  poon  her  soul  in  love. 
Teiror  alwnns.thebreaflt;  the -comely  tear 
SteftlB  o'er  the  cheek:  or  ekw  the  Comie  Moie 
Holds  to  the  world  a  picture  of  itself, 
And  raises  fHy  the  fair  impartial  laugh.  , 
Sometimes  she  lifts  her  strain,  and  paintsthe  scenes 
Of  beauteous  life;  Whatever  can  deck  mankind, 
Or  charm  the  heart,  in  generous  Bfevil*  show'd. 

O  thou,  whose  wisdom,  solid  yel  refined, 
Whose  patriot^virtues,  and  consummhte  tfkill 
To  touch  the  finer  springs  that  mote  the  world,    j 
Join'd  to  whatever  the  Graces  can  bestow,      ^    ' 
And  all  Apollo's  animating  fite. 
Give  thee,  with  pleasing  dignity,  to  shine 
At  once  the  guardian,  ornament,  and  joy, 
Of  j>oli8h'd  life ;  permit  the  rural  Muse^ 
O  Chesterfield,  to  grace- with  thee  her  aong! 
Ere  to  the  shades  again  ^e  humbly fljes, 
Indulge  her  fond  ambidon,  in  thy  train,  - 
(For  every  Muse  has  in  thy  train  a  place) 
To  mark  thy  various,  fuU-aocomplish'd  mind: 
To  mark  Chat  spirit,  which,  with  British  scoffi^ 
Rejects  the  allurements  of  corrupted  power; 
That  elegant  politeness,  which  eicels,    - 
E'en  in  the  judgment  of  presumptuous  France, 
The  boasted  manners  of  her  shining  court ; 
That  with  the  vivid  energy  of  tense, 
The  truth  of  Nature,  which  ^th  Attic  point 
Aiid  kind  well  tempfer'd  satire,  smoothly,  keen, 
Steals  throughthesoul,  and  without  pain  corfects. 
Or  rising  thence  with  yet  a  brighter  fiamc^ 
O  let  me  hail  thee  on  some  glorious  day. 
When  to  the  listening  senate,  ardent,,  crowd 
Britannia's  sons  to  hear  her  pleaded  cause. 
Then  dress'd  by  thee,  more  amiably  fair, 
Truth  the  soft,  robe  of  mild  persuasion  wean 
Thou  to  assenting  reason  givest  again 
Her  own  enUghten'd  tbevgfats;  call'd  fium  the 

heart. 
The  obedient  pasaons  on  thy  voice  attend ; 
And  e'en  rduclant  party 'fiMls  a  while 
Thy  gracious  power :  as  through  the  varied  maze 
Of  eloquence,  now  smooth,  now;  quick,  mtw  strong, 
Profimnd  and,  clear,  you  A>U  the  copioas  flood. 

To  thy  loved  haunt  return,  my  happy  Musef 
For  now,  behold,  the  joyous  winter  days. 
Frosty,  suooeed ;  and  through  the  blue  setene] 
For  sight  too  fine,  the  ethereal  nitie  flies ; 
Killing  infectious  damps,  «Bd  the  dpent  air 
Storing  afresh  with  elemental  life. 
Close  crowds  the  shining  atmosphertf;  and  binds 
Our  strengthen'd  bodies  iaita  cold  embrace, 
Constringent;  feeds,  and  animates  our  blood ; 
Refines  our  spirits,  through  the  new-strung  nerves, 
In  swifter  saUiea  daiting'to  the  brain; 
Where  sits  the  soul,  intense,  collected,  cool, 
Bright  as  the  skies,  and  as  the  season  keen, 
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All  Nature  feels  toe  fsnovatinglbvoe 
Of  Winter,  only  io  the  thonghtfess  eye 
In  rain  seen.    The  fiostconcocted  glebe 
Draws  in  abundant  vi^getablesoul, 
And  gathers  vigour  for  the  comiiig  /ear, 
A  stronger  glow  sits  on  the  lively  oheek^ 
Of  ruddy  fire :  and  luculent  along 
The  purer  rivers  flow;  their  «ull^  deeps, 
Transparent,  opei\  to  the  shepherd^  gs^, 
And  murmur  boaiser  at  the  fixing  fioat. 
Whfll  art  thou,  frostl  and  whence  are  thy  keen 
stores 
^  Derived,  thou  secret  afi-iirvading  power, 
;  'Wh(Mn  e'en  the  illusive  fluid  can  not  flyl 
is  not  thy  potent  energy,  unseen, 
Myriads  of  little  salts,  or  hook'd,  or  ah^ed 
,^ike  doiible  wedges,'and  diffused  immense 
Through  water,  earth,  and  etfaerl  hence  at  eve, 
Steam'd  eager  fiom  the  red  horizon  round, 
With  the  fierce  rage  of  Winter  deep  sofliised, 
An  icy  gale,  oft  shifting,  o'er  the  pool 
Breathes  a  blue  film,  and  m  its  mid  career 
Arrests  the  bidcering  stream.  The  kxMen'd  ice, 
Let  down  the  flood,  and  half  dissolved  by  day, 
Rusdes'no  more;  but  to  the  sedgy  bank 
Fast  groVTs,  or  gathers  round  the  pointed  stosie, 
A  crystal  pavement,  by  the  breath  of  £kaven 
Cemented  firm;  till,  seized  fh)m  ^re  to  shore 
The  whole  imprison'd  river  growb  bebw. 
Loud  lings  tlw  frozen  earth,  and  hard  refieetB 
A  double  noise;  whHe,  at  his  evening  vrnteh, 
The  village'  dog  deters  the  nightly  thief; 
The  heifer  lows;  the  distant  water-fall 
Swells  in  the  breeze;  and,  with  the  hasty  tread 
Of  traveller,  the  hoOow-eounding  [rfain 
Shakes  firom  afar.    The  full  ethereal  round, 
Infinite  worlds  disdoeing  to  the  view, 
Shines  out  intensely  keen;  and,  all  one  cq^ 
Of  starry  glitter,  glows  fiom  pole  to  pole. 
From  pole  to  pole  theMgid  influence  fhlls, 
Through  the  still  night,  moessant,  Jwavy,  stnn^ 
And  seizes  Nature  fast!    It  freezes  on; 
^ill  Mom,  late  rising  o*er  the  dioopii^  worid, 
{Lifts  her  pale  eye  unjoyous.    Then  appeals 
The  various  labour  of  the  silent  night: 
Ptpne  firom  the  dripping  eave,  and  dumb  cascade 
Whose  idle  torrents  only  seem  to  roar. 
The  pendent  icicle:  the  frost-work  &ir, 
Where  transient  hues,  and  fancied  figiffes  rise; 
Wide-spouted  o'er  the  hill,  the  hoten  brook, 
A  livid  tnct,  cold-gleaming  on  the  raom; 
The  forest  bent  beneath  the  plumy  wave; 
And  by  the  frost  refined  the  whiter  snow, 
Incrusted  hard,  and  sounding  to  the  tread 
Of  eariy  shepherd,  as  her  pensive  aeeka 
His  pining  flock,  or  from  the  mountain  top, 
Pleased  with  the  slippeijr  surface,  swift  dceoetidi. 

On  Mithsome  froIfc»  bent,  the  youAflil  t 
While  every  work  of  man  is  kid  at  rest. 
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Fond  0^  the  river  etewd;  in  taslotM  tpeort 
And  vefdiy  ^amhed  j  ^ere  mixing  glad,  r 
Happiest  of  aU  the  train,  the  raptured  boy 
Lafehee  the  iNrfairimg  top.    Or,  wh«n  the  RMM 
Branched  oat  in  maiiy.a  long  canal  ettends, 
From  eererj  provhioe  ewani^/void  ofeave, 
Batam  nuhee  fcrth^  %nd  tmihef  eweep, 
On  loonding  skatee,  a  thooMud  diffitfent  WHJH, 
In  cirding  poise,  swift  as  the  winds,  along, 
The  then  gay  land  is  maddened  all  to  joy. 
Nor  less  the  northern  conrts,  wide  o^er  the  snoW, 
Four  a  new  pomp.    Eager,  on  n^  deds,. 
Their  Tigorons  yonih  m  bold  contention  wheel 
The  long-resoonding  cotnne. '  Meantime  to  false  ' 
The  manly  strife,  with  highl;  blooming  cha]^, 
Flnsh'd  by  the  season,  S^dinavia's  dames. 
Or  Russia's  buxom  daughters,  glow  around. 

Pure,  quick,  and  sportfVd,  is  the  wholesome  day;' 
But  soon  elapsed.    The  horizontal  sun. 
Broad  o'er  the  south,  hangs  at  his  utmost  nbon: 
And,  ineffectual,  strikes  the  gelid  cliff: 
His  azure  gkMS  the  mountain  still  maintains, 
Nor  feeh  the  feeble  touch.    Periuips  the  Tale 
Relents  awhile  to  the  reflected  ray: 
Or  from  the  ferest  fells  the  clustered  snow, 
Myriads  of  gems,  that  in  the  waving  i^eam 
Gay-twmkle  as  they  scatter.    Thick  around  , 
Thunders  the  sport  of  those  who  with  the  gun, 
And  dog  impatient  bounding  at  the  shot. 
Worse  than  the  Season,  desolate  the  fields; 
And,  adding  to  the  ruins  of  the  year, 
Distress  the  feoted  or  the  feathered  game.  / 

But  what  is  this'{  our  infant  Winter  sndEl^ 
Divested  of  his  grandeur,  should  our  eye'    >-^ 
Astonisfa'd  shoot  into  the  firigid  zone ;  '"-  ^ 

Where,  lor  releniless  months,  condnual  Night 
fidds  o'er  the  glittering  waste  her  starry  reign. 
There,  through  the  prison  of  unbounded  wilds, 
Barr'd  by  the  hand  of  Nature  from  ^escape. 
Wide  roams  the  Russian  exile.    Nought  around 
Strikes  his  sad  eye,  but  deterts  lost  In  snow; 
And  heaTy4oaded  groves;  and  solid  floods, 
That  stretch  athwart  the  solitary  waste, 
Their  icy  horrors  to  the  frozen  main. 
And  cheerless  towns  &r  distant,  never  blces'd, 
Save  whet)  its  annual  course  the  caravan 
Bends  to  the  golden  coast  of  rich  Cathay,* 
With  news  of  human-kind.  Yet  there  life  glows; 
Yet  cherish'd  there  beneath  the  shining  waste, 
The  Amy  nations  harbour:  tipp'd  with  jet, 
Fair  ernunes,  spotless  as  the  snows  they  press ; 
Sables  of  glossy  black;  and  dark-embrown'd, 
Or  beauteous  freak'd  with  many  a  mingled  hue, 
Thousands  besides,  the  costly  pride  of  courts. 
There,  warm  together  press'd,  the  trooping  deer 
Sleep  on  the  new-fallen  snows;  and  ecaroe  his 


'  Tht  Old  name  fer  China. 


Raised  o'er  the  heapy  wreath,  the  branching  elk 
Lies  shimbering  suOen  hi  the  white  abyss. 
The  ruthlesB  hunter  wants  nor  dogs  nor  tcdb. 
Nor  with  the  dread  of  sounding  bows  he  drives 
The  fearibl  flying  race;  with  ponderous  clubs, 
As  weak  agaimt  the  mountain-^eaps  they  push 
Their  beating  breast  in  vain,  and  piteous  bray, 
He  lays  them  quivering  on  the  ensanguined  snoww 
Andlvith  hVR  shouts  rejoicing  bears  them  home. 
There  through  the  piny  ferest  half-absorp'd; 
Rough  tenant 'of  these  shades,  the  shapdess  bear, 
Whhdangtmg  iee  all  horrid,  stalks  foriom; 
Skyvr*paoed,  and  eourer  as  the  storms  increase. 
He  makes  his  bed  beneath  the  inclement  drift, 
And,  with  Mem  patience,  scorning  weak  com- 
plaint, 
Hardens  Mb  heart  against  assailing  want. 

Wide  o'er  ^he  spacious  regipns  of  the  north, 
That  see  Bodtes  urge  his  tardy  wain, 
A  boisterous  raoe/by  frosty  Caurus'^'pierced, 
Who  little  pleasure  know  and  fear  no  pain, 
Prolific  swarm.    They  once  relumed  the  flame 
Of  lost  mankind  In  poliah'd  slavery  sunl^ ; 
Drove  martial  horde  on  horde,t  with  fearful 


Resistless  rushing  o'er  the  enfeebled  south, 
And  gave  the  vanquiahed  world  another  form. 
Not  such  the  sons  of  Lapland:  wisely  they 
Desf^  the  insensate  barbarous  trade  of  war; 
They  ask  no  more  than  sfanple  Nature  gives^ 
They  love  thdr  mountains,  and  enjoy  their  stonns, 
No  false  desires,  no  pride-created  wants, 
Disturb  the  peacefiil  current  of  their  time; 
And  through  the  restless  ever  tortured  maze 
Of  pleasure,  or  ambition,  bid  it  rage. 
Their  reindeer  ferm  theur  riches.    These  their 

t6nto. 
Their  robes,  their  beds,  and  all  their  hmnely  tvealtb 
Supply,  their  wholesome  fare  and  cheerful  cups* 
Obsequious  at  thdr  call,  the  docile  tribe 
Yield  to  the  sled  their  necks,  and  whirl  them  swift 
O'er  hill  and  dale,  heap'd  into  one  expanse 
Of  marbled  snow,  as  far  as  eye  can  sweep 
With  a  blue  crust  of  ice  unbounded  glazed. 
By  dancing  meteors  then,  that  ceaseless  shake 
A  waving  blaze  refracted  4)'er  the  heavens, 
And  vivid  moons,  and  stars  that  keener  play 
With  doubled  lustre  from  the  glossy  waste, 
E'en  in  the  depth  of  polar  night,  they  find 
A  wondrous  day:  enough  to  light  the  chase. 
Or  guide  their  daring  stqw  to  Finland  feim. 
Wish'd  Spring  rMnrns;  and  fifom  the  hazy  sonlh. 
While  dim  Aurora  dowly  moves  before, 
The  weldome  sun,  just  verging  up  at  first. 
By  small  degrees  extends  the  swelling  curve ! 
Till  seen  at  last  fer  gay  rejoicing  months, 
Still  round  and  round,  his  spiral  course  be  winds, 


*  North-ifiat  wind.      t  Tba  wanderlag  Bcjthioii  dans 
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And  «•  he  nearly  dips  bib  flaming  orb, 
Wheels  up  agaii^,  and  reaacends  the  sky. 
In  that  glad  season  from  the  lakes  and  floods, 
¥niere  pure  memi*s*  fidiy  mountains  rise, 
And  fringed  with  roses  Tengliot  tolls  his  stream, 
They  draw  the  copious  fry.    With  these,'  al  eve. 
They  cheerful  k)aded  to  their  tents  repair ; 
Where,  all  day  long  in  useful  cares  employed, 
Their  kind  unblemish'd  wives  the  fire  prepara 
Thrice  happy  race ! ,  by  poverty  sepured 
V  From  legal  plunder  and  rapacious  power: 
In  whomfisU  interest  never  yet  has  sown 
The  seeds  of  vice :  whose-  spotless  swains  ne'er 

knew  . 
Injurious  deed,  nor,  blasted  by  the  breath 
Of  fiiithless  love,  their  blooming  daughters  wo. 
^     Still  pressing  on,  beyond  Tomea's  lake, 
.  And  Heda  flamiog  through  a  waste  of  snow, 
^And  farthest  Greenland,  to  the  pole  itself, 
Where,  failing  gradual,  life  at  length  goes  out, 
The  Muse  expands  her  solitaiy  flight ; 
And,  hovering  o'er  the  wild  ^opendous  scene, 
Beholds  new  seas  beneath  another  sky.^ 
Throned  in  his  palace  of  ^erulean  ice. 
Here  Winter  hdds  his  unrejoicing  court; 
And  through  the  airy  hall  the  loud  misrule 
'  Of  driving  tempest  is  fixr  ever  heard; 
Ueie  the  giim  tyrant  meditates  his  wrath; 
Here  arms  his  winds  with  all  subduing  frost; 
Moulds  his  fierce  hail,  and  treasures  up  his 

snows. 
With  which  he  now  oppresses  half  the  ^obe. 

Thence  winding  eastward  to  the  Tartar's  coast, 
She  sweeps  the  howling  margin  of  the  main; 
Where  undissolving,  from  the  first  of  time, 
Snows  swell  on  snows,  amazmg  to  the  sky; 
And  icy  mountains  hSgh  on  mountains  piled, 
Seem  to  the  shivering  saibr  from  a&r. 
Shapeless  and  white,  an  atmosphere  of  clouds. 
Projected  huge,  and  horrid  o'er  the  surge, 
Alps  frown  on  Alps;  or  rushing  hideous  down, 
As  if  old  Chaos  was  again  retum'd, 
Wide-rend  the  deep,  and  shake  the  solid  pole. 
Ocean  itself  no  longer  can  resist 
The  binding  fury :  but,  in  all  its  rage 
Of  tempest  taken  by  the  boundless  frost, 
Is  many  a  fathom  to  the  bottom  chain'd, 

*  BL  de  Manpenini^  in  his  book  OD  the  Figure  oTthB  Eaidi, 
afttf  having  described  the  beaadAil  lake  and  moantain  of 
Niemi,  in  Lapland,  mT%  *<Fhnn  this  height  we  had  opportn. 
nity  aeveia]  times  (o  see  tbose  vapoun  rise  fiom  t)»  lake, 
which  the  people  of  the  ooontiy  eallEbdtloi^  and  ivfalch  they 
deem  to  be  the  guardian  ipiiits  of  the  mountains  We  had 
been  frighted  with  etoriee  of  beazt  that  haunted  thia  place,  but 
mm  vaub.  It  nemed  Father  a  place  of  reeort  for  fidriei  and 
g^l,  than  bean." 

r  rhe  aame  auUwr  obaervei^  "Iwasaarprisadtoaeeupoa 
•M  banhi  of  this  river  (the  Tengilo)  rasea  of  as  liviljr  a  rad  as 
any  that  are  in  oargudaUi 

;  The  other  hemlBpherB^ 


And  bid  to  roar  no  more:  a  bleak  expanse, 
Shagg'd  o'er  with  wavy  rocka,  duwriess,  and  vuU 
Of  every  life,  that  from  the  dreary  months 
Flies oonscioui  southward.    Miserable  they! 
Who,  here  entangled  in  the  gathering  ice, 
Take  their  last  look  of  the  dnoendiog  son; 
While,  full  of  death,  and  fierce  with  tenfold  fipQst, 
The  long  bng  night,  incumbent  o'er  their  heai^ 
Falls  horribie.    Such  was  the.  Briton's*  fitte, 
As  vrith  first  prow,  (what  have  not  Britons  dared!* 
He  fax  the  pftosage  sought,  attempted  ance 
^  much  in  vain,  and  seemihg  to  be  shut 
By  jeakus  liature  with  eternal  baza. 
In  these  fell  regions,  in  Arzina  daught, 
And  to  the  stony  deep  his  idle  ship 
Tmrnfidiat^^  seal'd,  ha  with  his  h^dess  crew 
Each  full  exerted  at  his  several  task, 
Froie  into  statues;  to  the  cordage  glued 
The  sailor,  and  the  p3ot  to  the  heUn. 
Hard  by  these  shores,  where  scarce  his  freeoiig 

stream 
Rolls  the  wild  Oby,  five  the  last  of  men; 
And  half  enhven'd  .by  the  distant  sim, 
That  rears  and  ripens  man,  as  well  as  plants, 
Here  human  nature  vreaxs  its  rudest  form. 
Deep  from  the  piercing  season  sunk  in  caves, 
Here  by  dull  fires,  and  vrith  unjoyous  cheer, 
They  waste  the  tedious  gloom.   Immersed  in  fun^ 
Doze  the  gross  race.    Nor  sprightly  jest  nor  soi:^ 
Nor  tenderness  they  know ;  nor  aught  of  life, 
Beyond  the  kindred  bears  that  stalk  without, 
Till  mom  at  length,  her  roses  drooping  aD, 
Shed  a  long  twilight  brightening  o'er  their  fields^ 
And  calls  the  quiver'd  savage  to  the  chase. 

What  can  not  active  govenunent  peHbrm, 
New-moulding  mani  Wide-Stretching  firom  these 

shores,  -\ 

A  people  savage  from  remotest  time, 
A  huge  neglected  empire,  one  vast  mind. 
By  Heaven  inspired,  from  gothic  darknfws  caS'd. 
Immortal  Peter  I  first  of  monarchs !  he 
His  stubborn  country  tamed,  her  rocks,  her  fens, 
Her  floods,  her  seas,  her  ill-submit$uig  sons; 
And  while  the  fierce  barbarian  he  subdued. 
To  more  exalted  soul  be  raised  the  man. 
Ye  shades  of  ancient  heroes,  ye  who  toii'd 
Through  long  successive  ages  to  build  up 
A  labouring  plan  of  state,  behold  at  once 
The  wonder  done!  behold  the  matchkes  piinbe! 
Who  left  his  native  throne,  where  rei^'d  till  then 
A  mighty  shadow  of  unreal  power ; 
Who  greatly  spum'd  the  slothful  pomp  of  courts; 
And  roaming  every  land,  in  every  port 
His  sceptre  laid  aride,  veith  glorious  hand 
Unwearied  plying  the  mechanic  tool, 
Gather'd  the  seeds  of  trade,  of  useful  arts. 


*Slr  BoghWQlongfaby,  aoot  by  Queen  ] 
eovwihe  iKKth^at  paamge. 
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Of  civil  wifldom,  and  of  material  akiU. 
Chuged  with  the  stores  of  Eurojpe  home  he  goes! 
Then  cities  rise  amid  the  illHmined  waite; 
O'er  joylesB  deserts  smiles  the  rural  r«^; 
Far  distant  flood  to.flood  is  social  joined ; 
The  astonish'd  Euxine  hears  the  Baltic  roar; 
Proud  navies  ride  on  seas  that  nerierxfbam'd 
With  daring  keel  hefore;  and  armies  stretch 
Each  way  their  dazzling  files,  repressing  here 
The  frantic  Alexander  of  the  north, 
And  awing' ther6  stem  OthmanV  shrinking  sons. 
Sloth  flies  the  land,  and  Ignorance,  and  Vice, 
Of  old  dishonour  proud:  it  glows  around, 
Taught  by  the  Royal  Hand  that  roused  the  whole, 
One  scene  of  arts,  of  arms,  of  rising  trade : 
For  what  his  wisdom  plann'd,  and  power  enforced, 
Mare  potent  still,  his  great  example  show'd. 
'    Mutterihg,  the  winds  at  eve,  with  hlunted  point, 
Blow  hollow  blustering  irom  the  south.  Subdued, 
The  frost  resolves  into  a  trickling  thaw. 
Spotted  the  mountains  shine;  loose  sleet  deoends, 
And  floods  the  country  round.    The  ^vers  swell, 
Of  bonds  impatient    Sudden  from  the  hills, 
O'er  rocks  and  woods,  in  broad  brown  cataracts, 
A  thousand  snow-fiBd  torrents  shoot  at  once; 
And,  where  they  rush,  the  wide  resounding  plain 

y  b  left  one  slimy  waste.    Those  sullen  seas, 
That  wash'd  the  ungenial  pole,  will  rest  no  more 
Beneath  the  shackles  of  the  mighty  north ; 
But,  Tousiiig  all  their  waves,  resistiess  heave. 
And  hark!  the  lengthetung  roar  continuous  runs 
Athwart  the  rifted  deep:  at  once  it  bursts, 
And  piles  a  thousand  mountains  to  the  cbuds. 
Ill  fares  the  bark  with  trembling  wretches  charged, 
That,  tos^d  amid  the  floating  fragments,  moon 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  icy  isle, 

'  While  night  overwhelms  the  sea,  and  horror  looks 
More  horrible.    Can  human  force  endure  - , 

'  The 'assembled  mischiefs  that  besiege  them  roun^ll 
Heart-gnawing  hunger,  fainting  weariness,  . 
The  roar  of  winds  and  waves,  the  crush  of  ice, 
Now  ceasing,  now  renewed  with  louder  rage. 
And  in  dire  echoes  bellowing  round  the  main. 
More  to  embroil  the  deep,  leviathan 
And  his  unwieldy  train,  in  dreadful  six>rt. 
Tempest  the  loosen'd  brine,  while  through  the 

gloom, 
Far  from  the  bleak  inhospitable  shore, 
Loading  the  winds,  is  heard  the  hungry  howl 
Of  famish'd  monsters,  there  awaiting  wreqks. 
Yet  Providence,  that  ever  waking  eye, 
Looks  down  with  pity  on  the  feeble  toil 
Of  mortals  lost  to  hope,  and  lights  them  safe, 
Through  all  this  dreary  labyrinth  of  fate. 

f  'Tis  done !  dread  Winter  spreads  his  latest  gloOms, 

i  And  reigns  tremendous  o'er  the  conquered  Yekr. 
How  dead  the  vegetable  kingdom  lies! 
How  dumb  the  tuneful!  horror  wide  extends 
His  desolate  domain.    Behold,  fond  man ! 


See  here  thy  pictured  fi&;  pass  some  lew  years, 
Thy  flowering   Spring,   thy  Summer's  iudenf 

strength, 
Thy  sober  Autumn  fading  inta  age. 
And  pale  coi&cluding  Winter  comes  at  last, 
Aiid  shuts  the  scene.  Ah !  whither  now  are  fled 
Those  dreams  of  greatness  1  those  unsolid  hopes 
Of  happiness  T  those  bngings  after  famet 
Those  resdess  cares T  those  busy  bustiing  daysl 
Those  gay-pp^nt^  festive  nights  1  those  veering 

thoughts. 
Lost  between  good  an4  in,that  shared  thy  life 7 
All^now  are  vanishUl  Virtue  sole  survivea^' 
Immortal  neyer-failing  friend  of  man,. 
His  guide  to  happiness  on  high.   And  see !  . 
'Tis  GQme,  the  glorious  mom!  the  second  bfrth 
Of  heaven  and  earth!  awakening  Nature  hears 
Th^  new  creating  word,  and  starts  to  life. 
In  every  heightened  form,'  from  pain  and  death 
For  ever  free.    The  great  eternal  scheme,) 
Involving  all,  and  in  a  perftet  whole    ^^ 
Uiriting,  as  the  prospect  wider  spreads 
To  reason's  eye  refined  clear  up  apace. 
Ye  vainly  wiset  ye  blind  presumptuous!  now, 
Copfi>und(ed  in  the  dust,  adore-  that  Power 
And  Wisdom  oft  arraign'd:  see  now  the  cause, 
Why  unassuming  worth  in  secret  lived. 
And  died,  neglected:  why  the  good  man's  share 
In  life  was  gaul  and  bitterness  of  soul: 
Why  the  lone  widow  and  her  orphans  pined 
In  starving  solitude;  while  luxury, 
In  palaces,  lay  straining  her  low  though 
To  form  unreal  wants:  why  heaven-bom  troth, 
And  moderation  fair,  wore  the  red  marks 
Of  superstition's  scourge:  why  tieensed  pain, 
That  cruet  spoiler,  that  embosom'd  foe, 
EmiMtter'd  all  our  bliss.    Ye  good  distress'd! 
Ye  noble  fewl  who"  here  unbending  stand 
Beneath  Kfe's  pressure,  yet  bear  up  a  while, 
And  what  your  bounded  vitfw,  which  only  saw 
A  little  part,  deem'd  evil  is  no  mtitei 
The  storms  of  Wintry  Time  will  quickly  pass, 
And  one  unbounded  Spring  encircle  all. 


HYMNw- 


These,  as  they  change,  Almighty  Father,  these 
Are  but  the  vajilBd  Grod.    The  rolling  year 
Is  full  of  Thee.    Forth  in  the  pleasing  Spring 
Thy  beauty  walks,  thy  tenderness  and  love. 
Wide  flush  the  fields;  the  softening  air  is  balm 
Echo  the  mountains  round;  the  ftrest  smiles; 
And  every  sense  and  every  heart  is  joy. 
Then  comes  thy  glory  in  the  Summer-montht, 
With  light  and  heat  refulgent.    Then  thy  sun 
Shoots  full  perfection  through  the  rolling  year: 
And  oft  thy  voice  in  dreadful  thunder  sp(»ks: 
And  oft  at  dawn,  deep  noon,  or  falling  eve, 
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By  broolu  «nd  groY«a,iQ  bflUow*whispeiiiig  gales 
Thy  bounty  ahlaw  in  Autumn  unconfined, . 
And  spieadB  a  common  feast  for  all  that  UveSi 
In  Winter  awful  Xbou!  with  clouds  and  stonal 
Around  Thee  thrown,  tempest  o'er  tempest  BoQ'd 
Majestic  darkness!  on  the  whirlwind's  wing, 
RiiUng  sohUme,  thou  Udst  the  world  adote, 
And  humblest  Nature  with  thy  northern  blant. 

Mysterious  round  I  what  skill,  what  Idrce  diidne, 
Oeei^  fialt,  in  these  appear !  a  simple  train. 
Yet  so  delightful  mix'd,  with  such  kind  art, 
Such  beauty  and  benfifinBnce  combined ; 
Shade,  unperceiTed,  so  softening  into  shade; 
And  sll  so  forming  an  harmonious  whole; 
That  as  they  still  succeed,  they  ravish  still. 
But  wandering  oft,  wUh  brute  unconscious  gaxe^ 
Man  maiks  not  Thee,  marks  not  the  mighty  hand 
That,  ever  busy,  wheels  the  silent  splieres; 
Works  in  the  secret  deep;  shoots, steaming,  thence 
The  fair  profoskm  that  o'enpreads  the  Spring: 
Flings  from  the  sun  direct  the  flaming  day; 
Feeds  every  creature;  hurls  the  tempest  forth^ 
And,  as  on  earth  this  grateful  change  revolves, 
With  transport  touches  all  the  apiings  of  life. 

Nature  attend!  join,  every  living  soul, 
Beneath  the  spacious  temple  of  the  sky, 
In  adoration  join;  and,  ardent,  raise. 
One  general  song!  To  Him,  ye  vocal  gales, 
Breathe  soft,  whose  Spirit  in  your  freshness 

breathes: 
Oh,  talk  of  Him  in  solitary  glooms! 

TWhere,  o'er  the  rock*  the  scarcely  waving  i»ne 
Fills  this  brown  shade  with  a  leli^ous  awe. 

''And  ye,  whose  bolder  note  is  heard  afar, 
Who  shake  the  astonish'd  world,  lift  high  to  heaven 
The  impetuous  song,  and  say  from  whom  you  rage. 
His  pnise,  ye  biooks,  attune,  ye  trembling  rills; 
And  let  me  catch  it  as  I  muse  along. 
Ye  headlong  torrents,  rapid,  and  profound ; 
Ye  softer  floods,  that  lead  the  human  maze 
Along  the  vale^and  thou,  mijestic  main, 
A  secret  world  of  wonders  in  thyself; 
Sound  His  stupendous  praise ;  whose  greater  voice 
Or  bids  you  roar,  or  bids  your  roarings  fall. 
Soft  roll  your  incense,  herbs,  and  frmts,  and  flovrers, 
In  mingled  clouds  to  Him;  whose  sun  exalts, 
Whose  breath  perfhmes  you,  and  whose  pencil 

pamts, 
Ye  forests  bend,  ye  harvests,  wave,  to  Him; 
Broathe  your  still  song  into  the  reaper's  heart, 
As  home  he  goes  beneath  the  joyous  moon. 
Ye  that  keep  watch  in  heaven,  aa  earth  asleep 
Unoonsdous  lies,  effuse  your  mildest  Yearns, 
Ye  constellations,  while  your  angels  strike, 
Amid  the  spangled  sky,  the  silver  lyre. 


Ghreat  sourmof  day!  best^imiige  here  bdow 
Of  thy  Creator,  ever  pouring  wide, 
From  wodd  to  world,  the  vital  ocesn  round, 
On  Nature  write  with  every  beam  .his  praise. 
The  thunder  rolls:  be  hush'd  the  prostrate  world: 
While  doud  to  cloud  returns  the  aJemn  hymn. 
Bleat  out.  afresh,  ye  hills,  ye  mossy  rocks 
Retain  the  aound:  the  b^oad  responsive  low. 
Ye  valleys  raise;  for  the  Great  Shepherd  reigns; 
And  his  unsiiffering  kingdom  yet  will  coma 
Ye  woodlands  all,  awake:  a  boundless  song 
Burst  from  the  groves!  and  when  therestlees  day, 
Expiring,  lays  the  warbling  world  asleep, 
Sweetest  of  birds !  sweet  Philomela,,  charm 
The  listening  sl^ades,  and  teach  the  night  Hit 
^      ptaise. 

Ye  chief,  for  whom  the  whole  creation  smiles. 
At  once  the  head,  the^heart,  and  tongue  of  all, 
Crown  the  great  hymn ;  in  swarming  cities  vast, 
Assembled  men,  to  the  deep  organ  join 
The  long  resounding  voice,  oft  breaking  clear, 
At  solemn  j)auses,  through  the  swelling  base; 
And,  as  each  mingling  flame  increases  each, 
In  one  united  ardour  rise  to  heaven. 
Or  if  you  rather  choose  the  rural  shade, 
And  find  a  fane  in  every  sacred  grove; 
There  let  the  shepherd's  flute,  the  virgin's  lay, 
The  prompting  seraph,  and  the  poet's  lyre, 
Still  sing  the  God  of  Seasons,  as  they  roll! 
For  me,  when  I  forget  the  darling  theme, 
Whether  the  blossom  blows,  the  sunamer-ray 
Russets  the  plain,  inspiring  Autumn  gleams; 
Or  Winter  rises  in  the  blackening  east ; 
Be  my  tongue  mute,  may  fancy  paint  no  more, 
And,  dead  to  joy,  forget  my  heart 'to  beat! 

Should  fate  command  me  to  the  fiothest  vei^ 
Of  the  green  earth,  to  distant  barbarous  dimes, 
Rivers  unknown  to  song;  where  first  the  son 
Grilds  Indian  mountains,  or  his  setting  beam 
Flames  on  the  Atlantic  isles ;  'tis  nought  to  me : 
Since  Gkxl  is  ever  present,  ever  felt, 
In  the  vend  waste  as  in  the  city  full; 
And  where  He  vital  breathes  there  must  be  joy. 
When  even  at  last  the  solemn  hour  shall  come. 
And  wing  my  mystic  flight  to  future  worlds, 
I  cheerful  will  obey;  there,  with  new  powers, 
Will  rising  wonders  sing:  I  can  not  go 
Where  ITniversal  Love  not  smiles  around, 
Sustaining  all  yon  orbs,  and  all  their  sons; 
From  seeming  Evil  still  educing  Grood, 
And  better  thence  again,  and  better  still. 
In  infinite  progression.    But  I  lose 
Myself  in  Him,  in  Light  ineffable ! 
Come  then,  expressive  Silence,  muse  his  prais& 
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flPBCIMBN  OF  TESE  ALTERAHONS 

Mule  bjf  Thonuon  in  the  early  editions  qf  the 
Seasons. 

Tib  done  {— diead  Winter  ias  sttbdt^d  the  Year, 
And  leigiis,  tiemendous,  o'er  the  desart  plains ! 
How  dead  the  Yegetabfe  Kingdom  tiee ! 
How  dumb  ihe  tunefuhK  Horror  wide  ejUm^ 
Hifl  soliiary  empire — now^  fond  Man ! 
Behold  thy  pictured  life :  Paaa  iome  few  Years, 
Thy  flowering  Spring,  tliy  short-liv^d  ^mmer^s 

strength, 
Thy  sober  Atitmnn,  feding  into  age, 
And  pale,  conchiding  Winter  skvts  thy  scene. 
And  shrouds  Thee  in  the  Chrave.  Where  now  are 

fled 
Those  Dreams  of  Greatness  7  those  nnsoUd  Hopes 
Of  Happiness 7  (hose  longings  after  Fame? 
Those  restless  Cares  1  those  boaj,  bustling  Daysl 
Those  Nights  qf  secret  guilt  f   those  Veering 

thoughts, 
FZulieKfijrtwixtOood,  and  Il],thatsfaar'dthy  Life? 
AH,  now,  are  vanish'd !    .Yirtae,  sole,  surviTes 
Immortal,  MankincPs  never-failing  Friend, 
His  Ghiide  to  Happiness  on  high— and  seel 
Tis  oome,  the  Gkvious  Mom !  the  second  Birth 
Of  Heaven  and  Earth ! — awakening  Nature  hears 
Th'  Almighty  Trumpets  Voice,  iind  starts  to  Life, 
Beneufd,  unfading.    Now,  th*  Eternal  Sdiem^, 


That  JOigrk  Perpleeity,  that  Hiystlc  maze, 
Whi^  fSighl  eou*d  never  trace  f  nor  Heart  eoneeive, 
To  Reason's  Eye,  refin'd,  clears  up  apace. 
Angels,  and  JIfen,  astonished  paused—and  dread 
To  trA9el  thftf  the  Doptlis  tf  Providence, 
Utitry'd,  unbottnded.     Vk  vaiil  learned  I  see. 
And,  prostrate  in  the  Dust,  adore  that  Power, 
And  Goodness,  oft  arraign'd.    See  now  the  cause, 
Why  conscious  worth,  oppressed,  in  secret,  long, 
Mourned,  unregarded :  why  the  good  IJan's  shars 
In  Life,  was  6aU,  and  Bittemeasof  Soul: 
Why  the  lone  Widow,  tuod  her  Orj^aiie,  pin'd, 
In  starving  Solitude ;  while  Lnxury, 
In  Pabiees,  lay  prompting  her  low  thought 
Tofeffm  iHueal  Wants :  Why  Heaven-booi  Ihith, 
And  Charity,  prime  Grace,  wore  the  red  marks 
Of  Perseeution*s  Scouige :  Wliy  Kcens'd  Pam 
That  crMl  Bpoikr,  that  embosom'd  Foe, 
Imbitter'd  all  our  Bliss.    Ye  Good  Distrest ! 
Ye  noble  Few !  that  here,  unbending,  stand 
Beneath  Life's  Prassuies— yet  a  lUtie  whik, 
And  all  your  wees  are  pasti    Time  swiftly  Jleets, 
And  wish*d  Eternity,  approaching,  brings 
lAfe  undecaying.  Love  without  Allay, 
Pure  flowing  Joy,  and  Happknese  sipcere. 

The  oonchiding  Knes  of  Winter,  taken  from  the 
2nd  Edit.  1796,— those  words  printed  in  italic  show 
how  much  has  been  altered  by  the  sluthor. 


9^t  eostu  of  XntroUnce. 


XThb  poem  being  writ  In  tbe  manner  of  Spennr,  the  dbsolBte  ^ratda,  and  a  etrnpfickr  of  diction  In  mAm  of  the  Iteee, 
which  bordezs  on  the  ludicrous,  were  neceamry  to  make  the  Imiiaaon  more  perfccl.  Aad  the  et^rto  of  that  admliaWe  poet,  aa 
w«U  ae  (he  nusMure  in  which  he  wrote,  axe,  as  it  were^  appropriated  by  cualomtoallallegoncalPoema  init  meur  lanmge; 
jo«  « in  Ftench.  the  atyle  of  l«a»t,  who  Uved  under  Franda  the  Fix*,  has  been  used  In  tafcB,  and  fi^^ 
nolita«  wriuiBor  tha  age  of  Louia  the  Fooneemh.] 


CANTO  I. 

The  eaatle  hight  of  Indotence^ 
And  lis  ialae  luxury; 

Where  for  a  little  time,  alas ! 
We  Ured  right  JolUly. 


O  MORTAL  man,  who  litest  here  by  toil,    :\ 
Do  not  comphdn  of  this  thy  haid  estate ;    ^ 
That  like  an  emmet  thou  must  ever  moil. 
Is  a  sad  sentence  of  an  ancient  date ; 
And,  certes,  there  is  for  it  reason  great ; 
For,  though  sometimes  it  makes  thee  weep  and 

wail,  t 

And  curse  thy  star,  and  early  drudge  and  late ; 
Withouten  that  would  come  a  heavier  bale,    < 
Loose  life,  unruly  passions,  and  diseases  pale. 


n. 
In  lowly  dale,  fest  by  a  river's  side, 
With  woody  hill  o'er  hill  enoompess'd  round, 
A  most  enchanting  wiaard  did  abide. 
Than  whom  a  fiend  more  fell  is  no  where  found. 
It  was,  I  ween,  a  lovely  spot  of  ground ; 
And  there  a  season  atween  June  and  May, 
Half  prankt  with  spring,  with  summer  half  tm* 

brown'd,  ' 
A  fistless  climate  made,  where  sooth  to  say, 
No  living  wight  could  work,  ne  cared  even  for  play. 


(Was  nought  around  but  images  ox  rest  * 
f  Sleep-soothing  groves,  and  quiet  lawns  between, 
*>  And  flowery  beds  that  slumbrous  influence  kes^ 
From  poppies  breathed;  and  beds  of  pleasant 
green, 
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Where  never  jet  Wib  creeping.creature  seen* 
Meantime   unmiraber'd  glittering  etreamletB 

pUy'd,      • 
And  hurled  eveiy  where  their  waten  sheen ; 
That,  as  they  hicker'd  through  the  sunny  ghide, 
■Though  restless  still  themselves,  a  lulling  munnur 

made. 


Joined  to  the  prattle  of  the  purling  rills 
Were  heard  the  lowing  hierds  along  the  vale, 
And  flocks  loud  bleating  from  the  distant  hills, 
And  Tacant  shepherds  piping  in  the  dale; 
And,  now  and  then,  sweet  Philomel  would  wail, 
Or  stocknioves  plain  amid  the  forest  deep, 
That  drow^  rustled  to  the  sighing  gale; 
And  still  a  coil  the  grasshopper  did  keep; 
Yet  all  these  sounds  y  uent  inclined  all  to  sleep. 


Full  in  the  passage  of  the  vale  above, 

A  sable,  silent,  solenm  forest  stood; 

Where  nought  but  shadowy  forms  were  seen  to 

move, 
As  Idleas  fimcied  in- her  dreaming  mood: 
And  up  the  hills,  on  either  side,  a  wood 
Of  blackening  jHnes,  ayevTaving  to  and  iro. 
Sent  forth  a  sleepy  horror  through  the  blood;  . 
And  where  this  valley  vrinded  out,  below, 
The  murmuring  main  was  heard,  and  scarcely 
heard  to  flow. 


,    A  pleasing  land  of  drowsy  head  it  waa, 
Of  dreams  that  wave  before  the  halfnihut  eye ; 
And  of  gay  castles  in  ihe  clouds  that  pass, 
For  ever  flushiilg  round  a  summer  sky : 
There  eke  the  soft  delights,  that  witchingly 
Instil  a  wanton  sweetness  Arough  the  breast. 
And  the  calm  pleasures  always  hover'd  nigh; 
But  whatever  smack'd  of  noyance,  or  unrest. 

Was  far,  far  off  ezpell'd  from   this   delidous 


The  landscape  such,  inspiring  perfect  ease, 
Where  Indolence  (for  so  the  wizard  hight) 
Close-hid  his  castle  mid  embowering  trees, 
That  half  shut  out  the  beams  of  Phoebus  bright, 
And  made  a  kind  of  checkered  day  and  nigHt; 
Meanwhile,  unceasing  at  the  massy  gate, 
Beneath  a  spacious  palm,  the  wicked  wight 
Was  placed;  and  to  his  lute,  of  cruel  fate 
And  labour  harsh,  comphdned,  lamenting  man's 
estate. 


Thither  continual  pilgrims  crowded  still, 
Fxom  all  the  roads  of  earth  that  pass  there  by: 


For,  as  they  cfaaunoed  to  bceathe  on  ndghbonr- 

ing.hill, 
The  freshness  of  this  valley  smote  thdr  eye^ 
And  drew  them  ever  and  anon  more  nigh; 
Till  clustering  round  the  enchanter  fahe  they 

hung, 
Ymolten  with  his  syren  melody ; 
,    While  o'er  the  enfeebling  faite  his  hand  bs 

flung,     . 
And  to  the  trembling  chords  these  temptingvenei 
sung: 


"  Behold!  ye  pilgrims  of  this  earth,  behold! 
See  all  but  man,  with  uneam'd  pleaeure  gay: 
See  herliright  robes  the  butterfly  unfdd. 
Broke  frpm  her  wintry  tomb  in  prime  of  May! 
What^outhful  bride  ckn  equal  her  array  1 
Who  can  with  her  for  easy  pleasure  viel 
From  mead  to  mead  with  gentb  wing  to  stray, 
From.flower  to  flower  on  balmy  gales  to'fly, 
ball  she  has  to  do  beneath  the  rlidiant  sky. 


"  Behold  the  xneny  minstrels  of  the  moni, 
The  swarming  songsteis  of  the  careless  grove, 
Ten  thousand  throats!  that  from  the  flowering 

thorn,  <.' 

Hymn  their  good  Gbd,  and  caiol  sweet  of  kyve, 
Such  grateful  kindly  raptures  them  emove: 
They  neither  plough  nor  sow:  ne,  fit  for  flail. 
E'er  to  the  barn  the  nodden  sheaves  they  drcyre 
Yet  thehs  each  harvest  dancing  in  the  gtie, 
Whatever  crowns  the  hill,  or  smiles  along  th 

vale. 

xr. 

"  Outcast  of  nature,  man !  the  wretched  thrall 
Of  bitter  dropping  sweat,  of  sweltry  pain, 
Of  cues  that  eat  away  the  heart  with  gall, 
And  of  the  viees,  an  inhuman  train, 
That  aU  proceed  from  savage  thirst  of  gain; 
For  when  hard-hearted  interest  fint  began 
To  poison  earth,  Astrea  left  the  plain; 
Guile,  violence,  and  murder  seized  on  man, 
And,  for  soft  milky  streams,  with,  blood  the  riven 
ran. 

xri. 

"  Come,  ye,  who  BtiH  the  cumbrous  load  of  life 
Push  hard  up  hill;  but  as  the  furthest  steep 
You  trust  to  gain,  and  put  an  end  to  strife, 

.    Down  thunders  back  the  stone  with  mighty 
^eep. 
And  hurls  your  labours  to  the  valley  deep^ 
For  ever  vain:  come,  and  without  foe, 
I  in  oblivion  will  your  sorrows  steep, 
Your  cares,  your  toils;  will  steep  you  in  a  sea 

Of  full  delight:  O  come,  ye  weary  wights,  to  rae! 
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**  With  me,  you  need  not  tim  at  eaily  dawQ, 
To  pan  the  joykti  day  in  TariouB  Btoundi ; 
Or,  loatmg  low,  on  upstart  fortune  fawn, 
And  sell  fair  honour  for  some  paltry  pounda; 
Or  through  the  city  take  your  dirty  rounds, 
To  cheat,  and  dun,  and  lie,  and  visit  pay, 
Kow  flattering  base,  now  giving  secret  wonnd^ 
Or  piowl  in  courts  of  law  for  human  prey, 
In  venal  senate  thieve,  or  rob  on  broad  highway. 


"  No  cocks,  with  me,  to  rustic  labour  call. 
From  village  on  to  village  sounding  dear; 
To  taidy  swain  no  shrill-voiced  matrons  squall; 
No  dogs,  no  babes,  no  wives,  to  stun  your  ear; 
No  hammers  thump;  no  horrid  bl^tcksmithsear, 
Ne  noi^y  tradesman  your  sweet  slumbers  start, 
With  sounds  that  are  a  misery,  to  hear: 
But  all  is  calm,  as  would  delight  the  heart 
Of  Sybarite  of  old,  all  nature  and  dl  art 

XT. 

"  Here  nought  but  candour  reigns,  indulgent 

easB, 
Good-natured  lounging,  sauntering  up  and  down, 
They  who  are  pleased  themselves  most  always 

please; 
On  others'  ways  they  never  squint  a  frown, 
Nor  heed  what  haps  in  hamlet  or  in  town: 
Thus,  from  the  source  offender  Indolence, 
With  milky  blood  the  heart  is  overflown, 
Is  sooth'd  and  sweeten'd  by  the  social  sense ; 
f*or  interest,  envy,  pride,  and  strife  are  banished 


XTI. 

'*  What,  what  is  virtue  but  repose  of  mind,' 
A  pure  ethereal  calm,  that  knows  no  storm ; 
Above  the  reach  of  vrild  ambition's  wind, 
Ahove  those  passions  that  this  world  deform. 
And  torture  man,  a  proud  malignant  Worm  1 
But  here,  instead,  soft  gales  of  passion  play. 
And  gently  stir  the  heart,  thereby  to  form' 
A  qukker  sense  of  joy ;  as  breezes  stray 
Aoraes  the  enlivened  skies,  and  make  them  still 
•  more  gay. 


'  The  best  of  men  have  ever  loved  repose . 
They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  filthy  fray ; 
Where  the  soul  sours,  and  gradual  rancour 

grows, 
Imfaitter'd  more  from  peevish  day  to  day. 
E'en  those  whom  fame  has  lent  her  fairest  ray. 
The  most  renown'd  of  worthy  wights  of  yore. 
From  a  base  worid  at  last  have  stolen  away : 
So  Sdpio,  to  the  soft  Cumsan  shore 
Retiring,  tasted  joy  he  never  knew  before. 

28 


.  XTIII.  V 

'  But  if  a  little  exerciad  yon  choose. 
Some  stbst  for  ease,  'tis  not  forbidden  here: 
Amid  the  groves  you  may  indulge  the  Muse, 
Or  tend  the  bloomif,  and  deck  the  veilial  year; 
Or  softly  stealing,  with  your  watery  gear, 
Atong  the  brooks,  the  crimson-spotted  fry 
You  may  delude:  the  whilst,  amused,  you  hear 
Now  the  hoarse  stream,  and  How  the  zephyr's 

Attuned  to  the  birds,  and  woodland  mek)dy. 

zix. 

'  O  grievous  folly !  to  heap  tp  estate. 
Losing  the  days  you  see  beneath  the  sun; 
When,  sadden,  comes  blind  unrelenting  &te^ 
And  gives  the  untested  portion  you  have  won 
With  ruthless  toil,  and  many  a  wretch  undone, 
To  those  who  mock  you,  gone  to  Pluto's  reign. 
There  with  sad  ghostd  to  pine,  and  shadows  dun: 
^But  sure  il  is  of  vanities  most  vain, 
To  toil  for  what  you  here  untoiling  may  obtain.' 


He  ceased.    But  still  their  trembling  ears  r&- 

tain'd 
The  deep  vibrations  of  his  witching  song; 
That,  by  a  kind  of  magic  power,  constrain'd 
To  enter  in,  pell-mell,  the  listening  throng. 
Heaps  pour'd  on  heaps,  and  yet  they  slipt  along, 
In  silent  ease ;  as  when  benekth  the  beam 
"bf  summer-moons,  the  distant  woods  among, 
Or  by  some  flood  all  silver'd  with  the  gleam. 
The  soft-embodied  fays  through  airy  portal  stream: 


By  the  smooth  demon  so  it  order'd  was. 
And  here  his  baneful  bounty  first  began : 
Though  some  tiiere  were  who  would  not  frirther 


And  his  alluring  baits  suspected  ban. 
The  wise  distrust  the  too  fair-spoken  man. 
Yet  through  the  gate  they  cast  a  widiftil  eye: 
Not  to  move  on,  peTdie,  is  all  they  can: 
For  do  their  very  best  they  can  not  fly, 
But  often  each  way  look,  and  often  sorely  sigh. 


When  this  the  watchful  wicked  wizard  saw. 
With  sudden  spring   he  leap'd  upon  them 

straight; 
And  sdbn  as  touch'd  by  his  unhallow'd  paw. 
They  fonnd  themselves  within  the  cursed  gate ; 
Full  hard  to  be  repass'd,  hke  that  of  &te. 
Not  stronger  were  of  old  the  giant  crew, 
Who  sought  to  pull  high  Jove  from  regal  state; 
Though  feeble  wretch  he  seem'd,  of  saUow  hue: 
Certes,  who  bides  his  grasp,  will  that  encounter 
rue. 
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xktit. 
For  whonMoeer  the  ▼iUain  takm  in  hand, 
Tbflir  jcoDto  uoIliu^  theuC  aiuew*  meU  apMt; 
A«  Utha  they  glow  Mttny  wiUow-wand, 
And  of  their  vaniih'd  Ibrfie  remiine  no  tte«e: 
So  when  •  maiden  fair,  of  modeet  gnee, 
In  all  her  buxom  blo(Nning  May  of  charoMi 
li  aeiied  in  eome  loiet'e  hot  embrace^ 
She  wazeth  ijery  weakly  ae  she  wanna^ 
Then  sighing  yields  her  nptolove'adelicioiia  harma. 


Waked  by  the  crowd,  alow  iVom  his  bench  aioae 
A  comely,  AiU^pread  porter,  awoln  with  aleep: 
Hb  cafan,  bioad,  tboui^itleaa  aipect  breathed  re- 
pose; 
And  in  sweet  torpor  he  wa*  plunged  deep, 
Ne  could  himaelf  froAn  ceaseless  yawning ^teep; 
While  o'er  his  eyes  the  drowsy  liquor  ran, 
Through  which  his  half-waked  soul  would  fidnt- 

ly  peep; 
Then  takmg  his  Uaok  staff,  he  call'd  his  man, 
And  roused  himselfas  much  as  rouse  himself  he  can. 


The  Ud  leap'd  lightly  at  his  master's  call: 
He  was,  to  weet,  a  little  roguish  page, 
Save  al^p  and  p^y  who  minded  nought  at  all, 
Like  most  the  untaught  striplings  of  his  age. 
This  boy  he  kept  eadi  band  to  disengage 
Garters  and  buckles^  taskior  him  unfit, 
But  ill  becoming  hisgrav^  personage, 
And  which  his  portly  paunch  would  not  peimit; 
80  this  same  Hmber  page  to  all  performed  it 

Meantime,  the  master-porter  wide  displayed 
Great  store  of  caps,  of  sfippers,  and  of  gowns; 
Wherewith  he  those  who  enler'd  in  array'd 
Loose,  as  the  breeae  that  plays  ak>ng  the  downs, 
And  waves  the^  summerwoods  when  evening 


O  fiur  undress,  best  dress !  it  checks  no  veoi, 
But  every  flowing  limb  in  pleasure  drowns, 
And  heightene  ease  with  grace.    This  done, 
right  fain. 
Sir  porter  sat  him  down,  and  tum'd  to  sleep  again. 

XXTII. 

Thus  easy  robed,  they  to  the  fi>untain  sped 
That  in  the  middle  of  the  court  up-threw 
A  stream,  high  spouting  fvm  its  liquid  bed, 
And  falling  beck  agahi  in  drisly  dew; 
There  each  deep  draughts,  as  dee^  he  thirsted, 

drew; 
It  was  a  fountain  of  nepenthe  rare; 
Wlience,  as  Dan  Homer  sings,  huge  pleasanoe 


And  sweet  oblivion  of  file  earthly  care;  ^ 

Fair  gladsome  waking  thoughts,  and  joyons  dreams  1 

mattUa.  ' 


This  right  perfimn'd,  aU  inly  pleased  and  still, 
Withouten  tmmp,  was  proclamation  nuMde; 
'  Ye  sons  of  Indolence,  do  what  yoa  wiU; 
And  wander  where  yoo  fist,  through  ball  or 

gbde; 
Be  no  man's  pleasure  for  another  staid; 
Let  each  as  likes  him  best  his  hours  employ, 
And  cuned  be  he  who  minds  his  aeigUwer's 

trade!   , 
Here  dwells  kind  ease  ana  unrqpiDving  jay: 
He  little  merits  Uiss  who  otheie  can  annoy/  7      1 


Straight  of  these  endleai  numbers,  swarming 

•  round. 
As  thick  as  idle  molta  in  sunny  nj, 
X^fot  one  eftsoona  in  view  was  to  be  found. 
But  every  man  stroU'd  off  his  own  glad  way, 
Wide  o'er  this  ample  tourt's  blank  axea, 
With  all  the  kidges  that  thereto  pert«n'd, 
No  Eving  cieatuie  could  be  seen  to  stray; 
While  solitude,  and  perfect  silence  reign'd; 
<So  that  to  think  you  dreamt  you  almost  was  con- 
stndn'd. 


As  when  a  shepheid  of  the  Hebrid-IsleB,* 
Placed  &r  amid  the  melancholy  majn, 
(Whether  it  be  lone  fancy  hnn  beguiles; 
Or  that  aerial  beings  sometimes  deign 
To  stand,  embodied,  to  our  senses  plain) 
Sees  on  the  naked  hill,  or  valley  bw, 
The  whikt  in  ooean  Phmbua  dips  his  wain, 
A  ^«t  assembly  moving  to  and  firo: 
Then  all  at  once  in  air  dissolves  the  wondrous  show 

zxxi. 

Ye  gods  of  quiet,  and  of  sleep  profimnd ! 
Whoee  soft  dominion  o'er  this  castle  swaya, 
And  all  the  widely  silent  places  round, 
Foigive  me,  if  my  trambling  pen  di^ilayB 
What  never  yet  was  sung  in  mortal  lays. 
But  how  shall  I  attempt  such  arduous  string  1 
I  who  have  spent  my  nights,  and  nightly  days 
In  this  soul-deadening  place  loose-kitering : 
Ah !  how  shaU  I  for  this  uprear  my  moulted  wingl 

ZXXII. 

Come  on,  my  muse,  nor  stoop  to  low  deapaii^ 
Thou  in^  of  Jove,  touch'd  by  celestial  fiie ! 


'  TtHMB  Uea OD  the  weat  eoafet of  Soodsn^  callBilfhsBi 
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TIkw  yelshiJl  iiof  of  wmti  u4  nfiHoim  to. 
Wbich  die  bold  waft  of  Bnl^iii  ^lUi  iiMpIre  J 
Of  ancient  Sards  thoa  yet  shall  nveep  tfie  lyre; 
Thott  jet  shall  tiead  in  tragib  pall  the  stage, 
Paint  love's  enchantii^  woes,  the  hero*s  ira, 
Tbe  sage's  calm,  the  patriots  Dobla  n^, 
Dashing  oorruptibn  down  through  eveiy  worthless. 
•fs. 

ZZZIII. 

The  doon,  that  Imew  no  flhrill  alanning  bell ; 
Ke  cursed  knocker  p^  by  villain's  hand, 
Self-open'd  into  halls,  where,  who  can  tell 
What  elegance  and  grandeur  wide  expand; 
The  pride  of  Turkey  and  of  Persia  land") 
Soft  quilts  on  quilts,  on  carpets  carpets  spread, 
And  couches  stretch'd  around  in  seemly  band ; 
And  endless  piilows  rise  to  prop  the  head; 
60  that  each  spacious  room  was  one  full-swelling 
bed; 


And  every  where  huge  cover'd  tables  stood. 
With  wines  high-flavoufd  and  rich  vipds 

crowii'd; 
Whatever  sprightly  juice  or  tasteful  food 
On  the  green  bosom  of  this  earth  are  found, 
And  all  old  ocean  'genders  in  his  round ;. 
Some  hand  unseen  these  silently  display'd, 
Even  undemanded  by  a  sign  or  sound ; 
You  need  but  wish,  and  instantly  obey'd. 
Fair  ranged  the  dishes  lose^and  thick  the  glsMe 

pUy'd. 


Here  freedom  reign'd,  without  the  least  all^ ; 
Nor  gossip's  tale,  nor  ancient  maiden's  gall, 
Nor  saintly  spleen  durst  murmur  at  our  joy, 
And  with  euvenom'd  tongue  our  pleumres  palL 
For  why  1  there  was  but  one  great  rule  for  all; 
To  wit,  that  each  should  work  his  own  desiiie^ 
And  eat,  diink,  study,  sleep,  as  it  may  fall. 
Or  melt  the  time  in  love,  or  n^ake  the  lyie^ 
And  carol  what,  unbid,  the  muses  might  inspire. 


zzxri. 

The  rooms  with  oosdy  tapsstiy  weve  hung, 
Where  was  inwoven  many  a  gentle  tale; 
Such  as  of  old  the  rural  poets  sung. 
Or  of  Arcadian  or  SiciUan  vale : 
Reclining  lovers,  in  the  k>nely  dale, 
Pour'd  forth  at  laige  the  sweetly  tortured  hs«rt ; 
Or,  sighing  tender  passion,  swell'd  the  gale, 
And  taught  charm'd  echo  to  resound  their  smart ; 
While  fkcks,  woods,  streams  around,  impose  and 
peace  impart 


Jxpriu 
Those.  pI^Mid  t|M»  noot,  wh0Be,  by  a  cnadng 

haad^ 
Depainted  was  the  patriarchal  age; 
What  time  D4b  Al«aba«i  Mthe  Ch#ldee  land^ 
And  paatumd  on  from  Terduit  stuge  to  stage, 
Wbeio  Mk  nod  S>unt«^i)s  fresh  ooqld  best  «a- 

Toil  was  not  then:  of  nothing  took  they  heed, 
Bol  wilh  void  bewta  tbs  mkruk  wai  to  wage. 
And  o^er  vast  pUins  their  herds  and  flocks  to 
ftfd: 
Blflpi'd  sons  of  Mlnre  tboy  I  trw  golden.^ge in- 
deedf 

XXXYltl. 

S<mietimes  the  -pencil,  in  cool  airy- halls, 
Bade  the  gay  Uoom  of  vernal  landscapes  rise, 
Or  AotumA's  varied  shades  imbrown  the  waUo: 
Kow  the  Hftxk,  tempest  strikea^  the  astonish'a 

eyes; 
N6w  down  the  steep  Ibe  flashing  torrent  flies , 
The  trembling  sun  now-  plays  (^  ocean  hhie, 
And  now  mde  mountains  frown  amid  the  skies; 
Wbote'er  Liorxaine  ]igjlftt4oych'd  with  softening 
'    hue, 
Or  savage  Rosa  dashed,  or  learned  Poussin  drew. 


Each  sound  too  here  td  languishment  inclined. 
Lull'd  the  weak  bosom,  and  induced  ease ; 
Aerial  muaac  in  the  warbling  wind, 
At  distance  rising  oft,  by  small  degrees, 
Nearer  and  nearer  came,  till  o'er  the  trees 
It  hung,  and  breathed  such  soul-diasolving  airs. 
As  did,  alas!  with  soft  perdition  please: 
Entangled  deep  in  its  enchanting  snares, 
The  listening  heart  forgot  all  duties  and  all  cares. 


A  certain  music,  never  known  before 
Here  lull'd  the  pensive,  melancholy  mind; 
Fun  easily  obttdn'd.    Behoves  no  more, 
But  ndelong,  to  the  gently  waving  vrind, 
To  lay  the  well  tuned  instiumenl'  reclined ; 
From  which,  with  aiiy  flying  fingers  light, 
Beyond  each  mortal  touch  the  most  refined. 
The  god  of  winds  drew  sounds  of  deep  ^ight, 
Whence,  with  just  eause,  tiie  harp  of  J^fha  it 
hight* 

ZLI. 

Ah  me!  what  hand  can  touch  the  string  so  fine  / 
Who  up  the  k>%diapasan  roll 


11m  AiHan  hiTA  hen  dBiigntted,  has  been  graally  lm> 
provediDksMmotiusbyaUiidrBdpoec,  UMsntboror'Ths 
FaiBMi^Bor.* 
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Such  fweet,  nieh  wad,mKsk  Mlenm  ain  dhina^ 
Then  lei  them  down  Again  into  the  wol: 
Now riaicg  love  they  fium'd;  nowploMing  dole 
They  breathed,  in  tender  moangv,  thio'  the 

heart; 
And  now  a  gravw  aaerad  etndii  theyitole, 
Aa  when  leraphie  handa  a  hymn  impart: 
Wild  waiUing  nature  all,  «bofe  the  leafih  of  art  I 

ZLIL 

Sndi  the  gay  aplendoor,  the  hiXQrioas  aUte, 
Of  CaUpha  old,  who  on  the  Tygria*  ahole, 
In  mighty  Bagdat,  popoloaa  and  gisat, 
Held  their  bright  court,  whmt  waa  of  ladiea 

aton; 
And  verae,  Io^,mnaiB,at]n  the  garland  wme 
When  aleep  waa  ooy,  the  bard,*  In  waiting 

there, 
Cheer'd  the  lonemidnight  with  the  mnae'a  Ion; 
Compoaing  mnaic  bade  hia  dreama  boftir. 
And  mwic  knt  newgiadneaa  to  tha  mortung  air. 

^  JOjn. 

Near  ihe  paviliona  Wheva  we  alepC,  atill  ran 
Soft  trinUing  atreama,  and  daahingwateralell, 
And  aobbing  braesea  agb'd,  and  oft  b^gan 
(So  work'd  the  wizard)  wintry  atonna  to  aweD, 
Aa  heaven  and  earth  they  would  tog^er  mefl: 
At  doora  and  windowa,  threatening,  aaem*d  to 

caU 
The  demona  of  the  tempeat,  growling  M, 
Yet  the  leaat  entrance  found  they  none  at  all; 
Whence  aweeter  grew  our  afeep,^  aeoure  in  maaay 
halL 

ZLIT. 

And  hither  Morpheua  aent  hia  kindeat  dnama, 
Raiaing  a  world  of  gayer  tuict  and  grace; 
0*er  which  were  ahadowy  caat  elyaian  gleama, 
That  play'd,  in  waving  lighta,  finom  place  to 

place, 
And  shed  a  roaeate  amile  on  nature'afaoe. 
Not  Titian'a  pencil  e*er  could  ao  array. 
So  fleece  with  dpuda  the  pure  .ethereal  apace; 
Ne  could  it  e'er  auch  melting  forma  diiplay, 
A«  looae  on  flowery  beda  all  Unguiahingly  lay. 

XLV. 

No,fair  iiluaianal  artfiil  phantoma,  no! 
My  j^Ioae  will  not  attempt  your  iairy  land: 
She  haa  no  coloura  that  like  you  can  glow : 
To  catch  your  vivid  acenea  toogroaa  her  hand. 
But  aura  it  ia,  waa  ne'er  a  anbtler  band 
Than  theae  eameguilelulangd^aeemingaprigfata, 
Who  thua  in  dreama  volnptuoua,  aoft,  and  bland. 


TtM  Aiabkn  GaUpha  had  poeta  among  the  offloan  of 
iMir  coon,  wboas  office  it  wu  to  do  what  is  hem  deaoibed. 


Ponr'd  all  tfao  AniKan  heavmiqMB  oar  n^ghta, 
And  Ueaa'd  tfaem  oft  beddqa  with  waan  nfined 
^    oeh^itaL 

la/fi. 

They  v^ere,  in  aooth,  a  moot  enrJianting  train. 
Even  feigning  virtue;  akilldl  to  unite 
"With  evil  good,  and  atrew  with  plearare  pun. 
But  for  thoae  fienda,  whom  blood  and  fanvb  ds 

light; 
Who  hurl  the  vneCch,  aa  if  to  hell  outright, 
Down  down  black  guUa,  where  auUen  vrattn 

aleep. 
Or  hold  him  clambering  all  the  fearful  night 
On  beetling  cUfi,  or  pent  in  ruinadeqi; 
They,  till  due  time.ahould  aerw,  were  bid  Jhr  henee 

to  keep. 

XL  VII. 

Ye  guardian  4ipirita,  to  whom  man  ia  dear, 
From  theae  foul  demona  ahield  the  midnij^ 

gkx>m: 
Angda  o^foncy  and  of  bve,  be  near, 
And  o'er  the  blank  of  aleep  difluae  a  bloom: 
Evoke  the  aacied  ahadea  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  let  them  virtue  with  a  look  impart: 
But  chief,  a  while,  O !  lend  ua  firom  the  tomb 
Thoae  long  kwt  firienda  for  whom  in  kve  we 

amart, 
And  fill  vnth  pioua  awe  and  joy-mix'd  wo  the 

heart. 

XLYI    . 

Or  are  you  aportivo— — Bid  the  mom  of  youth 
Riae  to  new  light,  and  beam  afieah  the  daya 
Of  innocence,  aimpUdty,  and  truth ; 
To  carea  eatranged,  and  manhood'a  thorny  waya 
What  transport,  to  retrace  our  boyiah  piaya. 
Our  eaay  bliaa,  when  each  thing  joy  aupplied; 
The  wooda,  the  mountaina,  and  the  warUing 


Of  the  wild  brooka!— but,  fondly  wandouv 


My  Muae,  reaume  the  Uuk  that  yet  doth  thee 
abide. 


XLIZ. 

One  great  amuaement  of  our  houadiold  was, 
In  a  huge  cryatal  magic  globe  to  apy. 
Still  aa  yon  tum-d  it,  aD  thinga  that  do  paai 
Upon  thia  ant-hill  earth;  where  cooatantly 
Of  idly  busy  men  the  reatleaa  fry 
Runa  buatling  to  and  fto  vfith  fiioliah  hMte, 
In  aearch  of  pleaaurea  vain  that  fimn  them  fly, 
Or  which,  obtain'd,  the  caltifi  dare  not  taate>- 
When  nothing  ia'enj^y'd,  can  there  be  greator 
waatel 
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'  Of  vanitj  the  minor/  thiB  was  calFd: 
Bere,  you  a  muckworm  of  the  tpwn  might  wtn, 
At  his  dull  dedc,  amid  his  ledgers  stall'd, 
Eat  up  with  caxkingcarB  and  penary, 
Most  like  to  carcase  parch'd  on  gallow-tree. 
'  A  penny  saved  is  a  penny  got.** 
Firm  to  this  scoundrel  nuudm  keepeth  he, 
Ne  of  its  rigour  will  he  bate  a  jot, 
Till  it  hasquench'd  his  fire,  and  hanished  his  pot. 

LI. 

Straight  from  the  filth  of  this  few  grub,  behold ! 
Comes  fluttering  forth  a  gaudy  spendthrift  heir, 
AD  glossy  gay,  enamel'd  all  with  gold, 
Tlie  silly  tenant  of  the  summer  air, 
lu  folly  lost,  of  nothing  takes  he  cue ; 
Pimps,  lawyers,  stewi^,  harlots,  flattererB  vile. 
And  thieying  tradesmen  him  among  them  share: 
His  father's  ghost  from  limbo  lake,  the  while, 
Rees  this,  which  more  damnation  doth  upon  him 


This  globe  pourtray'd  the  race  of  learned  men, 
8till  at  their  books,  and  taming  o'er  the  page^ 
Backwards  apd  forwards:  oft  they  snatch  the 

pen. 
As  if  insured,  and  in  a  Thespian  rage} 
Then  write,  and  Uot,  as  wouU  yoar  ruth  en- 
gage: 
Why,  authon,  all  this  scrawl  and  scribbling 

sorel 
To  lose  the  present,  gain  the  future  ape. 
Praised  to  be  when  you  can  hear  no  more, 
And  much  enrich'd  with  fiune,  when  useless  world- 
ly  store.  ^ 

Llll.  ' 

Then  uToald  a  splendid  city  rise  to  view. 
With  carts,  and  cars,  and  coaches  roaring  all: 
Wide-pour'd  id>road  behdd  the  giddy  crew : 
See  how  they  dash  along  from  wall  to  wall  I 
At  eveiy  door,  hark  how  they  thundering  call ! 
GKxmI  lord!  what  can  this  giddyrout  exdtel 
Why,  t)n  each  other  with  fisU  tooth  to  fikU ; 
A  neighbour's  fintnne,  ftme,  or  peace,  to  Might, 
And  make nesrtiresomepartiesfiirthecominguight 


The  puzzling  sons  of  party  next  appear'd, 

In  daj^L  cabals  and  nightly  Juntos  met ; 

And  now  they  whisj^d  close,  now  shruggmg 

rear'd 
The  important  shoulder;  then,  as  if  to  get 
New  light,  their  twinkling  eyes  were  inward  set 
No  sooner  Lucifer*  recalls  afiairs. 


'ThsBfomfavftar. 


Than  forth  they  Tarious  rush  in  mighty  fitet; 
When  k> !  posh'd  up  to  power,  and  crown'd  th^ 
cares, 
In  comes  another  set,  and  kicketh  them  down  stairs, 

LV. 

But  what  most  show'd  the  vanity  of  life 
Was  ta  behold  the  nations  all  on  fire. 
In  cruel  broils  engaged,  and  deadly  strife: 
Most  ehristian  kings,  inflamed  by  black  desire, 
With  honooraUe  ruffians  in  their-  hlre^ 
Cause  war  toiage,  and  blood  around  to  pour; 
Of  thii  sad  woik  when  each  begins  to  tire, 
Then  sit  them  down  Just  where  they  wore  before, 
Tin  for  new  scenes  of  wo  peace  shall  their  foiee 


282 


To  number  up  the  thousands  dwelling  here, 
A  uselesi  were,  and- eke  an  endless  task ; 
From  kings,  and  those  who  at  the  helm  appear. 
To  gipsies  brown  in  summer-glades  who  bask. 
Yea  many  a  man,  perdie,  I  could  unmask. 
Whose  desk  and  table  nnke  a  solemn  show, 
With  tape-tied  trash,  and  salts  of  fools  that  ask 
For  place  or  pension  lajd  in  decent  row; 
But  tfaesel  passen  by,  with  nameless  numbeis  mos 


Of  all  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  place, 
There  was  a  man  of  special  grave  remark; 
A  certain  tender  gloom  o'erspread  his  fibce, 
Pensire,  not  sad ;  in  thought  hivolved,  not  dark ; 
As  soot  this  man  could  sing  as  morning  lark, 
And  teach  the  noblest  morals  of  the  heart: 
But  these  Ids  talents  were  ybaried  stark ; 
Of  the  fine  stems  he  nothing  would  impart, 
Which  or  boon  nature  gave,  or  nature-painting  art 


To  noontide  shades  incoutinent  he  ran. 
Where  purls  the  brook  with  sleep-inviting  soundj 
Or  when  DaA  Sol  to  slope  his  wheels  began, 
Amid  the  broom  he  bask'd  him  on  the  ground. 
Where  the  wild  thyilie  and  camomile  are  foundr: 
There  would  he  linger,  till  the  latest  rey 
Of  light  sat  trembling  on  the  welkin's  bound ; 
Then  homeward  through  the  twilight  shadows 

stray. 
Sauntering  and  dow.    So  had  hb  pasred  many  a 

day. 

LIX 

Yet  not  in  thoughtless  slumber  were  they  pest: 
For  ofl  the  heavenly  fire,  that  lay  oonceal'd 
Beneath  the  sleeping  embers,  mounted  fasi. 
And*  all  its  native  light  anew  reveal'd : 
Oft  as  he  travened  the  cerulean  field, 
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And  muk'dtbedoudbthatdtovbbelbfetlM  wind. 
Ten  thoofluid  gloriooi  wftltottm  would  ha  bnild, 
Ten  thowand  great  ideas  fill'd  his  mind ; 
Bm  with  the  donds  they  fled,  and  left  no  tnuos  he- 
hind. 


LZ. 


With  him  waa  aomelinMi  join'd,  in  rilent  wilk, 
(Proibaiidlj  aknt,  for  they  never  apoka) 
Onti*  shyer  still,  who  quite  detested  talk: 
Oft,  stung  by  spleen,  aft  once  awity  he  broke, 
To  groves  of  pine,  and  broad  o'ersbadowing  oak ; 
There,  inly  thiill'd,  he  wandef  d  all  alone^ 
And  on  himself  Ins  pensite  ftny  wroke, 
Ne  ever  utter'd  word,  save  when  first  shone 
The  glittering  star  of  eve—*  Thank  he«venl  the 
day  is  done.' 

LZI. 

Here  lurk*d  a  wretch,  who  had  notcreplabrsad 
For  forty  years,  ne  foee  of  mortal  seen; 
In  chamber  broodmg  like  a  loathly  toad: 
And  sure  his  linen  was  not  veiy  dean. 
Throughsecret  loopholes,  liiat  had  praoCisedbeen 
Near  to  his  bed,  his  dinner'vile  he  took; 
Unkempt,  and  rough,  of  squalid  face  and  mien, 
OurCastle'sihaaiel  whence,  from  his  fiUhy  nook, 
We  drove  the  villain  out  for  fitter  lair  to  look. 


One  day  there  diainoed  into  these  halls  to  rove 
A  joyous  youth,  who  took  you  aft  first  oght ; 
Him  the  wild  wave  of  pleasure  hither  drove, 
Before  the  sprightly  tempest  tossing  light: 
Certes,  he  was  a  most  engaging- wight. 
Of  sodal  gtoe,  and  wit  humane  though  keen, 
Tunung  the  night  to  ^y  and  day  to  night; 
For  him  the  merry  beUs  had  rung,  I  weea, 
If  in  this  nook  of  quiet  bells  had  ever  been. 

LXIII. 

But  not  e'en  pleasure  to  excess  is  good : 
What  most  elates,  then  sinks  the  soul  as  low: 
When  springtide  joy  pours  in  with  oopwus  flood. 
The  higher  still  the  exulting  billows  flow, 
The  further  back  again  they  flagging  gq, 
And  leave  us  groveling  on  the  dreary  shore : 
Taught  by  this  son  of  j^y,  v?e  found  it  so'; 
Who,  wUlst  he  staid,  he  kept  in  gay  uproar 
Our  madden'd  castle  all,  the  abode  of  sleep  no  more. 

LXIT. 

As  when  in  prune  of  June  a  bumish'd  fly. 
Sprung  ftom  the  meads,  o'er  wluch  he  sweeps 

along, 
Cheer'd  by  the  breathmg  bloom  and  vital  sky, 
Tunes  up  amid  these  aixy  halls  Bis  mmg^ 


O^leetun  hat  «p|iM  tfab  to  Dr.  Aimtfioug^  the  poet 


Soothing  at &st  the  gay  reposing  throng: 
And  oft  he  sips  their  bowl;  or  nearly  dropwn'd, 
He,  thence  recovering,  ditves  ttarir  beds  amoi^ 
And  scares  their  tender  sleep,  with  tmmp  pro- 
found; 
Then  ott  again  he  flies,  to  wing  fan  maxy  round. 


Another  guest*  there  wae,  of  sense  refined, 
Who  folt  each  worth,  for  every  worth  he  had; 
-Serene  yet  warm,  humane  yet  ^rm  his  mind. 
As  little .touch'd  as  any  man's  with  bad: 
H^m  through  their  inmost  walks  the  Muaes  lad, 
T^  him  the  kicred  tove  of  nature  lent, 
And  sometinMB  would  he  make  our  valley  glad; 
When  as  we  found  he  would  not  here  be  pent, 
To  him  the  better  sort  this  fUeodly  measage  sent 

LXTT. 

**-  Come,  dw^n  with  us !  true  son  of  virtue,  oomd 
But  if,  alasY  we  can  not  thee  persuade 
To  lie  content  beneath  our  peaceful  dome, 
Neever  more  to  quit  our  quiet  glade; 
Yet  when  at  last  thy  toils  but  ill  apaid 
Shall  dead  thy  fire,  and  damp  its  heavenly  spaik, 
Thou  vrilt  be  glad  to  seek  the  ruralshade, 
There  to  indulge  the  muse,  and  nature  maik: 
We  then  a  lodge  for  thee  vrill  rear  in  Hagley 
PMk." 


Here  whilom  liggM  the  Esopust  of  the  age : 
But  call'd  by  fame,  in  soul  ypricked  deep, 
A  noble  pride  restored  him  to  the  stage, 
And  roused  hhn  like  a  giant  from  his  deep. 
Even'fh>m  his  shimberB  we  advantage  reap: 
With  double  force  the  enliven'd  scene  he  wakes, 
Yet  quits  not  nature's  bounds.    He  knows  to 

keep 
Each  due  decorum :  now  the  heart  he  shaken 
And  now  with  well  eam'd  sense  the  enlighten'd 

judgment  takes. 

LXTIII. 

A  bard  hen  dwdt,  moM  la*  than  baidbenenr 
Who,t  void  of  envy,  guile,  and  Inst  of  gain, 
On  virtue  still,  and  natun^s  pleasing  themea^ 
PMwd  ibvth  hii  unpcemedtfnled  strani: 
The  worid  foraaking  vrith  a  calm  disdain. 
Here  laugh'd  he  cardess  in  his  easy  seat; 
Here  quaffed,  eneuided  with  the  joyoos  tnin, 
Oft  moralising  sage:  hisditty  sweet 
He  kathed  much  to  write,  ne  cared  to  repeal 


LatityttBiioa. 

t  BIr.  Quia. 

t  TIm  folkiwing  liiiea  of  ihk  atanai  were  wnt  by  «  fi^nd 
of  the  aaibor  (frinee  undentood  to  have  been  Locd  LyttehmX 
and  wave  designed  to  portny  the  cbaracter  afTbomam 
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Full  oft  by  holy  feet  our  ground  WW  trod, 
Of  deikfisood  plenty  hm  you  mote  e^y.  * 
A  little,  ioiind,f«ty  oily  man*  of  God,  - 
Wee  one  I  chiefly  murk'd  among  the  fity : 
He  had  a  nguiBh  twinkle  in  hie  eya, 
And  shone  aU  gUtteripg  with  ungodly  dew, 
If  a  tight  damiel  chanced  to  trippen  by ; - 
Which  when  oboerved,  he  shrunk  into  Ida  mew, 
And  atraight  would  nfeoUect  his  piety  anew. 


Nor  be  forgot  a  tribe,  who  minded  nought 
(DM  inmates  of  the  place)  but  state-afikira: 
They  look'd,  penlie,  as  if  they  deeply  thought; 
And  on  their  brow  set  exei^  nation's  cares; 
The  world  by  them  ispamelM  out  in  shares, 
When  in  the  Hall  of  Smoke  th^y  congress  hold, 
And  the  sage  l^erry,  sun-burnt  Mocha  bears, 
Has  clear'd  their  inward  eye:  then,  amoke-en- 
loU'd, 
Their  oracles  break  foith  mysteripus  as  of  old. 

LZXJ. 

Heie  languid  Beauty  kept  her  pale-faced  court: 
Series  of  dainty  dames,  of  high  degree, 
From  eyeiy  (piarter  hither  made  resort ; 
Where,  from  gross  mortal  6are  and  business 

free^ 
They  lay,  pour*d  out  in  ease  and  hixury. 
Or  ^ouid  they  a  vain  show  of  work  assume, 
Alaa!  and  well-a-day ! '  what  can  it  be  1 
To  knot,  to  twist,  to  range  the  vernal  bloom; 
But  fitf  is  cast  the  distaff,  spinning-wheel,  and  loom. 


Their  only  labour  was  to  kill  the  time ; ' 
(And  labour  dire  it  is,  and  weary  wo) 
They  at,  they  k>H,  turn  o*er  some  idle  riiyme; 
Then,  rising  sudden,  to  the  glass  they  go. 
Or  saunter  forth,  with  tottering  fttep  and  stow: 
This  soon  too  rude  an  exercise  they  find; 
Straight  on  the  ooueh  tiiefar  Kmbe  again  they 

throw. 
Where  hours  on  hours  they  sighing  lie  leeHned, 
And  court  the  Tapouiy  god,  soft  breathing  m  the 

wind.t 


*  TlM  BAT.  Mr.  Mtudoeh,  TboiDSOB*S  IHand  and  Uo- 
gtapher. 

t  AAsc  this  lUuua,  the  IbOowiog  one  was  introduced,  in 
the  edition  of  1746: 

Ons  nymph  then  wai^  methought,  in  bloom  of  Bby, 
On  whom  the  idle  Fiend  glanced  many  ■  loolc, 
In  iMfMB  to  lead  her  down  therilpperj  way 
To  taste  of  neaiare^  deep  deceitful  bioolc : 
Kb  Ttrtuea  yet  her  gentle  mind  foiaook: 
No  idle  whimi^  no  ▼apoon  fill'd  her  bralD, 
jkn  jpmdenoe  fiv  her  youthful  guide  die  tool^ 
AIM  Qoodnew,  which  no  eartlily  vioe  could  atain, 
pwAimiMrmind:  Aewasneproudlwaanorrala. 
Q 


I.ZZIII.. 

I!^ow  must  I  mark  the  lillany  we  found, 
Botahl  too  late,  M  shall  eAmme  be  shown* 
A  place  here  wa%  deep,  dnaiy,  under  ground; 
W^eie  alill  our   inmatea,  w4ien   onpleaaing 

grown, 
Diseased,  and  loathsome,  privily  were  thrown: 
Far  from  the  light  of  heaven,  they  languish'd 

'  there:   . 
Unpitied  uttering  many  a  bitter  groan; 
For  of  these  wratchea  taken  waa  no  care: 
Fierce  fiends,  and  hags  of  hell,  their  only  nunes 


Alaa!  theehanga!  ^nmaeenesof  joy  andreet, 
To  this  daiA  den,  where  sickness  toas'd  alway. 
Here  Lethargy,  with  deadly  sleep  oppreas'd, 
Streftch'd  on  his  baek,  a  mighty  lubbiud,  lay, 
Heaving  his  odea,  ai^.snored  night  and  day; 
To  stir  him  fiom  his  trannoe  it  waa  not  eath, 
And  hb  haKopen'd  eyne  he  ahift  straightway ; 
He  led,  I  wot,  the  ffofteat  way  to  death. 
And  taught  withouten  pain  and  strife  to  yield  the 
breath. 

LXXT. 

Of  limbs  enonnous,  but  withal  misonnd, 
Soft-swoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropsy: 
Unwieldy  man;  with  belly monatnms  round, 
For  ever  fed  with  watery  supply; 
For  still  he  drank,  and  yet  he  still  was  dry. 
And  moping  here  did  Hypoehondria  sit. 
Mother  of  spleen,  in  robes  of  vaxiooa  dye, 
Who  vexed  was  full  oft  with  ugly  fit; 
And  some  her  firantic  deem'd,  and  some  her  deemed 
awit 

s      LXXYI. 

A  lady  proud  she  waa,  of  ancient  btood. 
Yet  oft  her  fear  her  pride  made  crouchen  low : 
She  felt,  or^ilUieied  in  her  fluttering  mood. 
All  the  dieeaaea  which  the  spittles  know. 
And  Sought  all  physioB  which  the  shops  bestow, 
^  And  still  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would 

Her  humour  ever  wavering  to  and  fro: 
For  sometimes  she  would  laugh,  and  sometimes 
cry. 
Then  sudden  waxed  Wrdth,  and  all  aha  knew  not 

why. 


Fast  by  her  side  a  listless  maiden  pined, 
With  aching  head,  and  squeamish  heart-bum 

ings; 
Pale,  bloated^  eold,  riie  seem*d  to  hate  mankind. 
Yet  loved  in  secret  all  forbidden  things. 
And  hero  the  Tertian  ahakea  his  chilling  winga 
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The  deeplMs  Gout  here  oounts  the  cfDwing 

oockfl, 
A  wotf  now  gnawi  him,  now  a  serpent  etuigs ; 
Whilst  Apoplexy  ciamm'd  Intemperance  knocks 
Down  to  the  ground  at  on^,  as  butcher  felleth  ox. 


CANTO  IL 

The  knight  of  ails  and  Indintrj, 

And  his  achletemeiittikir ; 
Tbfli,  b7  thto  GastWs  oranhrow, 

Becund,  and  downed  were. 

Escaped  the  castle  of  ibe  sire  of  sin, 
Ah!  where  shall  I  so  sweet  a  dwelling  findl 
For  all  around,  without,  and  all  within. 
Nothing  save  what  delightful  was  and  kind, 
Of  goodneai  saYouring  and  a  tender  mind, 
E'er  lose  to  view.    But  now  another  strain, 
Of  dolefid  note,  alas!  remains  behind; 
-I  now  must  sing  of  pleasure  turned  to  pain, 
And  of  the  fidse  enchanter  Indolence  complain. 


Is  there  no  patron  to  protect  the  Muse, 
And  fence  for  her  Pamassua*  barren  soil 
To  every  labour  its  reward  accrues, 
And  they  are  sure  of  bread  who  awink  and  moil  ] 
But  a  fell  tribe  the  Aonian  hive  despoil, 
As  ruthless  wasps  oft  rob  the  painfUl  bee : 
Thus  while  the  laws  not  guard  that  noblest  toil, 
Ne  for  the  Muses  other  meed  decree, 
They  praised  are  alone,  and  starve  right  merrily. 


I  care  not.  Fortune,  what  thou  me  deny : 
Yon  can  not  rob  me  of  free  Nature's  gttjce] 
You  can  not  shut  the  windows  of  the  sky,  ' 
Through  vdiich  Aurora  shows  her  brightening 

face;  - 
You  cannot  bar  my  constant  feet  to  trace 
The  woods  and  lawns,  by  living  stream  at  eve: 
Let  health  my  nerves  and  finer  fibres  brace, 
And  I  their  toys  to  the  gfeat  .children  leave : 
Of  fimcy,  reason,  virtue,  nought  can  me  bereave. 


Come  then,  my  Muse,  and  raise  a  bolder  song; 
Come,  lig  no  more  upon  the  bed  of  sloth. 
Dragging  the  lazy  languid  line  along, 
Fond  to  begin,  but  still  to  finish  loath, 
Thy  half- writ  scrolls  all  eaten  by  the  moth: 
Arise,  and  sing  that  generous  imp  of  fame, 
Who  with  the  sons  of  softness  nobly  wroth, 
To  sweep  away  this  human  lumber  came. 
Or  in  a  chosen  few  to  rouse  the  slumbering  flame. 


Hie  fbur  concladinff  atanzBa  were  claimed  by  Doctor 
and  Inaextedln  hla  Mifloellanlefli 


In  Fairy  I^and  there  lived  a  knighl  of  oU, 
Of  feature  stem,  Selvaggio  well  ydq/d, 
A  rough  unpolished  man,  robust  andlMld, 
But  wondrous  poor :  he  neither  sow'd  nor  reap'd , 
Ne  stores  in  summer  for  cold  winter  he^^; 
In  hunting  all  his  days  away  he  wore; 
Now  seorch'd  by  June,  now  in  Novembn 

steep'd, 
Now  {Mnch'd  by  biting  January  sore, 
He  still  in  woods  pursued  the  libbard  andtheboai. 


As  he  one  morning,  lolag  before  the  dawn, 
Prick  'd  through  the  forest  to  dislodge  his  prey, 
Deep  in  the  winding  bosom  of  a  lawn, 
With  wood  wild  fringed,  he  mark'd  a  taper's  jray, 
That  from  th^  beating  rain,  and  wintry  fray 
Did  to  a  lonely  cot  his  steps  decoy; 
There,  up  to  earn  the  needments  of  the  day, 
He  found  dame  Poverty,  nor  feir  no^  coy : 
Her  he  compressed,  and  fiU'd  her  with  a  lusty  boy 

TII. 

Amid  the  greenwood  shade  this  boy  was  bred, 
And  grew  atitotaknight  of  muchd  feme, 
Of  active  mind  and  vigorous  lustyhed. 
The  Knight  of  Aits  and  Industry  by  name : 
Earth  was  hu  bed,  the  boughs  hb  roof  dlid  frame: 
He  knew  no  beverage  but  the  flovnng  stream; 
His  tasteful  well  eam'd.  food  the  sylvan  game, 
Or  the  brovm  fruit  vrith.  which  the  woodlands 

teem: 
The  same  to  him  glad  summer,  or  the  winter 

bi^sme. 


So  pasi'd  his  youthful  morning,  void  of  care, 
Wild  as  the  colts  that  through  the  commons  ran: 
For  him  no  tender  parents  troubled  were, 
He  of  the  ferest  seem'd  to  be  the  son, 
And,  ceite9»  had  been  utterly  undone ; 
But  that  Minerva  pity  of  him  took. 
With  all  the  gods  that  love  the  rural  wonne. 
That  teach  to  tame  the  soil  and  rule  the  crook; 
He  did  the  sacred  Nine  disdain  a  gentle  look. 

IX. 

Of  fertile  genius  him  they  nurtured  well, 
I&  every  science,  and  in  every  art. 
By  which  mankind  the  thoughtless  brutes  excel, 
That  can.  or  use,  or  joy,  or  grace  impart, 
Discbsing  all  the  powere  of  head  and  heart: 
Ne  were  the  goodly  exenases  spared. 
That  brace  th«  nerves,  or  make  the  limbs  alon, 
And  mix  elastic  force  with  firmness  hard: 
Was  never  knight  on  ground  mote  be  with  him 
compared. 
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Somctimet,  with  e«rij  aom,  be  moonted  gay 
The  hunter  steed,  exulting  o'er  the  dale, 
And  dnwtbevpeefttehreath  of  orient  day;  * 
Sometimefl,  retbuig  to  the  aecret  vale, 
Vdad  in  iteel,  and  hiightppith  bnmiflh'd  maQ, 
He  fltrain'd  the  bow,  ortoai'd  theaonnding  spear, 
Or  darting  on  the  goal,  oatsMpp'd  the  gale, 
Or  whed'd  the  chariot  in  its  mid  career, 
Or  strennoin  wmtled  hard  with  many  a  tongh 


At  other  times  he  pxied  through  nature's  store, 
Whate'er  she  in  the  ethereal  rotind  contains, 
Whate'er  she  hides  beneath  her  verdant  floor. 
The  vegetable  and  the  mineral  reigns:  ^ 
Or  else  he  scann'd  the  globe,  those  small  do- 


Where  restless  mortals  such  a  tnrmoil  keep, 
Its  seas,  its  floods,  its  mountains,  and  its  plains; 
But  more  he  aearch'd  the  mind,  and  roused  from 
sleep, 
Those  moral  seeds  whoiee  we  heroic  actions  leap. 


Nor  would  he  ADom  to  ^toop  from  high  puisuits 
Of  heayeoly  tnith,  and  practice  what  she  taught : 
Vain  is  the  tiee  of  knowledge  without  fruiu! 
Sometimes  m  hand  the  spade  or  pbughhe 

caught, 
Forth  calling  all  with  which  boon  earth  is 

fraught; 

'Somciimes  hie  plied  the  strong  mechanic  tool, 

Or  reaT*d  the  fabric  from  the  finest  draught ; 

And  ofi  he  put  himself  to  Nep(une's  school, 

/jghting  with  winds  and  waves  on  the  vex'd  ocean 

pool 

ZIII. 

To  solace  then  these  rougher  toils,  he  tried 
To  touch  the  kuidling  canvasv  into  life; 
With  natoie  his  cnatiiig  pencil  vied, 
With  nature  joyous  at  the  mimic  strife : 
Or,  to  foeh  shapes  as  graced  Fygmalbn's  wife 
He  hew'd  the  marble ;  or,  with  varied  fue, 
He  roued  the  trumpet,  and  the  martial  fife. 
Or  bad  the  lute  sweet  tenderness  inspire. 
Or  verKs  fiamed  that  well  might  wake  Apollo's 


Accomplish'd  thus,  he  from  th^  woods  iimied. 
Full  of  great  aims,  tmd  bent  on  bold  emprise ; 
The  woik,  which  long  he  in  his  braast  had 

brew  d. 
Now  to  perform  he  ardent  £d  devise ; 
To  wit,  a  barbarous  world  to  dvilixe. 
33 


Euth  was  till  then  a  boundless  fiirest  wild; 
Nought  to  be  seen  but  savage  wood;  and  skies 
No  cities  nourished  aits,  no  culture  smiled. 
No  government,  90  laws,  no  gentle  manners  mild  ■ 

XV. 

A  rugged  wight,  the  worst  of  brutes,  was  man: 
On  his  own  wretched  kind  he,  ruthless,  piey'd: 
The  strongest  still  the  weakeA  overran; 
In  every  country  mighty  robbers  sway'd. 
And  guile  and  mflkn  force  were  all  their  trade. 
Life  was  a  scene  of  rapine,  want,  and  wo; 
Which  this  brave  knight,  in  noble  anger,  made 
To  swear  he  would  the  rascal  rout  o'erthrow. 
For,  by  the  powers  divine,  it  should  no  more  be  so ! 


It  would  exceed  the  purport  of  my  song 
To  say  how  this  best  sun,  &oiri  orient  climes. 
Came  beaming  life  and  beauty  all  along, 
Before  him  chasing  indolence  nmI  crimes. 
Still  as  he  pass'd,  the  nations  he  sublimes, 
And  oalls  forth  arts  and  virtues  with  his  ray: 
Then  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome  their  golden 

times, 
Successive,  had;  but  now  in  mine  gvay 
They  he,  to  alavish  abth  and  tyranny  a  prey. 


To  crown  his  toils.  Sir  Industry  then  spread 
'  The  swellinjr  sail,  and  made  for  Britain'is  coast. 
A  silvan  life  till  then  the  natives  led. 
In  the  brown  shades  and  green-wood  forest  lost. 
All  careless  rambling  where  it  Uked  them  most: 
Their  wealth  the  wild  deer  bouncing  through 

Um  glade; 
They  lodged  at  large,  and  lived  at  nature's  eoft; 
Save  spear  and  bow,  vrithouten  other  aid; 
Yet  not  the  Roman  steel  their  naked  breast  das- 
may'd. 

XTIII. 

He  liked  the  toU,  he  liked  th^  clement  skies, 
He  Kked  the  verdant  hills  and  floweiy  plama; 
'  Be  this  my  great,  my  chosen  isle,  (he  <;fies) 
This,  whilst  my  labours  Liberty  sustains, 
This  queen  of  ocean  all  assault  disdains.' 
Nor  liked  he  less  the  genius  of  the  land, 
To  freedom  apt  and  persevering  pains, , 
Mild  to  obey,  and  generous  to  command, 
Temper'd  by  forming  Heaven  with  kindest  flrmart' 
hand. 

XIX. 

Here,  by  degrees,  his  master-work  arose, 
Whatever  arts  and  industry  can  frame: 
Whatever  finish'd  agriculture  knows,    . 
Fair  queen  of  arts !  from  heaven  itself  whottuiM' 
When  Eden  flourish'd  in  unspotted  fiunet 
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And  BtUl  with  her  sweet  innooenee  we  And, 
And  tender  peace,  and  joys  without  a  name,- 
Thai,  while  they  ravish,  tiuiquiliize  the  mind: 
Natuie  and  art  at  onoe,  delight  and  use  com- 
bined. 


Then  towns  he  quicken'd  by  mechanic  arts, 
And  bade  the  fervent  dty  glow  with  teil; 
Bade  social  commerce  raise  renowned  marts, 
Jcnn  land  to  land,  and  marry  soil  to  soil;  ^ 
Unite  the  poles,  and  without  bloody  spoil 
Bring  home  of  either  Ind  the  gorgeous  stores ; 
Or,  should  despotic  rage  the  world  embroil^ 
Bade  tyrants  tremble  on  remotest  shores, 
While  o'er  the  encircling  deep  Britannia's  thunder 
roars. 


The  drooping  muses  then  he  westward  call'd. 
From  the  famed  dty^  by  Propontic  sea, 
What  time  the  Turk  the  enfeebled  Grecian 

thraU'd; 
Thence  from  their  doistered  walks  he  set  them 

free. 
And  brought  them  to  another  Gastalie, 
Where  lab  many  a  fiunoua  nursling  breeds; 
Or  where  old  Cam  soft-paoes  o'er  the  lea 
In  pensive  mood,  and  tunes  his  doric  reeds. 
The  whilst  his  flocks  at  large  the  kmdy  shepherd 

feeds. 

Yet  the  fine  arts  were  what  he  finished  least 
For  whyl  They  are  thequirftessenoe  of  all, 
The  growth  labouring  time,  and  sbw  increas- 

ed; 
Unless,  as  seldom  chances,  it  should  fall 
That  mighty  patrons  of  the  ooy  sisters  call 
Up  to  the  sunshine  of  uncumber'd  ease. 
Where  no  rude  care  the  mounting  thought  may 

thrall. 
And  where  they  nothing  have  to  do  but  please: 
Ah!  gradous  Godl  thou  know'st  they  ask  no 

other  fees. 


But  now,  alas !  we  live  too  late  in  time: 
Our  patrons  now  e'en  grudge  that  little  claim, 
Except  iOsuch  as  deek  the  soothing  rhyme; 
And  yet,  forsooth,  they  wear  Mncenas^name,, 
Poor  sons  of  puft-up  vanity,  not  fame. 
Unbroken  spirits,  cheer!  still,  still  remains 
The  eternal  patron,  Liberty*^  whose  flame. 
While  she  protects,  inspires  the  noblest  strains: 
The  best  and  sweetest  far,  are  toil-created  gains. 


'  CoMUuiUnople. 


When  as  the  kmght  had  fnmedy  in  Britein- 

land, 
A  matchleas  fiinn  of  gbrioos  government, 
In  which  the  sovereign  laws  akme  command. 
Laws  stablish'd  by  the  public  free  c 
Whose  majesty  is  to  the  sceptre  lent; 
When  this  great  plan,  with  oach  dependent  ait, 
Was  settled  firm,  and  to  hb  heart's  oonteot, 
Then  sought  he  from  the  toilsome  scene  to  part, 
And  let  life's  vacant  eve  breathe  quiet  thiuogfa  the 
heart. 

XXV. 

For  this  he  choee  a  farm  in  beva's  vale. 
Where  his  lOng  alleys  peep'd  upon  the  main: 
In  this  calm  seat  he  drew  the  healthful  gale, 
Here  miz'd  the  chief,  the  patriot,  and  the  swain. 
The  happy  monarch  of  his  silvan  train. 
Here,  sided  by  the  guardians,  of  the  fold, 
He  walk'd  his  rounds,  and  cheer'd  hb  hlefi  do- 


Hb  days,  the  days  of  unstain'd  nature,  roll'd 
Replete  with  peace  and  joj,  like  patiiardis  of 
old. 


Witness,  ye  k>wing  herds,  who  gave  him  milk; 
Witness,  ye  flocks,  whose  woolly  vestments  fer 
Exceed  soft  India's  cotton,  or  her  nik; 
Witness,  with  Aotumn  charged  the  nodding  car, 
That  homeward  came  beneath  sweet  evening's 

star. 
Or  of  September-moons  the  radiance  mild. 
O  hide  thy  head,  abominable  war! 
Of  crimes  and  ruffian  idleness  the  child ! 
From  Heaven  thb  life  yspfung,  from  heO  thy  gk> 

ries  viled ! 


Nor  from  hb  deep  retirement  banidi'd  was 
The  amumng  care  of  rural  industry. 
Still,  as  with  grateful  change  the  seasons  pass, 
New  scenes  arise,  new  landscapes  strike  the 

ey6, 
And  all  the  enlivened  country  beautify: 
Qay  plains  extend  where  marshes  dept  before ; 
O'er  recent  meads  the  exulting  streamlets  fly; 
Dark  frowning  heaths  grow  bright  with  Ceres 

store, 
And  woods  imbrown  the  steep,  or  wave  akmg  the 

shore. 


As  nearer  to  hb  farm  you  made  approach. 
He  polbh'd  Nature  with  a  finer  hand: 
Yet  on  her  beauties  durst  not  art  encroach ; 
'Tb  Art's  done  these  beauties  to  expand. 
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In  gxaioefiil  danee  iiomiiigied,  o'er  the  land, 
Fan,  Pales,  Flora,  and  Pomona  play'd:   ' 
Here,  too,  briak  galee  the  rude  "wild  oonSMm 

fikim'd, 
A  happy  place;  where  free,  and  unafraid. 
Amid  .the  flowering  brakes  each  co^  crealnre 

■tray'd. 

XXIZ. 

But  in  prime'vigoiir  what  can  bat  for  ayel 
That  Kml  enfeebling  wizard  Indolence, 
I  whikun  eong,  wA>nght  in  his  worka  decay: 
Spread  &r  and  wide  was  his  cmsed  inflnenoe; 
Of  pobiic  Tirtoe  mnch  be  dnll'd  the  sense, 
E'en  much  of  private;  est  our  spirit  out. 
And  fed  oifir  rankiuxurious  vices:  whence 
The  land  was  overlaid  with  many  a  lout; 
^ot,  as  oldlune  reports,  wise,  feDerous,  bold,  and 
stout 


A  rage  of  pleasure  madden'd  eveiy  breast, 
Dovm  to  the  bwest  lees  the  Garment  ran: 
To  .his  licentious  wish  each  must^be  Uess'd, 
Wilhjoybeievier'd;  snatch  it  as  he  can. 
Thus  Vice  the  standard  rear'd;  ber  arrier-ban 
Corruption  call'd,  and  loud  she  gave  the  word, 

*  Mind,  mind  yourselves  I  why  should  the  vul- 

gar num, 
The  lacquey  be  more  virtuous  than  his  lordt 
Enjoy  this  span  of  life!  'tii  all  the  gods  aflbrd.' 

XXX] . 

The  tidings  leach'd  to  where,  in  quiet  hall, 
The  good  old  knight  enjoy 'd  well  eam'd  repose : 
'  Come,  came,  SirKnightl  &y  children  on  thee 

call; 
Come,  save  us  yet,  eie  ruin  round  ns  dose  I 
The  demon  Indoloice  thy  tcNls  overthrows.' 
On  this  the  noble  colour  stain'd  his  cheeks, 
Indignant,   glowing   through   the   whitening 

snows 
Of  venerable  dd;  his  eye  fuQ  speaks 
His  ardent  soul,  and  from  his  couch  at  once  he 

breaks. 

XXXII. 

*  I  wiD,  (he  cried)  so  hdp  me,  God!  destroy 
That    villain   Archimage.' — ^His    page   then 

straight 
Hetohimcall'd;  a  fiery-feoled  boy, 
Benempt  Dispatch:—-'  My  steed  b^  at  the  gate ; 
My  bard  attend;  quick,  bring  the  net  of  frite.' 
This  net  was  twisted  by  the  sisters  three ; 
Which,  when  once  oast  o'er  hardeh'd  wretdi, 

too  late 
Repentance  comes:  replevy  can  not  be 
From  the  strong  iron  grasp  of  vengeful  destiny. 


ZXxiii. 
He  came,  the  bard,  a  litde  druid  wight, 
Of  wither'd  aspect;  bilt  his  eye  was  keen, 
With  sweetness  mix'd.  Inrusset  brown  bedight, 
As  IS  his  sister*  of  the  copses  green, 
He  kept  along,  unpromising  of  mien. 
Gross  he  who  judges  so.    His  soul  was  fidr, 
Bright  as  the  children  of  yon  azure  sheen! 
True  comeliness,  which  nothing  can  impair. 
Dwells  in  the  mind:  allelse  is  vanity  and  ghune. 


'Come,  (quoth  the  knight)  a  voice  has  readi'd 


The  demon  IndoIen<Jto  threats  overflow; 
To  all  that  to  mankind  is  good  and  dear: 
Come,  Philometus;  let  ns  instant  go, 
O'eitnm  lus  bowem,  and  lay  his  castle  low. 
Those  men,  those  wretched  men !  who  will  be 

slaves, 
Must  drink  a  bitter  vvrathfiil  cup  of  vro:   . 
Butsome  there  be,  thy  song,  as  fiom  their  graves 
Shall  raise.'  Tfaiiice  happy  he !  who  without  rigour 


,  XXXY. 

Issuing  ferth,  the  knight  bestrode  lus  steed, 
Of  ardent  bay,  and  on  whose  front  a  star 

.  S]ione  Uazing  bright :  sprung  from  the  generous 
breed, 
That  whirl  of  active  day  the  rapid  car, 
He  pranced  along,  disdaining  gate  or  bar. 
.  Meantime,  the  bard  on  milk-white  pi^ey  rode ; 
An  honest  sober  beast,  that didnot  mar 
His  meditations,  but  ML  softly  trod»: 

Andmnchthey  moralized  as  thuaiffefe  they  yode. 


They  talk'd  of  virtue,  and  of  human  bUas, 
What  else  so  fit  fer  man  to  settle  Weill 
And  still  their  long  researches  met  in  this. 
This  Truth  of  Truths,  wliich  nothing  can  refel 
'  From  virtue's  fount  the  purest  joys  outwell, 
Sweet  rills  of  thought  that  cheer  the  conscious 

•soul; 
While  vice  pours  feith  the  troubled  stceams  of 

hell, 
The  which,  howe'er  disgmsed,  at  IKst  with  dole 
Will  through  the  tortured  breast  the  fiery  torrpnk 

roll' 


At  length  it  davm'd,  that  fetal  valley  gay. 
O'er  which  high  wood-crovm'd  hills  tbdr  sum- 
mits rear : 
On  the  cold  height  awhile  our  palmers  stay, 
And  spite  even  of  themselves  their  senses  cheer  j 
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Then  to  themard'e  w^bub  their  etept  they  iteer. 
like  ft  fnan  nle,  U  boMd  beneath  th«i  cipBiid, 
WiA  gaBdene  iqiiii4«  «nd  w»BJ<wii^  omente 

eleei^ 
And  tufted  gfcnm  to  eha^  the  mMdeiw«M» 
Sweet  aira  asd  eoBgi  and  mthimt  hmy  allMWi'd 

glad. 

XXZYIII. 

'  Aa  Qod  ahaUjiidg^  me  knight !  if«  mill*  fi|Egif« 
(The  half-enraptuied  PhUomdu*  cried) 
The  frail  good  man  deluded  here  to  Uto, 
And  in  ifaeae  grevee  hie  mniingiuv^  Uda. 
Ah  1  nought  le  ptue.    It  can  not  be  denied, 
That  nrtue  atili  aome  tinatufB  haa  flf  Hoe, 
And  noe  of  Tiitiie.    What  almald  then  betide, 
But  thai  our  charily  be  not  too  nioet 
Come,  let  na  duMW  we  can,  to  i«d  biiai 


*  Ay,  akker,  ((luoth  the  knigfat)  alt  ileah  k  Inil, 
To  pleaaant  ain  and  joyona  dalKanee  bent^ 
But  let  not  bnitiah  vice  of  thia  «rail,' 
And  think  to  'scape  deaeryed  puniafaaent. 
Juatice  were  cruel  weakly  to  relent<; 
From  Men^'f  aelf  she  got  her  secret  glaive: 
Gnoe  be  to  thoad  who  can,  and  wili  «f|ent; 
But  penance  long,  and  draaiy,  to  tfak  alave, 
Who  must  hi  floods  of  foe  hia  gnaa  fiwl  apirit  lave.* 


Thus,  holding  high  diaoonne,  diey  came  to 

where 
The  onrsed  oarie  was  at  his  vrooted  txttder; 
Still  tempting  heedless  men  into  his  snare, 
In  witching  vriaa,  aa  I  befiwe  have  aaid. ' 
But  when  he  aaw,  in  goodly  geer  array'd. 
The  grave  majestic  k^ht  approaching  nigh, 
And  by  bos  aide  tlie  bard  ao  aage  and  staid, 
Hia  countenanoe  fell;  yet  oft  hia  anxiona  e^ 
fiiark'd  them,  like  vrily  ftx  who  looeted  oock  doth 

•py. 

ZLt. 

Nalhleaa,  with  ieign*d  respect,  he  hade  give  hack 
The  rabble  rout,  and  welcomed  them  foil  kind; 
Struck  with  the  noble  twain,  they  were  net  slack 
Hia  orders  to  obey,  and  fail  behind. 
Then  he  reamnad  his  song;  and  >uneonfined, 
Pour'd  all  his  music,  ran  through  all  his  strings*. 
With  magic  dust  their  eyne  he  tries  to  blind, 
And  virtue's  tender  ain  o'er  weakness  flings. 
What  pity  base  his  song  who  so  divinely  sings! 


Elate  in  thought,  he  counted  them  his  own, 
They  listen'd  so  intent  with  fiz'd  delight : 
But  they  instead,  aa  if  transmew'd  to  stone, 
Marvel'd  he  could  with  such  sweet  art  unite 


Tl»%hliH 

ri^ 

MiMiifbMi,  the  mSkf  crsird  the  chawadgscitt, 
Wide  preaoing  to  the  gate.  Swift  en  Hwknjgbt 
He  dMiad  teoe  to  dng  him  to  his  bofiPBi^ 
Whelwkaninashnnn'dhiBtfurh^iirwrihi  fcin 
its  power. 

As  i»  thmv'd  ampfaitliMm  of  eU, 
The  waiy  i^eliariusf*  trapp'd  Us  fee; 
E'en  *  the  knight,  Ntening  on  lam  bdd, 
At  onse  webwi  hhn  in  a  JN^ef  Wo, 
Whamof  I  mepliai^  iDMde  net  laqg  age. 
Inraged  At  ite,  he  aoom'd  eo  weak  a  jail, 
Andlea^'dy  and  flqar,  and  fkmired  to  and  fio, 
But  when  he  tend  that  noOiB^  eonld  anil, 
He  sat  htm  &%  dsam,  and  gnuT'd  Iw  bsltettd 


Alann'd,  the  mfisrior  demons  of  the  place 


Black  stonay  oIsikIb  defiMm'd  the  welkin's  6oe^ 
And  finm  beneath  wia  heard  a  wailing  mnd, 
Aa  of  ittfenal  apB|^  in  catwm  heond; 
A  Mlaain  eadneas  eveiy  cBartore  stoeok, 
And  lightnii^  iaah'd„jnd  homr  lock'd  ffas 


Huge  crowds  on  crowds  outponi'd,  with  Ue- 
mMh'dlook, 
Asif  a&Time'e  laatvttgethiaftameer  Aivbad 


Soon  aa  the  iharMivedl 
Steam'd  from  the  jawa  of  vooeM  Avamns*  hak^ 
And  hush'd  the  hubbub  of  therahUeamt, 
Sir  Industry  the  fiiBtt 
<  Then  mnst  (he  onad)  1 
Be  soma  who  an  net  tainted  at  the  heait, 
Not  poiaon^  quite  by  this  same  vilhan'e  bowl: 
Come  then,  my  bard,  thy  heavenly  £n  impait; 
Touch  eoul  with  nul  till  fiKth  the  ktant  apnil 


XLTI. 

The  baid  obey'd;  and  taking  from  his  ode, 
When  it  an  aeendy  eost  depending  hong, 
His  British  harp,  it*  speaking  strings  he  tried 
The  which  with  skilAil  touch  he  deftly  stning, 
Till  tinkling  in  dear  symphony  they  raqg. 
Then,  aa  he  ftit  the  Muses  oame  akmg, 
Light  o'er  the  chords  his  mptumd  hand  he  io^g, 
And  pla/d  a  pnlude  to  his  rising  aoQg: 
The  whilit,  Hke  midASgfat  mute,  ten  thoosands 
round  him  throng. 


'  A  gUidhitar,  who  maik  oat  of  a  ae^  which  he  dmw  vm 
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Tfaim,  ardentjbimt  his  strain,— Te  haplew  race, 
Dire  labouring  here  to  smoUier  reason's  ny. 
That  lights  our  Maker's  image  in  onr  face, 
And  gives  us  wide  o'er  earth  unquestion'd  sway ; 
What  is  the  adored  Supreme  Perfection,  say  1-- 
What,  but  eternal  never  resting  soul, 
Almighty  Power,  and  all-dliectmg  day; 
By  whom  each  atom  st{n,,the  planets  roll; 
Who  fills,  Bunounds,  mfprms,  and  agitates  the 
whde. 


<  Come,  to  the  beaming  (3od  your  hearts  unfold! 
Draw  finom  its  fountain  life !  'Tis  thenoe  atone, 
We  can  excel.    Up  frooi  unfeeling  mould, 
Toseraphs burning  round  the  Almighty'sthrone, 
life  rising  Mill  on  life,  in  higher  tone. 
Perfection  forms,  and  with  perfection. bfiss. 
In  universal  nature  this  clear  shown, 
Not  needeth  proof:  to  prove  it  were,  I  wis. 
To  proTe  the  beauteous  worfd  excels  the  brute 
abyfs. 

ZLIX. 

'  Is  not  the  field  with  lively  culture  green, 
A  sight  more  joyous  than  the  dead  morassi 
Do  not  the  skies,  with  active  ether  clean. 
And  fann'd  by  sprightly  zephyrs,  far  surpass 
The  foul  November  fogs,  and  slumbrous  mass 
With  which  sad  Nature  veils  her  drooping  fitcel 
Does  not  the  mountain  stream,  as  clear  as  glass, 
Gay-dancing  on,  the  putrid  pool  disgrace  1 
The  same  in  all  holds  true,  but  chief  in  human 


*  It  was  not  by  vile  loitering  in  ease, 
That  Greece  obtainVl  the  brighter  pahn  of  art ; 
That  soft  yet  ardent  Athens  leam'd  to  please, 
To  keen  the  wit,  and  to  sublime  the  heart, 
In  all  supreme!  complete  in  evexy  part! 
It  was  not  thenee  majestic  Rome  arose. 
And  o'er  the  nations  shook  her  conquering  dart : 
For  slu|^ard's  brow  the  laurel  neyer  grows; 
Renown  b  not  the  child  of  indolent  Repose. 


'  Had  unambitious  mortals  minded  nought, 
But  in  toose  joy  their  time  to  wear  away; 
Had  they  alone  the  lap  of  dalliance  sought. 
Pleased  on  her  pillow  their  dull  heads  to  lay. 
Rude  nature's  state  had  been  our  state  to-day; 
No  cities  e'er  their  toweiy  fronts  had  raised. 
No  aits  had  made  us  opulent  and  gay; 
With  brother  brutes  the  human  race  had  grazed; 
None  e'er  had  'soar'd  to  fitme,  none  honour'd  been, 
none  praised. 

2T 


'  Great  Homer^  song  had  never  fired  the  breast 
To  thirst  of  glDiy,  and  heroic  ^Ibeds; 
Sweet  Mare's  muse,  sunk  in  inglorioas  rest^ 
Had  silent  slept  amid  the  Sfin^dan  reeds: 
'thib  wits  of  modem  time  had  toM  thdr  beads, 
And  monkish  legends  been  tiieir  only  strains; 
Our  Milton's  Eden  had  lain  wrapt  in  ^eeds, 
Our  Shakspeare  stroli'd  and  laughed  with  War- 

wi^  swains, 
Ne  had  my  master  Spenser  cham'd  his  Mulla's 

plains. 

Ufl. 

*  Dumb  too  had  been  the  sage  historic  muse, 
And  perish'd  all  the  sons  of  ancient  fkme 
Those  stany  lights  of  virtue,  that  diflbse 
Through  the  duk  depth  of  time  their  vivid  flame, 
Had  all  been  lost' with  such  as  have  no  name. 
Who  then  had  scom'd  his  ease  for  othen'  good) 
Who  then  had  toil'd  rapacious  men  to  tamel 
Who  in  the  public  breach  devoted  stood, 
And  for  his  country's  cause  been  prodigal  of  blood? 


'  But  should  to  fiune  your  hearts  unfeeling  be, 
If  right  I  read,  you  pleasure  all  require: 
Then  hear  how  best  may  be  obtain'd  this  foe. 
How  best  enjoy'd  this  nature's  wide  desire. 
Toil  and  be  glad!  let  industiy  inspire 
Into  your  quicken'd  limbs  her  buoyant  breath! 
Who  does  not  act  is  dead;  absoipt  entire 
In  miiy  sloth,  no  pride,  no  joy  he  hath: 
O  leaden-heaited  men,  to  be  in  love  vrith  death! 


*  Ah!  what  avail  the  laigest  gifts  of  Heaven, 
When  dioopiDg  health  and  spirits  go  amissi 
How  tasteless  then  whatever  can  be  given? 
Health  is  the  vital  principle  of  bliss, 
And  exercise  of  health.    In  proof  of  this, 
Behold  the  wretcb  who  slugs  his  life  away, 
Soon  swallow'd  in  disease's  sad  ld>yss; 
While  he  whom  toSi  has  braced,  or  miinly  play, 
Has  Hght  as  air  each  limb,  each  thought  as  clear 
as  day. 

LTI. 

'  O  vfho  can  apeak  the  vigcvous  joys  of  health  I 
Undogg'd  the  body,  unobscured  tlie  mind: 
The  momiing  rises  gay,  with  pleasing  stealth, 
The  temperate  evcDing  falls  serene  and  kind. 
In  health  the  wiser  brutte  true  gladness  find. 
See!  how  the  younglings  firisk  along  the  mead^ 
As  May  comes  on,  and  wakes  the  bahdy  wind; 
Rampant  vrith  life,  their  joy  all  joy  exceeds: 
Yet  what  but  high-strung  health  this  dandi^  jUm- 
saunce  breeds? 
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LVIK 

'  But  here,  initead,  is  foster'd  eyeiy  ill, 
Which  or  dutemper'd  minds  or  bodies  know. 
Come  then,  my  kindred  spirits!  do  not  spill 
Your  talents  here:  this  place  is  but  a  show. 
Whose  charms  delude  you  to  the  den  of  wo. 
Come,  follow  me,  I  will  direct  you  right, 
Where  pleasure's  roses,  void  of  serpents,  grow, 
Sincere  as  sweet;  come,  follow  this  good  knight, 
And  you  will  bless  the  day  that  brought  him  to 
your  sight. 

.       LVIII. 

'  Some  he  will  lead  to  courts,  and  some  to  camps; 
To  senates  some,  and  public  sage  debates, 
Where,  by  the  solemn  gleam  of  midnight  lamps, 
The  world  is  poised,  and  managed  mighty  state^ 
To  high  discovery  some,  that  neW  creates 
The  fitce  of  earth;  some  to  the  thriving  mart; 
Some  to  the  rural  reign,  and  softer  fates; 
To  the  sweet  muses  some,  who  Vaise  the  heart: 
AJl  glory  shall  be  yours,  all  nature,  and  all  art! 


'  There  are,  I  see,  who  listen  to  my  lay. 
Who  wretched  sigh  for  virtue,  but  despair: 
''  All  may  be  done,  (methinks  I  hear  them  say) 
E'en  death  despised  by  generous  actions  fair; 
All,  but  for  those  who  to  these  bowers  repair, 
Their  every  power  dissolved  in  luxury, 
To  quit  of  torpid  sluggishness  the  lair, 
And  from  the  powerful  arms  of  doth  get  free : 
Tie  rising  from  the  dead— Alas!— it  can  not  be  \" 


'  Would  you  then  learn  to  dissipate  the  band 
Of  the  huge  threatening  difficulties  dire. 
That  in  the  weak  man's  way  like  lions'stand, 
EUs  soul  appal,  and  damp  his  rising  firel 
Resolve,  resolve,  and  to  be  men  qspire. 
Exert  that  noblest  privilege,  alone'. 
Here  to  mankind  indulged;  control  desire: 
Let  god-Uke  reason,  from  her  sovereign  throne. 
Speak  the  commandiiig  word  "  I  willl"  and  it  is 
done. 

LXI. 

'  Heavens !  can  you  then  thus  waste,  m  shame- 
ful wise, 

Your  few  important  days  of  trial  here  ? 

Heirs  of  eternity  I  ybomtoraise 

Through  endless  states  of  being,  still  more  near 

To  bKss  approaching,  and  perfection  clear; 

Can  you  renounce  a  fortune  so  sublime. 

Such  glorious  hopes,  your  backward  steps  to  steer,. 

And  roll,  with  vilest  iirutes,  through  mud  and 
slimet 
If  ol  no;— Your  heaven-touch'd  hearts  disdain  the 
sordid  crime !' 


'Enough!  enoughJ'  t^ey  crfied— «tzB|gfat|  fim 

thecrqwd, 
The.  better  sort  on  vrings  of  transport  fly : 
As  when  amid  the  lifeless  snmmits  proud 
Of  Alpine  difis  where  to  the  gelid  s^ 
Snows  piled  on  snows  in  wintry  torpor  lie^ 
The  rays  divine  of  vernal  Phosbus  play; 
The  awaken'd  heaps,  m  streamlets  from  on 

high, 
Roused  into  action,  lively  leap  away, 
Glad  warbling  through  the  vales,  in  Xh&r  new  be* 
_  inggay. 


Not  less  the  life,  the  vivid  joy  serene, 
That  lighted  up  these  new  created  men. 
Than  thaJt  which  wings  the  exulting  ^uit 

clean. 
When,  just  delivered  from  this  fleshly  den, 
It  soaring  seeks  its  native  skies  agen: 
How  light  its  essence^  how  unck^g'd  its  powen^ 
Seyond  the  blazon  of  my  mortal  pen! 
E'en  so  we  glad  forsook  these  siiiful  bowers. 
E'en  such  enraptured  life,  such  energy  was  oun. 

LXIT. 

But  far  the  greater  part,  with  cage  inflamed, 
Dire-mutter'd  curses,  and  blasphemed  high  Jove: 
'.Ye  sons  of  hate  I  (they  bitterly  exchdm'd) 
What  brought  you  to  this  seat  of  peace  and  knel 
While  with  kind  nature,  here  amid  the  grove^ 
We  pass'd  the  harmless  sabbath  of  our  time, 
What  to  disturb  it  could,  fell  men,  emove 
Your  barbarous  hearts  1   Is  happiness  a  crime  1 
Then  do  the  fiends  of  hell  rule  in  yon  Heaven 
sublime.' 

wrr. 

'  Ye  impious  wretches,  (quoth  the  knight  in 

wrath) 
Your  happiness  behold !'— >Then  straight  a  wand 
He  waved,  an  anti-magic  power  that  hath, 
Truth  from  illusive  falsehood  to  command. 
Sudden  the  landscape  sinks  on  every  hand; 
The  pure  qaick  streams  aie  manhy  poddki 

found; 
On  baleful  heaths  the  grove  all  blacken'd  stand; 
And  o'er  the  weedy  foul  abhorred  ground. 
Snakes,   adders,  toads,  each  loathsome  aeataie 

crawls  around. 

LXVI. 

And  here  and  there,  on  trees  by  lightning  seatb- 

Unhappy  wights  who  loathed  life  yhung; 
Or,  in  iVesh  gore  smd  recent  murder  bathed, 
They  weltering  lay ;  or  else,  infuriate  flung 
Into  the  gloomy  flood,  while  ravens  sung 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  CASTLE  OP  INDOLENCE. 


The^funend  diige,  they  down  the  tonent  xoU'd : 
ThcMjbydktemper'd  blood  to  madnaw  stung, 
Had  doom'd  themselves ;  whence  oft,  when  night 
contrord 

The  world,   letnmmg  hither  their  sad  spirits 
howrd. 


Meaniime  a  moving  scene  was  open  laid; 
That  lazar-hoose  I  whilom  in  my  lay 
Depunted  have,  its  horrors  deep  displa/d, 
And  gave  imnumber'd  wretch^  to  the  day, 
Who  tossiiig  there' in  squalid  miseiylay. 
Soon  as  of  sacred  light  the  unwonted  sjuile 
Pour'd  on  these  living  catacombs  its  ray. 
Through  the  drear  caverns  stretching  many  a 

mile, 
The  sick  upraiied  their  heads,  and  dropp'd  their 

woes  awhile.    ' 

LZTIII.   ., 

'  O  Heaven!  (they  cried)  and  de  we  once 


Yon  blessecl  sun,  and  this  green  earth  so  fairl 
Are  we  from  noisome  damps  of  pesthouse  free? 
And  drink  our  souls  the  sweet  ethereal  air  % 
O  thou!  or  Knight,  or  God?  who  boldest  thefe 
That  fiend,  oh  keep  him  in  eternal  chains ! 
But  what  for  us,  the  children  of  despair, 
Brought  to  the  brink  of  hell,  what  hope  re- 
mains'} 
Repentance  does  itself  but  aggravate  our  peine. 

LXIX. 

The  gentle  Knight,  who  saw  their  rueftd  case. 
Let  fidl  adown  his  silver  beard  some  tears. 
"  Certes  (quoth  he)  it  is  not  e'en  in  grace. 
To  undo  the  past,  and  eke  your  broken  years: 
Nathless,  to  nobler  worids  repentance  rears, 
With  humble  hope,  her  eye;  to  her  is  given 
A  power  the  truly  contrite  heart  that  eheere; 
She  quells  the  l^and  by  which  the  rocks  aie 
riven: 
She  more  than  merely  softens,  she  rejoices  Hea- 


"  Then  patient  bear  the  sufferings  you  have 

eam'd, 
And  by  these  sufferings  purify  the  mind; 
Let  wisdom  be  by  past  misconduct  leazn'd: 
Or  pious  die,  wiUi  penitence  resign'd ; 
And  to  a  life  more  happy  and  refined, 
Doubt  not,  you  shall,  new  creatures,  yet  arise. 
Till  then,  you  may  expect  in  me  to  find 
One  who  will  wipe  your  sorrow  fiom  your 

«yes, 
One  who  will  sooth  your  pangs,  and  wing  you 

to  the  skies." 


LXXI. 

They  silent  heard,  and  pour'd  their  thanks  in 

tears:     ^ 
'^For  you  (resumed  the  knight  vrith  sterner 

tone) 
Whose  hard  dry  hearts  the  obdurate  demon 

sears, 
That  villain's  gifts  will  cost  you  many  a  groan; 
In  dolorous  mansion  long  you  must  bemoan 
His  fttal  charms,  and  weep  your  stains  away; 
Till,  soft  and  pure  as  inftmt  goodness  grown. 
You  fed  a  perfect  change:  then,  who  can  say 
What  grace  may  yet  shine  forth  in  Heaven's 

eternal  dayl" 


This  said,  his  powerful  wand  he  waved  anew: 
Instant  a  glorious  angel-train  descends. 
The  Charities,  to  wit,  of  rosy  hue; 
Sweet  Love  their  looks  a  gentle  radiance  lends, 
And  with  seraphic  flame  compassion  blends. 
At  once,  delighted,'  to  their  charge  they  fly: 
When  b!  a  goodly  hosptal  ascends 
In  which  they  bade  each  lenient  aid  be  nigh. 
That  could  the  sick-bed  smooth  of  that  sad  com- 
pany. 


It  was  a  worthy  edifying  sight. 
And  gives  to  human  kind  peculiar  grace. 
To  see  kind  hands  attending  day  and  night. 
With  tender  ministi^irora  place  to  place. 
Some  prop  the  head)  some,  lh>m  the  pallid  lace 
Wipe  off  the  ftint  cM  dews  weak  nature  sheds; 
Some  reach  the  healing  draught:  the  whilst,  to 

chase 
The  fear  supreme,  around  their  soften'd  beds, 
Some  holy  mah  by  prayer  all  opening  Heaven 

dispreds. 

LZZIT. 

Attended  by  a  glad  acclaiming  train. 
Of  those  he  rescued  had  from  gaping  heD, 
Then  tum'd  the  Knight ;  and,  to  his  hall  again 
Soft-pacing,  sought  of  peace  the  mossy  cell: 
Yet  down  \^  cheeks  the  gems  of  pity  fisU, 
.    To  see  the  helpless  vnreU^  that  remain'd, 
There  left  through  delves  and  deserts  dire  to 

yeU; 
Amazed,  their  looks  vrith  pale  dismay  were 
stain'd, 
And  spreading  wide  their  hands  they  meek  re- 
pentance feigned. 

LZXV. 

But  ah!  their  scorned  day  of  grace  was  pasc: 
For  (horrible  to  teU!)  a  desert  wild 
Before  them  stretch'd,  bare,  comfortless,  and  vast. 
With  gibbets,  bones,  and  carcasses  ddSkd 
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There  nor  trim  field,  noi  lively  cultuie  smiled : 
Nor  waving  shade  was  seen,  nor  fiMintain  &ir, 
But  sands  abrnpt  on  sands  lay  loosdy  piled, 
Through  which  they  floundering,  toii'd  with 
painful  care, 

Whikt  Phoebus  smote  them  sore,  and  fired  the 
cloudless  air. 


Then,  varying  to  a  joyless  land  of  bqgs, 
The  aadden'd  countiy  a  gray  waste  appeared; 
Where  nought  bat  putrid  streams  and 

fogB 
For  ever  hung  onr  <faizz]y  Auster's  beard; 
Or  else  the  ground,  by  piercing  Canrus  sear'd, 
Was  jagg'd  with  firast,  or  hei^'d  with  glazed 


Through  these  extremes  a  ceaseless  rom^  they 

stee^^d,    ' 
By  cniel  fiends  still  hurried  to  and  fioo^ 
Gkunt  Beggary,  and  Scorn,  with  many  heU-hoands 


LXXVII. 

The  first  was  ,with  base  dunghill  rags  ydad, 
Tainting  the  gale,  in  which  they  fluttered  ligh^ 
Of  morbid  hue  his  features,  sunk  and  sad; 
His  hollow  eyne  shook  forth  a  sickly  light;  - 
And  o'er  his  lank  jawbone,  in  piteous  plight, 
His  black  rough  beard  was  matted  tank  and 

vile; 
Direful  to  see!  aheariappallfaigsight! 
Meantime  foul  scurf  and  blotches  him  defile; 
And  dogs,  where'er  he  went,  still  barked  all  the 

while. 

LXZYIII. 

The  other  was  a  fell  despightfiil  fiend; 
Hell  holds  none  worse  in  baleful  bower  below: 
By  pride,  and  wit,  and  rage,  and  rancour,  keen'd; 
Of  man  alike,  if  good  or  bad,  the  foe: 
With  noseuptum'd,  he  always  made  a  show 
As  Iflie  smelt  sonie  nauseous  aoent;  his  eye 
Was  cold,  and  keen,  like  blast  fi»m  boreal  snow; 
And  taunta  he  casten  forth  meat  bitterly. 
Sudi  were  the  twain  that  ofi'dreve  this  ungodly  Ity. 


E'en  so  through  Brentford  town,  a  tovni  of  mud, 
A  herd  of  bristly  svrine  is  prick'd  along; 
The  filthy  beasts,  that  never  chew  the  cud, 
BtiH  grunt,  and  squeak,  and  sing  their  troublous 

song. 
And  oft  they  plunge  themselvesthe  mire  among: 
But  aye  the  ruthless  driver  goads  them  on, 
And  aye  of  barking  dogs  the  hitter  throng 
Makes  them  renew  their  unmelodious  moan; 
Ne  evur  find  they  rest  tnaa  their  unresting  lone. 


GLOeSAHY. 

ArehUnage,  the  cfaiei;  or  greatest  ^  : 

and  enchanters. 
Apaidj  paid. 
Appalf  nffn^t 
AHoeen^  between. 
Ay^  always. 

Bole,  iMrrow,  trouble,  BUsfoKtoiiew 
Benempt,  named. 
Blazon,  painting,  dii^yiog. 
Breme,  cold,  raw. 
Car(df  to  sing  songs  of  joy. 
Caucus,  the  m»th«ost  wind, 
Certct,  certainly. 
Dan,  a  word  prefixed  to  namea^ 
Deftly,  skilfuUy. 
Depaintedj  painted. 
Droway-head,  Drowsiness. 
Bath,  easy. 
Bfttwm&t  immediately,  often,  afterwaids. 

Fays,  fairies. 

Char  oi  Qter,  fiimituie,  equipage,  dress. 

GfZaJve,  swocd.  (Fr.) 

Glee,  joy,  pleaMire. 

Ba^i  have. 

HigUt  named,  called;  and  sdinetiine«itiiiised  £» 

iff  cdUed.    See  stanza  viL 
/cUesf,  idleness. 
Imp,  child  or  ofispring}  fiom  the  Saxoa  impan, 

to  graft  or  ]^aat. 
Kut,  for  cast 
Lad,  for  led. 

Libbatd^  leopard. 

lAg,  to  lie.' 

Lotel,  a  kxise  idle  feOow. 

Ltmting,  bovring,  bending. 

lAtke,  loose,  lax, 

MeU,  mingle. 

Moe,  more. 

Moil,  to  labour. 

MHe,  might 

Muchel,  or  Mochel,  much,  great 

NatkleM,  nevertheless. 

Ne,  nor. 

Noedmenta,  necessaries. 

Nownling,  a  child  tlyit  is  nursed. 

Noyanoe,  harm. 

Prankt,  coloured,  adorned,  gayly. 

Perdie,  (Fr.  par  Dieu)  an  old  oath. 

Pricked  through  th£fartst,to^ihniO(^  theteit 

Sear,  diy,  burnt  up. 

Sheen,  bright,  shining. 

Sieker,  surely. 

Soot,  sweet,  or  sweetly. 

Sooth,  true,  or  truth. 
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iSk9im4»  BH&itiuia,  pang. 

Sweltry,  siilti^,  eonBiupiDg  with  heat 

Sioink,  to  labour. 

Smackt,  WKvoiandu 

TVurall,  aUve. 

7\aruinev^df  tramfoimed. 

VOd,  Tile. 

Unkempi,  (Lat  inoomptos)  nimdonifid. 

Ween,  to  think,  l^  of  opinion.    . 

Weet,  to  kodW,  to  weet,  to  wit 

Whiiiom,  eie-vdiife,  fimaeriy. 

IFtfsrA/,  man. 

YFi«,  for  FR»<,  to  know,  think,  iin^ni^n^, 

Wonne,  (a  noon)  dweU^g. 


IVrobep  wnakt 

Ybornij  bom. 

YbleiU,  or  blent,  blended,  mingled. 

Ydoif,  clad. 

Yclepid,  called,  named. 

Xy'erSyfogetiier.. 

YmoUen,  melted. 

Ypdtf,  (pmlBr  teueofynie)  went 

N.  B.  Tfae^Ietter  Y 18  ftequenlly  phced  in  ta« 
beginningof  a  word,  by  Spenmr,  to  lengthen  it  a 
syllable,  and  «n  at  the  end  of  aword,  fer  the  tami 
reason,  at  wUhmUen,  eagten,,&c. 


^tiUmnUu 


^EttoniasandetiBtoIlere  moles  1  . 

Uuoi  ego— fled  motos  prostat  componere  fluctu& 
Post  mihi  non  dxnili'poBna  amunisBa  luetia 
NbttamM  Aigam,  ragique  htcc  dkhe  vestio : 
Nod  lUi  Impakin  pelagi,  MTomquB  arktencem, 
Bed  mlUnm  datum.  VirgiL 


AS  on  the  8ea*beat  shofe  Britannia  eat, 
Of  her  d^nerato  wms  the  faded  fiune/ 
Deep  in  her  anxious  heart,  rovoi'ving  sad: 
Bare  was  her  throbbing  bosom  to  the  galO) 
That,  hoarse  and  hoUow,  from  the  Ueak  suige  blew; 
uoote  flowed  her  trasses;  lent  her  azure  robe. 
Hung  o'er  the  deep  from  her  majestic  brow 
Ghe  toro  the  laurel,  and  she  tore  the  bay. 
Nor  ceased  the  copious  grief  to  bathe  her  cheek; 
Nor  ceased  her  scAw  to  munour  to  the  main. 
Peace  discontented  nigh,  departing,  strotch'd 
Her  dove-like  wings:  and  War,  tho'  greatly  rotued. 
Yet  mourns  his  fetter'd  hands.  While  thus  the 

queen 
Of  nations  spoke ;  and  what  she  said  the  muse 
Recorded,  fkithfbl,  in  unbidden  verse. 

'  E'en  not  yon  saH,  that  from  the  sky-niixt  wave, 
Dawns  on  the  sight,  and  wafts  the  Royal  Youth,* 
A  freight  of  fritum  glory  to  my  shore; 
E'en  not  the  flattering  view  of  gdden  days, 
And  rising  periods  yet  of  bright  renown, 
Beneath  the  parents,  and  their  endless  line 
Through  Ute  revolving  time,  can  sooth  my  rage; 
While,  unchastised,  the  insulting  Spaniard  dares 
Infest  the  trading  flood,  full  of  vain  war 
Despise  my  navies,  and  my  m^rchiemts  seize; 
As,  trusting  to  false  peace,  they  fearless  roam 
The  world  of  watera  wild;  made,  by  the  toil. 
And  liberal  blood  of  glorious  ages,  mine: 
Nor  bursts  my  sleeping  thunder  on  their  head. 

'  Frederick  Prioct  of  Walo^  ihea  lately  arrived. 
2t2 


Whence  this  unwonted  patienoel  thk  weak  doubtl 
This  tame  beseeching  of  rejected  peaeel 
This  meek  ferbearancel  this  unnative  fear? 
To  generous  Britons  never  known  before? 
And  sail'd  my  fleets  fer  this;  on  Indian  tides 
To  float,  inactive,  with  the  veering  winds? 
The  mockery  of  war!  while  hot  disease, 
And  sloth  distemper'd,  swept  off  bunung  crowds, 
For  action  ardent;  and  amid  the  deep, 
IngIpriou8>  sunk  them  in  a  watery  grave. 
There  now  they  lie  ^neath  the  rolling  flood, 
Far  from  their  friends,  ajid  countiy,  unavenged ; 
And  back  the  drooping  war  ship  conies  agidn, 
Dispirited  anil  thin;  her  sons  ashamed 
Thus  idly  to  review  their  native  shore; 
With  not  one  glory  sparkling  in  their  eye, 
One  triumph  on  their  tongue.    A  passenger. 
The  violated  merehant  comes  along; 
That  far  sought  wealth,  for  which  the  noxious  gale 
He  drew,  and  sweat  bcmeath  equator  suns. 
By  lawless  foroe  de^ain'd;  a  force  that  soon 
Would  melt  away,  and  every  spoU  resign. 
Were  once  the  British  lion  heard  to  roar. 
Whence  is  it  that  the  proud  Iberian  thus 
In  their  own  well  asserted  element, 
Dares  rouse  to  wrath  the  masters  of  the  main  i 
Who  told  him,  that  the  big  incumbent  war 
Would  not,  ere  this,  have  roll'd  his  trembling  2H>fts 
In  smoky  ruin?  and  his  guilty  stores, 
Won  by  the  ravage  of  a  butoher'd  world, 
Yet  unatoned,  sunk  in  the  swallowing  deep. 
Or  led  the  glittering  prize  into  the  Thames? 
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'  There  wu  a  time  (Oh  let  my  Unguid  loni 
Resume  their  spirit  at  the  roudng  thought !) 
When  all  the  pride  of  Spain,  in  one  dread  fleet, 
Sweli'd  o'er  the  labouring  surge;  like  a  whole 

heaven 
Of  cbuds,  wide  roll'd  before  the  boundless  breoe. 
Gaily  the  splendid  armament  along  *' 
Exultant  plough'd,  reflecting  a  red  gleam, 
As  sunltthe  sun,  o'er  all  the  flaming  Vast; 
Tall,  gorgeous,  and  elate :  drunk  with  the  dieam 
Of  essy  conquest ;  while  their  bkMted  war, 
Strelch'd  out  from  sky  to  sky,  the  gather'd  fi»ce 
Of  ages  held  in  its  capacious  womb. 
But  soon,  regardless  of  the  cumbrous  pomp, 
My  dauntless  Britons  came,  ^  gloomy  few. 
With  tempests  black,  the  goodly  scene  deform'd, 
And  laid  their  glory  waste.    The  bolts  of  &Xe 
Resistless  thunder'd  through  their  yielding  sides; 
Fierce  o'er  their  beauty  blazed  the  lurid  flame ; 
And  seized  in  horrid  gnuip,  or  shattered  wide, 
Amid  the  migh^  waters,  deep  they  sunk. 
Then  too  from  every  promontory  chill,  '' 
Rank  fen,  and  cavern  where  the  wild  wave  works, 
I  swept  confederate  winds,' and  sweli'd  a  storm. 
Round  the  glad  isle,  snatch'd  by  the  vengeful  blast, 
The  scatter'd  remnants  drove;  on  the  blind  shelve, 
And  pointed  rock,  that  marks  the  indented  shore, 
Relentless  dash'd,  where  loud  the  northern  main 
Howls  through  the  fractured  Caledonian  ides. 

*  Such  were  the  dawnings  of  my  watery  leign ; 
But  since  how  vast  it  grew,  how  absolute. 
E'en  in  those  troubled  times,  when  dreadful  Blake 
Awed  angry  nations  with  the  British,  name, 
Let  every  humbled  state,  let  Europe  say, 
Sustain'd,  and  balanced,  by  my  naval  arm. 
Ah,  what  must  those  immortal  spirits  think 
Of  your  poor  shifts  ?  Those,  for  their  country's 

Who  faced  thebUckest  danger,  knew  no  fear, 
No  mean  submission,  but  commanded  peace. 
Ah,  how  with  indignation  must  they  bumi 
(If  aught,  but  joy,  can  touch  ethereal  breasts) 
With  shame  1  with  grief?  to  see  their  feeble  sons 
Shrink  from  that  empire  o'er  the  cbnquer'd  seas. 
For  which  their  wisdom  plann'd,  their  oouncOs 

glow'd, 
And  their  veins  bled  through  many  a  toiling  age. 
'  Oh,  first  of  human  blessings !  and  supreme! 
Fair  Peace !  how  lovely,  how  delightful  thou ! 
By  whose  vride  tie  the  kindred  sons  of  men 
Like  brothers  live,  in  amity  combined  - 
And  unsuspicious  faith ;  while  honest  toil 
Gives  every  joy,  and  to  those  joys  a  right. 
Which  idle,  barbarous  rapine  but  usurps. 
Pure  is  thy  reign  -  vrhen,  unaccursed  by  blood, 
Nought,  save  the  sweetness  of  indulgent  showers, 
Trickling  distils  into  the  vernant  glebe ; 
Instead  of  mangled  carcasses,  sad-seen, 
When  the  blithe  sheaves  lie  scatter'd  o'er  the  field; 


When  only  shining  sham,  the  erooked  knife^ 
And  hooks  imprint  the  vegetable  Wound ; 
When  the  land  blushes  with  the  rose  akme, 
The  falling  fruitage  and  the  bleeding  vine. 
Oh,  Peace !  thou  sounse  and  soul  of  tedal  life; 
Beneath  whose  calm  inspiring  influence, 
Science  his  views  enlarges,  Art  refines. 
And  swelling  Commerce  opens  all  her  poits ; 
Blese'd  be  the  man  divine  wh&  gives  us  thee! 
Who  bids  the  trumpet  huah  his  horrid  dang, 
Nor  blow  the  giddy  nations  into  rage; 
Who  sheaths  the  murderous  blade ;  the  deadly  gon 
Into  the  well  piled  armofiy  returns; 
And  every  vigour,  firam  the  work  of  death, 
To  gratefiil  industry  converting,  makes 
The  country  flourish,  and  the  city  sunk. 
Unviolated,  him  the  virgin  sings ; 
And  him  the  smiling  mother  to  her  train. 
Of  him  the  shepherd,  in  the  peaceful  dale, 
Chants ;  and,  the  treasures  of  his  labour  sore, 
The  husbandman  of  him,  v  at  the  plough, 
Or  team,  he  toils.    With  him  the  sailor  sooths. 
Beneath  the  trembling  moon,  the  midnight  wave; 
And  the  full  city,  wai^n,  from  street  to  street, 
And  shop  to  shop,  responsive,  rings  of  him. 

-  Nor  joys  one  land  alone :  his  praise  extends 
^ar  as  the  sun  rolls  the  diflfuaive  day; 
Fa^as  the  breeze  can  bear  the  gifts  of  peace, 
Till  all  the  happy  nations  catch  the  song. 

*  What  wouM  not,  Pelu:e!  the  patriot  bear  fbi 

theel 
What  pi^nful  patience.    What  incessant  caxel 
What  mlx'd  anxiety  1  What  sleepless  toill 
E'en  from  the  rash  protected  what  reproachi 
For  he  thy  value  knows ;  thy  friendship  he 
To  human  nature:  but  the  better  thou. 
The  richer  of  delight,  sometimes  the  nune 
Inevit«Se  war ;  -when  ruflian  force 
Awakes  the  fury  of  an  ii^juied  state. 
E'en  the  good  patient  man,  whom  reason  ruks, 
Roused  by  bold  insult,  and  injurious  nge, 
With  sharp  and  sudden  check  the  astonish'd  sons 
Of  violence  confounds ;  firm  as  his  cause. 
His  bolder  heart ;  in  awful  justice  dad; 
His  eyes  efiiilging  a  peculiar  fire; 
And,  as  he  charges  through  the  prostrate  wir, 
His  keen  arm  ieaohes  faithless  men,  no  mate 
To  dare  the  sacred  vengeance  of  the  just. 

*  And  what,  my  thoughaess  sons,  should  m 

you  more 
Than  when  your  weU  eam'd  empire  of  the  deep 
The  least  beginning  injury  receives  1 
What  better  cause  can  call  your  Ughtning  forth  1 
Your  thunder  wake  %  your  dearest  life  demsnd* 
What  better  cause,  than  when  your  country  sees 
The  sly  destruction  at  her  vitals  ai^'dl 
For  oh :  it  much  imports  you,  'tis  your  aD, 
To  keep  your  trade  entiw,  entire  the  force 
And  honour  of  your  flce^is:  o'er  that  to  wateh, 
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E'en  with  a  handl  oefvere,  Mid  jealoiui  eye. 
[n  inteiconne  be  gentle,  geneiDue,  just, 
By  wisdom  polished,  and  o^  manners  fair; 
But  on  the  sea  be  terrible,  untamed, 
Unconquerable  still:  let  none  escape, 
Who  shall  but  aim  to  touch  yoiir  gloiy  there. 
Is  there  the  man  into  the  lion's  den 
Who  daies  intrude,  to  snatch  his  young  awayl 
And  is  a  Briton  sekedl  and  seiz^  beneath 
The  slumbering  terrors  of  a  Britbh  iSeet? 
Then  ardent  rise !    Oh,  great  in  vengeance  rise ! . 
O'ertum  the  proud,  teach  rapine  to  restore : 
And  as  you  ride  sublimely  round  the  world, 
Make  every  vessel  stoop,  make  every  stat^ 
At  once  their  welfare  tiad  their  duty  know. 
This  is  your  glory :  this  your  wisdom ;  this 
The  native  power  for  which  you  were  design'd 
By  fate,  when  fate  designed  the  firmest  state 
That  e'er  was  seated  on  Che  subject  sea ; 
A  state,  alone,  where  Liberty  should  live. 
In  these  late  times,  this  evening  of  mank^, 
When  Athens,  Rome,  and'Carthage  are  no  more. 
The  world  almost  in  slavish  sloth  dussolved. 
For  this,  these  rocks  around  your  coast  were 

thrown ; 
For  this,  your  oaks,  peculiar  har^n'd,  shoot 
Strong  into  sturdy  growth;  for  ibis,  your  hearts 
Swell  with  a  sullen  o^urage,  growing  still 
As  danger  grows ;  and  streqgth,  and  toil  for  this 
Are  liberal  pour'd  o'er  all  the  fervent  land. 
Then  chensh  this,  thisunexpensive  power, 
Undangerous  to  the  public,  ever  prompt. 
By  lavish  nature  thrust  into  your  hand : 
And,  unencumber'd  with  the  bulk  immense 
Of  conquest,  whence  huge  emplreB>roee,  and  fell 
Self-crush'd,  extend  your  reign  from  shore  to  shore, 
Where'er  the  wind  your  high  behests  can  blow ; 
And  fix  it  deep  on  this  eternal  base. 
For  should  the  sliding  fiibric  once  ^ve  way, 
Soon  slacken'd  quite,  and  past  recovery  broke, 
It  gathers  ruin  as  it  rolls  along. 
Steep  rushing  down  to  .that  devouring  gulf, 
Where  many  a  mighty  empire  buried  lies. 
And  should  the  big  redundant  flood  of  trade, 
In  which  ten  thousand  thousand  labours  join 
Their  several  currents,  till  the  boundlesB  tkle 
Rolls  in  a  radiant  deluge  o'er  the  land ; 
Should  this  bright  stream,  the  least  inflicted,  p<nnt 
Its  course  another -way,  o'er  other  lauds 
I        The  various  treasure  would  resistless  pour, 
Ne'er  to  be  won  again ;  its  ancient  tract 
Left  a  vile  channel,  desolate,  and  dead, 
^        With  all  around  a  miserable  waste. 
I        Not  Egypt,  were  her  better  heaven,  the  Nile, 
j        Tum'd  in  the  pride  of  flow;  when  o'er  his  rocks, 
!        And  roaring  cataracts,  beyond  the  reach 
'        Of  dizzy  vision  piled,  in  one  wide  flash 
^        An  Ethiopian  deluge  foams  amain ; 
I        (Whence  wondering  fable  trac^  him  from  the  sky) 


E'en  not  that  prime  of  earth,  when  harvests  enmd 
On  untiU'd  harvests,  all  the  teeming  year, 
If  of  the  fiU  o'erflowing  culture  ro^b'd. 
Were  then  4  mors  uncomfortable  wild, 
SterU,  and  void;  than  of  her  trade  deprived, 
Britons,  your  boasted  isle :  her  princes  sunk ; 
Her  high  built  honour  moillder'd  to  the  dust; 
Uniierved  her  force ;  her  spirit  vanish'd  quite ; 
WiCh  rapid  wing  her  riches  fled  away; 
Her  unfrequented  ports  alone  the  sign 
Of  what  she  was;  her  merchants  scatter'd  wide; 
Her  hollo#  shops  shut  up;  and  in  her  streets, 
Her  fields,  woods,  markets,  ^ages,  and  roads, 
The^eerful  voice  of  labour  heard  no  moro. 

'  Oh,  let  not  then  waste  luxury  impair    ' 
That  manly  soul  of  toil  which  strings  your  nerves. 
And  your  own  proper  happinesft  creates  t 
Oh,  let  not  the  sofi,  penetrating  league 
Creep  on  the  freeborh  mind!  and  working  there. 
With  the  sharp  tooth  of  many  anew-form'd  want, 
Endless,  and  idle  all,  eat  out  the  heart 
Of  liberty ;  the  high  conception  blast;         ^ 
The  noble  sentiment,  the  impatient  scorn 
Of  base  subjection,,  and  the  swelling  vrish 
For  general  good,  eranng  from  the  mind : 
While  nought  save  narrow  selfishness  succeeds} 
And  low  design,  the  sneaking  passions  all 
Let  loose,  and  reigning  in  the  rankled  breast. 
Induced  at  last,  by  scarce  perceived  degrees. 
Sapping  the  very  frame  of  government, 
And  life,  a  total  diseolution  comes; 
Sloth,  ignorance,  dejection,  flattery,  foar. 
Oppression  raging  o'er  the  waste  he  makes; 
The  human  Being  almost  quite  extinct; 
And  the  whole  state  in  broad  corruption  sinks. 
Oh,  shtin  that  gulf:  that  gaping  ruin  shun! 
And  countless  ages  roll  it  far  away 
From  you,  ye  heaven-beloved!    May  liberty. 
The  light  of  life !  the  sun  of  humankind  I 
Whence  heroes,  bards,  and  patriots  borrow  flame, 
E'en  where  the  keen  depressive  north  descends, 
Still  Bpreadj;  exalt,  and  actuate  your  powers! 
While  slavish  southern  climates  beate  in  vain. 
And  may  a  public  spirit  from  the  throne. 
Where  every  virtue  nts,  go  copious  forth. 
Live  o'er  the  land !  the  finer  arts  inspire ; 
Make  thoughtful  Science  raise  his  pensive  head. 
Blow  the  fresh  bay,  bid  Industry  rejoice, 
And  the  rough  sons  of  lowest  labour  smile. 
As  when,  profuse  of  Spring,  the  loosen'd  West 
Lifls  up  thcpining  year,  and  balmy  breathes 
Youth,  life,  and  love,  and  beauty,  o'er  the  worid. 

*  But  haste  we  from  these  melancholy  shores, 
Nor  to  deaf  winds,  and  waves,  our  fruitless  plaint 
Pour  weak;  the  country  claims  our  active  aid ; 
That  let  us  roam;  and  where  we  find  a  spark 
Of  public  virtue,  Uow  it  into  flame. 
Lo!  now,  my  sons,  the  sons  of  freedom!  meel 
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la  vmMwtmUi  thillier  lei  w  fly; 
Bum  in  the  patfiot'e  thooffiA^fkm  torn  liietoDgap 
In  fearieei  troth;  mynl^  tnoafiani'd,  pnM^ 
And  etwd  Iha  epMl  of  BntMMiia  raond.' 


This  laid;  her  lleelkig  £irni  and  any  tnin 
Sunk  in  the  gale;  and  nooght  bat  ragged  rocks 
Raah'd  on  the  hmken  ey»;  and  noa^  waa  heaid 
ButthemighehdMiosoftbe  daahmg  watre. 


iifftttn* 


TO  BIS  ROTH.  BIGBiraSS  FRXDERICK, 

PRINCE  OF  WALE9. 

S  iR— When  I  rsfleot  npon  thai  veady^oondeaoen- 
son,  that  prerenting  generadty,  with  which  your 
Royal  HighnfiM  leoeived  the  following  poem  under 
your  protection;  I  can  alone  ascribe  it  to  the  re- 
commendation and  influence  of  the  tubject  In  you 
the  cause  and  oonoems  of  Ldberty  have  lo  zealous 
a  patron,  as  entitles  whaterer  may  have  the  least 
tendency  to  promote  them,  to  the  dirtinctioQ  of 
your  fiivour.  And  who  can  entertain  Hyls  deligh^ 
All  reflection,  without  feeling  a  pleasure  far  supe- 
rior to  that  of  the  fondest  author;  and  of  whicli 
aU  true  bvers  of  thdr  country  must  participate  1 
To  behold  the  noUest  dispoiitions  of  the  prince, 
and  of  the  patriot,  united :  an  overflowing  benevo- 
lence, generosity,  and  candour  of  heart,  joined  to 
an  enlightened  zeal  for  Liberty,  an  intimate  per- 
suasion that  on  it  depends  the  happiness  and  glory 
Doth  of  king  and  people:  to  aee  these  shining  out 
in  publie  virtues,  tm  they  have  hitherto  smiled  in 
all  the  soda]  lights  ^nd  private  acpomplishments 
of  life,  18  a  prospect  that  can  not  but  inspire  a  ge- 
neral sentiment  of  satisfactbn  and  gladness,  more 
easy  to  >  e  felt  than  expressed. 

If  the  following  attempt  to  trace  Liberty,  from 
tfie  first  ages  down  to  her  excellent  eetabltshment 
in  Grreat  Britain,  can  at  all  merit  your  approba- 
tion, and  prove  an  entertainment  to  your  Royal 
Highness;  if  it  can  in  any  degree  answer  the  dig- 
nity of  the  subject,  and  of  the  name  vnder  which 
I  presume  to  shelter  it;  1  have  my  best  reward: 
particularly  as  it  aflfords  me  an  opportunity  of  de- 
claring that  I  am,  with  the  greats  zeal  and  re- 
sppct,  Sir, 

Your  Royal  Highness'a 

most  obedient   ' 
and  most  devoted  servant, 

JiMES  Thomsok. 


LIBERTY. 


PART  I.. 


ANCIENf  AKB  MODERN  ITALY  COMPARED. 


C0KTBNT8., 

The  ibltowlog  Poem  is  thrown  into  the  tona  of  a  Poetioil 
Virion.  I(B  scene,  the  ruins  of  andent  Rome.  The  Goddes 
of  Libeitj,  who  Is  •dppoaed  to  ipeek  through  the  whol^ 
appesn^  ehuBfCtertaed  m  WiAh.  libertf.  Giree  a  view  at 
ancient  Italy,  and  paiticularly  of  lepublican  Kobm,  In  an  her 
magnifloenee  and  gloqp.  This  eonuaaiad  bj  modern  lialv; 
ita  valleyi^  mountaiu^  culture^  dtiei^  people:  the  dtflereoee 
appearing  etrongeai  In  the  capital  city  Rome.  The  ruios  of 
the  great  worlta  of  Liberty  man  magnificent  than  the  bor- 
rowed pomp  of  OppBnrion ;  aad  ftom  them  revived  Scidp- 
tuie,  Painting^  and  Aithlleccare.  Ttie  old  Romans  apoMio- 
phixed,  with  legard  to  the  eevemi  melancholy  cfaa^rce  io 
Italy :  Horace,  Tully,  and  Viigil,  with  regard  to  their  TQiot, 
TuKuluui,  and  Naples.  That  once  fineei  and  most  ona- 
mented  part  of  Italy,  all  along  the  coast  of  Beis,  how  chan^ 
This  desbladon  of  Ittly  appUed  to  Britain.  Addrea  to  the 
Goddesi  of  Libany,  that  she  would  dsdiKS  ftom  the  llm  aga^ 
her  chief  estabUsbment^  the  descripiiQn  of  which  ooaaiitaia 
the  subject  of  the  following  parts  of  this  Poem.  Bhe  aano^ 
and  commands  what  die  says  to  be  sung  in  Britain;  wbon 
happinesi^  arising  ftom  fteedom,  and  a  limited  monarchy, 


O  MY-  lamented  Talbot  I  while  vnth  thee 
The  Muse  gay  roved  the  glad  Hesperian  round, 
And  drew  the  inspiring  breath  of  ancient  artsi 
Ah  f  little  thotight  she  her  returning  verse 
Should  sing  our  darling  subject  to  thy  Shade. 
And  does  the  mystic  veil,  from  mortal  beam, 
Involve  those  eyes  where  every  virtue  smiled, 
And  all  thy  Father's  candid  spirit  shone  1 
The  light  of  reason,  pure,  without  a  cloud ; 
Full  of  the  generous  heart,  the  mild  regard ; 
Honour  disdaining  blemish,  cordial  faith, 
And  limpid  truth,  that  looks  the  very  And. 
But  to  the  death  of  mighty  nations  turn 
My  strain ;  be  there  absorpt  the  private  tear. 

Musing,  I  lay;  warm  from  the  sacred  walks, 
Where  at  each  step  unaginatbn  bums: 
While  scattered  vride  Kround,  awfiil,  and  hoar, 
Lies,  a  vast  monument,  once  gbrious  Rome 
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The  tomb  of  ampiml  Ruins!  that  eti&Mae 
Whatever,  of  finkh'U,  modem  pomp  caa  botat 

Snatoh'd  by  tbeee  wondost  to  Uttt  wodd  whevB 
thoqght    •  . 

Unlelter'd  TMifefl,FjuioyV  magic  band 
Led  me  aoew  o'ec  att  (be  iolemii  aeeae, 
Still  in  tbe  oiind's  jwve  eye  move  aolemn  dfeM'd: 
When  «nngbl,Bletboi|ght,  the  fair  majestic  Power 
Of  Liberty  antear'd.    Not,  aa  of  old, 
Extended  in  ber  hand  tbe  eaf,  and  rod, 
Whooe  alaw-enUifging  touch  gave  double  life: 
But  her  brigbt  tamplea  bound  witb  British  oak,    . 
And  naval  lHmoui8,iiodded  on  hdr  brow. 
Subttme  of  poft :  loose  o'er  her  dioulder  flow*d 
Her  sea-green  robe,  with  consteUationfl  g&y. 
An  ialandtroddesftnow;  and  her  high  care 
The  Ctneen  of  IslArthe  mistrew  of  the  main. 
My  heart  beat  iiUal  tmnapoct  at  the  sight; 
And,  as  she  moved  to  speak,  the  ssrakenM  Muse 
ListenU  intense.    Awhile  she  look'd  around, 
With  mournful  eye  the  well  kpown  ruins  mai^'d, 
And  then,  her  sighs  repressing,  thus  began:    • 

"  Mine  are  those  wonders,  all  thou  seest  is  mine; 
But  ah,  how  changed^  the  fidling  poor  remains 
Of  what  exalted  ones  thi  Ausonian  shooe. 
Look  back  tiirou^  -timex  and,  rising  ^com  the 

gloom, 
Mark  the  dread  scene,  that  paints  what^'er  I  say. 

"  The  gnat  Aepubhe  see  1  that  glow'd,  sublhne, 
With  the  mix'd  freedom  of  a  thousand  states; 
Raised  on  the  thrones  of  kings  her  curule  chair, 
And  by  her  fasces  awed  the  subject  world. 
See  busy  millkms  quickening  aU  the  land, 
With  cities  tfatong'd,  and  teeming  culture  high: 
For  Natniethen  smiled  on  heriree-born  sons, 
And  pour'd  the  plenty  that  betongs  to  men. 
Behold,  the  cotfntry'cheedng,  villas  rise, 
In  lively  praqiect;  by  the  secret  lapse 
Of  brooks  now  lost,  and  streams  renown'd  in  song; 
In  Umbria*8  closing  vales,  or  on  the  brow 
Of  her  brown  hills  that  breathe  the  scented  gale : 
On  Bais's  viny coast;  where  peaceful  seas, 
Faiin'd  by  kind  zephyrs,  ever  kiss  tbe  shore ; 
And  suns  unclouded  shine,  threugh  purest  air: 
Or  in  the  spacious  neighbourhood  of  Rome;  • 
Far  shining  upward  to  the  Sabine  hills, 
To  Anio's  roar,  and  Tibur's  olive  shade; 
To  where  Prenestd  lifts  her  aiiy  brow: 
Or  downward  spreading  to  the  sunny  shore, 
Whsre  Alba  breathes  the  freshness  of  the  mam. 

"  See  distant  mountains  leave  their  valleys  dry, 
And  o'er  the  pioud  Areade  their  tribute  pour, 
To  lave  imperial  Rome.    For  ages  laid, 
Deep,  massy,  firm,  diverging  eveiy  way, 
With  tombs  of  heroes  sacked,  see  her  roadi(; 
By  various  nations  trod,  and  suppliant  kings; 
With  legions  flaming,  or  with  triumph  gay. 

"  Full  in  the  centre  of  these  wondrous  works, 
The  pride  of  earth !  Keme  in  her  glory  see! 


Behold  her  demigsdH^  in  Miiate  net; 
All  head  to  ooonssl,  and  aH  heart  to  act: 
The  commonweal  iwfiiing  every  tongue 
With  fervent  etequsDce,  onbribed,  and  bold; 
Ere  tame  Conuptioo  taiiigbt  the  ssrvile  herd 
To  rank  obedient  to  a  master'a  voioa. 

**  Her  Forum  see,  warm,  popubr,  and  kmd, 
In  trembling  wonder  hush'd,  when  the  two  Bins,* 
As  they  the  ptivaie  father  ^eatly  qudl'd. 
Stood  up  the  pubfic  fiithen  of  tbs  state. 
See  Justice  judging  there,  in  human  sbapa 
Hark  I  how  with  freedom's  voice  it  thundon  hiigh, 
Or  in  softmurman  sinks  to  TuHy's  tongue. 

"Her  tiibes,  her  oeneus;  see;  her  generous 
troops, 
Whose  pay  was  glorjr,  and  their  best  rwraxd 
Free  for  their  country  and  iw  me  to  die; 
Ere  mercenary  murder  grew  a  trade. 

"  Mark,  as  the  purple  triumph  waves  akmg, 
The  highest  pomp  and  lowest  fidH  of  life. 

"  Iler  festive  games,  the  school  of  heroes,  see: 
Her  Circus,  aideot  with  contending  youth: 
Her  streets,  her  temples,  palaises,  and  baths, 
Full  of  fair  forms,  of  BeaOty's  eldest  bom, 
And  of  a  people  cast  in  virtue's  mould: 
While  sculpture  lives  around,  and  Asian  biOt* 
Lend  their  best  stores  to  heave  the  pillar'd  dome. 
All  that  to  Roman  strength  the  softer  tooch 
Of  Grecian  art  can  join.    But  language  fails 
To  paint  this  suBfthis  centre  <if  mankind; 
Where  every  virtue,  glory,  tseasure,  art. 
Attracted  strong,  in  heightsa'd  lustre  meet. 

"  Need  I  the  contrast  muk,^  unjoyous  view! 
A  land  in  all,  in  government  and  arts, 
In  virtue,  genius,  earth,  and  heaven,  reversed. 
Who  but  these  ftr  finned  ruins  to  bisbold, 
Proofii  of  a  people,  when  heroic  aims 
Soar'd  &r  above  the  little  selfish  sphen 
Ofil^oubting  modem  life;  whobut  inflamed 
With  claaric  zeal,  these  eoneecreted  scenes 
Of  men  and  deeds  to  trace;  unhappy  land, 
Would  trust  tlqr  wilds,  and  dties  kx^e  of  sway  1 

"  Are  these  the  vales,  that,  once,  exultia|^  states 
In  their  warm  bosom  fbdl    The  mountains  those. 
On  whose  high-Uooming  odes  my  sons,  of  old, 
I  bred  to  glory  t    These  dejeoted  towns, 
Where,  mean  and  sordid,  life  can  scarce  subsist. 
The  scenes  of  ancient  opulence  and  pomp  1 

"  Come!  by  whatever  saoied  Juune  disguised, 
Oppression,  come!  and  in  thy  woriks  rejoice! 
See  nature's  richest  plains  to  putrid  taoM 
Turn'd  by  thy  fiiry.   From  their  cheerful  bounosi 
See  razed  the  enlivening  village,  finn,  and  seat. 
First,  rural  UnI,  by  thy  rapacious  hand 
Robb'd  of  his  poor  reward,  nsign'd  the  plough  j 
And  now  he  daies  not  turn  the  noxious  glebe.  *- 
'Tis  thine  entire.    The  lonely  swain  hunsel( 
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Who  lofveB  at  Urge  along  the  ptmj  downa 
His  flockfl  Ux  paituK,  thy  drear  champaign  ffiet. 
Far  as  the  sickening  eye  can  sweep  around, 
'Tis  all  one  desert,  desolate,  and  gray, 
Grazed  by  the  sullen  huflalo  alone ; 
And  where  the  rank  uncultivated  growth 
Of  rotting  ages  taints  the  passing  gale. 
Beneath  the  baleful  blast  the  dty  pines, 
Or  sinks  enfeebled,  or  infected  bums. 
Beneath  it  mourns  the  solitary  road, 
RoU'd  in  rude  mazes  o'er  the  abandoned  waste; 
While  andfent  ways,  ingulTd,  are  seen  no  more. 

*^  Such  thy  dire  plains,""  thou  self-destroyer!  ioe 
To  Human  kind  1  thy  mountains  too,  profuse, 
Where  savage  nature  blooms,  seem  tiieir  sad  plaint 
To  raise  against  thy  desolatittg  rod. 
There  on  the  breezy  brow,  where  thriving  states 
And  famous  cities,  once,  to  the  pleased  sun, 
Far  other  scenes  of  rising  culture  spread, 
Pale  shine  thy  ragged  towns.    Neglected  round, 
Each  harvest  pines;  the  livid,  lean  produce 
Of  heartless  labour:  while  thy  hated  joys, 
Not  proper  pleasure,  lift  the  lazy  hand. 
Better  to  sink  in  sfoth  the  woes  of  liie, 
Than  wake  thehr  rage  with  unavailing  toil. 
Hence,  drooping  art  almost  to  nature  leaves 
The  rude  unguided  year.    Thin  wave  the  gifts 
Of  yeUow  Ceres,  thin  the  radiant  blush 
Of  orchard  reddens  in  the  warmest  ray. 
To  weedy  wildnesa  run,  no  rural  wealth 
(Such  as  dictators  fed)  the  garden  poun. 
Crude  the  wild  olive  flows,  and  foul  the  vine; 
Nor  juice  Caecubian,  or  Falemian,  more, 
Streams  life  and  joy,  save  in  the  Muse's  bowl. 
Unseconded  by  art,  the  spinning  race 
Draw  the  bright  thread  in  vain,  and  idly  toil 
In  vain,  forlorn jn  wilds,  the  citron  blows; 
And  flowering  plants  perfume  the  desert  gale. 
Through  the  vile  thorn  the  tender  myrtle  twines 
Inglorious  droops  the  laurel,  dead  to  song. 
And  long  a  stranger  to  the  hero's  brow. 

"Nor  half  thy  triumph  this:  cast,  from  brute 
fields, 
into  the  haunts  of  men  thy  ruthless  eye. 
There  buxom  Plenty  never  turns  her  horn; 
The  grace  and  virtue  of  exterior  life, 
No  dean  convenience  reigns;  e'en  sleep  itself, 
Least  ddicate  of  powers,  reluctant,  there, 
Lays  on  the  bed  impure  his  heavy  head. 
Thy  horrid  vralk!  dead,  empty,  unadom'd. 
See  streets  whose  echoes  never  know  the  voke 
Of  cheerful  hurry,  commevse  many-tongued. 
And  art  mechanic  at  his  various  task, 
Fervent,  employ'd.    Mark  the  desponding  race, 
Of  occupation  void,  as  void  of  hope; 
Hope,  the  glad  ray,  glanced  from  Eternal  Good, 
That  life  enlivens,  and  exalts  its  powers, 
With  views  of  fortune— madness  all  to  them! 
Hv  tbee  relentless  seised  their  better  joys, 


Tothe  soft  aid  of  cordial  airs  they  fly, 
Breathing  a  kind  oblivion  &€st  their  woes, 
And  love  and  musie  melt  thebr  soub  avmy. 
From  feeble  Justice,  see  how  rash  Revenge, 
Trembling,  the  balance  snatches;  and  the  swocd. 
Fearful  himself,  to  venal  ruflians  gives. 
See  where  God's  altar,  nursing  murder,  stands, 
With  the  red  touch  of  dark  assasnitt  stain'd. 

"  But  chief  let  Romsi,  the  mighty  dtyl  speak 
The  full-exerted  genius  of  thy  reign. 
Behold  her  rise  amid  the  Mfeless  vraste, 
Expiring  nature  all  corrupted  round; 
While  the  lone  Tiber,  through  the  desert  plain. 
Winds   his  waste   stores,    and    sullen    sweeps 

along. 

Patch'd  from  my  fragments^  in  snsolid  pomp, 
Mark  bow  the  temple  glares;  and  artful  dreas'd, 
Amusive,  draws  the  superstitious  train. 
Mark  how  the  palace  lifts  a  }ying  front. 
Concealing  often,  in  magnific  jail, 
Proud  want;  a  deep  unanimated  gloom! 
And  oft  adjoining  to  the  drear  abode 
Of  mise^,  whose  melandioly  vralls 
Seem  its  voradoas  grandeur  to  reproach. 
Within  the  city  bounds  the  desert  see. 
See  the  rank  vine  o'er -subterranean  rools, 
Indecent,  spread;  beneath  whose  fretted  gold 
It  once,  exulting,  flow'd.    The  people  mark, 
Matchless,  while  fired  by  me;'  to  public  good 
Inexorably  fiim,  just,  generous,  brave. 
Afraid  of  nothing>1$ut  unworthy  life, 
Elate  with  |^ry,  an  herdcsoul 
Known  to  the  vulgar  breast:  behold  them  now 
A  thin  despairing  number,  all-subdoed,  ' 
The  slaves  of  slaves,  by  superstition  fool'd,'^ 
-By  vice  unmann'd*and  a  licentious  rule; 
In  guile  ingenious,  and  in  murder  brav^ 
Such  in  one  land,  beneath  the  same  fair  clime. 
Thy  sons.  Oppression,  are;  and  such  were  mine 

"  E'en  with  thy  hibour'd  Pomp,  for  whose  vain 
show 
Deluded  thousands  starve;  all  age-begrimed, 
Tom,  robb'd,  and  scatter'd  in  uimumber'd  sacks, 
And  by  the  tempest  of  two  thousand  years 
Continual  shaken,  let  my  ruins  vie. 
These  roads  that  yet  the  Roman  hand  assert, 
Beyond  the  weak  repair  of  modem  toil. 
These  fractured  arches,  that  the  chidbg  stream 
No  more  delighted  hear;  these  rich  remains 
Of  marbles  now  unknown,  where  shines  mifaibed 
Each  parent  ray;  these  massy  columns,  hew'd 
From  Afnc's  fkrthest  shore;  one  granite  all, 
These  obehsks  high-towering  to  the  sky. 
Mysterious  mark'd  with  dark  Egyptian  lore; 
These  endless  wonders  that  this  sacred*  way 
Illumine  still,  and  consecrate  to  fame ; 
These  fountains,  vases,  urns,  and  statues,  chaiged 
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With  the  fine  etoreg  of  art^completiiig  Greece. 

Mine  is,  besides,  thy  every  later  boast : 

Thy  Buonaiotis,  thy  Palkdioe  fnine; , 

And  mine  the  fair  designs,  which  Raphaerst  soul 

O'er  the  live  qanvajn,  emanating,  breathed. 

"  What  would  ye  say,  ye  conquerors  of  earth! 
Ye  Romans,  oould  you  rpse  the  laureFs  head ; 
Could  yoa  the  country  see,  by  seas  of  blood, 
And  the  dread  toil  of  ages,  won  so  dear; 
Your  pride,  your  triumph,  your  supreme  delight  1 
For  Vhose  defence  oft,  in  the  doubtful  hour. 
You  rush'd  with  rapture  down  the  gulf  of  fate, 
Of  death  ambitious!  till  by  awful  deeds. 
Virtues,  and  courage,  that  amaze  mankind. 
The  queen  of  nations  rose ;  possessed  of  all 
Which  nature,  art,  and  glory  could  bestow : 
What  would  you  say,  deep  in  the  last  abyss 
Of  slavery,  vice,  and  unambitious  want, 

I       Thus  to  behold  her  sunk  1  your  crowded  plains, 
Void  of  their  cities ;  imadom*d  your  hills ; 

j       Ungraced  your  lak^;  your  ports  to  ships  un- 
known; 

I       Your  lawless  floods,  and  your  abandoned  streams; 
These  could  you  know;   these  oould  you  love 

againi 
Thy  Tiber,  Horace,  could  it  now  inspire, 
Content,  poetic  ease,  and  rural  joy. 
Soon  bursting  into  song :  while  through  the  groves- 
Of  headlong  Anio,  dashing  to  the  vale. 
In  many  a  tortured,  stream,  you  mused  along  1 
Yon  wild  retieat,t  where  superstition  dreams, 
Could,  Tully,  yon  your  Tusculum^believel 
And  could  you  deem  yon  naked  hills  that  form, 
Famed  in  old  s(mg,  the  ship-forsaken  bay,t 
Your  Formian  shore  1  Once  the  delight  of  earth, 
Wl!^!®  ut  and  nature,  ever  sinihng,  join'd 
On  the  gay  land  to  lavish  all  their  stores. 
How  changed,  how  vacant,  Viigil,  wide  around, 
Would  now  your  Naples  seemi  disaster'd  less 
By  Black  Vesuvius  thundering  o'er-  the  coast 
His  midnight  earthquakes,  and  his  mining  fires. 
Than  by  despotic  n^:$  that  inward  gnaws 
A  native  foe;  a  foreign,  tears  without 
First  from  your  flattered  Cssars  this  began : 
Till,  doomed  to  tyrants  an  eternal  prey, 
Thin  peopled  spreads,  at  last,  the  syren  plain,  li 
That  the  dire  soul  oTHannibal  disann'd , 


*  Michael  Angelo  Buooaroti,  PaUadio^'  and  Rapliael  d'Ur- 
amo'y  the  three  great  modem  muterB  in  sculpture,  archf tec- 
rare,  and  painting. 

t  Tusculuin  Is  reclDoned  to  have  Rood  at  a  place  now  called 
Grotta  Fenata,  a  oonfeat  of  monka. 

t  The  baj  of  Mola,  fandently  Formis)  into  which  Homer 
bilQp  Uljaes  and  hts  companionB. ,  Near  Fonni«  Cicero 
hada  viDa^ 

$  NaplBi^  then  under  the  Aurtxian  goveminent. 

I  (Tampagna  FsUoe,  a4ioiniiig  to  Capua. 

H 


And  wrapt  m  weeds  the  shore*  of  Venus  lies. 
There  Bai»  sees  no  more  the  joyous  throng; 
Her  bank  all  beaming  with  the  pride  of  Rome: 
No  generous  vines  now  bask  afong  the  hills. 
Where  sport  the  breezes  of  the  Tyrrhene  main: 
With  baths  and  temples  mix'd,  no  villas  rise; 
Nor,  art  sustain'd  amid  reluctant  waves, 
Draw  the  cool  murmure  of  the  breathing  deep: 
No  spreading  ports  their  sacred  arms  extend: 
No  mighty  moles  the  big  intrusive  storm. 
From  the  calm  station,  roll  resounding  back. 
An  ahnost  total  .desolation  sits, 
A  dreary  stillness  saddening  o'er  the  coast ; 
Where,t  when  soft  suns  and  tepid  winters  rose, 
Rejoicing  crowds  inhaled  the  balm  of  peace; 
Where  citied  hill  to  hill  reflected  blaze ; 
And  where,  with  Ceres  Bacchus  wont  to  hold 
A  genial  strife.    Her  youthful  form,  robust, 
E'en  Nature  yields;  by  fire  and  earthquake  rent: 
Whole  stately  cities  in  the  dark  abrupt 
Swallow'd  at  once,  or  vile  iik  rubbish  laid, 
A  nest  for  serpents;  from  the  red  abyss 
New  hiUs,  exphwive,  thrown;  the  Lucrine  lake 
A  reedy  pool:  and  all  to  Cuma's  point, 
The  sea  recovering  his  usurp'd  domain. 
And  pour'd  triumphant  o'er  the  buried  dome 

'  Hence  Britain,  learn;  my  best  establish'd,  last. 
And  more  than  Ghreece,  or  Rome,  my  steady  reign; 
The  land  where.  King  and  People  equal  liound 
By  guardian  laws,  my  fullest  blessings  flow ; 
And  where  my  jealous  unsubmitting  soul, 
Th«  dread  of  tyrants!  bums  in  every  breast, 
Learn  hence,  if  such  the  miserable  &te 
Of  an  heroic  race,  the  masters  once 
Of  humankind;  what,  when  deprived  of  me. 
How  grievous  must  be  thine7  in  spite  of  climes, 
Whose  sun-enlivened  ether  wakes  the  soul 
To  higher  powers;  in  spite  of  happy  soils, 
That,  but  by  labour's  slightest  aid  impell'd. 
With  treasures  teem  to  thy  cold  clime  unknown; 
If  there  desponding  fail  the  common  arts, 
And  sustenance  of  life:  could  life  itself. 
Far  less  a  thoughtless  tyrant's  hollow  pomp, 
Subsist  with  theel  against  depressing  skies, 
Job'd  to  full  spread  oppression's  cloudy  brow. 
How  could  thy  spirits  hold?  where  vigour  find 
Forced  fruits  to  tear  from  their  unnative  soil? 
Or,  storing  every  harvest  in  thy  ports, 
To  plough  the  dreadful  all  producing  wave?' 

Here  paused  the  Goddess.  By  the  cause  assured, 
In  trembling  accents  thus  I  moved  my  prayer: 


The  coart  of  Bale,  which  was  fbnnerly  adorned  with  the 
workB  mentioned  In  the  following  lines;  and  where^  ami«kl 
muij  nia^Ulcent  ruinB^  thoae  of  a  temple  erected  to  Veniia 
are  still  to  be  aeen. 

t  All  along  this  ooaet  the  ancient  Romans  had  Ihslr  wlow 
retreaia;  and  eeveiBlpppaloaecitieB stood 
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*  Oh  fint,  and  most  beiWToleiit  of  poMren! 
Come  firora  eternal  iplendoun  here  on  earth, 
Againflt  AeBpoKac  pride,  and  rage,  and  lost. 
To  shield  mankind;  to  taiae  them  to  aaaert 
The  native  rigfata  and  honour  of  their  race: 
Teach  me  thy  lowest  sobf eet,  bat  in  zeal 
Yielding  to  none,  the  progress  of  thj  rogn. 
And  wHh  a  strain  horn  thee  enrich  the  Muse. 
As  thee  alone  she  serres,  her  patron  thou, 
And  great  inspirer  be!  then  will  she  )oy. 
Though  narrow  life  her  lot,  and  private  shade: 
And  when  her  venal  voice  she  barters  vile, 
Or  to  thy  open  or  thy  secret  foes; 
May  ne^er  those  sacred  raptures  touch  her  more. 
By  slavish  hearts  unfeit !  and  may  her  song 
Sink  in  oblivion  vrith  the  nameless  crew  I 
Yerain  of  state!  to  thy  o'erflowing  light 
That  owe  their  bemg,  yet  betray  thy  cause.' 

Then,  condescending  kind,  th^  heavenly  Power 
Retum'd: — *-'  What  here,  suggested  by  the  scene, 
I  sUght  unfold,  recoid  and  nng  at  home. 
In  that  bless'd  isle,  where  (so  we  spirits  move) 
With  one  quick  efibrt  of  my  will  I  am. 
There  Truth,  unlicensed,  walks;  and  dares  accost 
E'en  kings  themselves,  the  monarchs  of  the  fiee! 
Fix'd  on  my  rock,  there  an  indulgent  race 
O'er  Britons  wield  the  soeptre  of  their  choice: 
And  there,  to  finish  what  his  sires  began, 
A  Prince  behold!  for  me  who  bums  sincere, 
E'en  with  a  subject's  veaL    He  my  great  work 
Will  parent-like  sustain;  and  added  give 
The  touch  the  €lTaces  and  the  Muses  owe. 
For  Britain's  glory  swells  his  panting  breast; 
And  ancient  arts  he  emulous  revolves:     " 
His  pride  to  let  the  smiling  heart  abroad. 
Through  clouds  of  pomp,  that  but  conceal  the  man; 
To  please  his  pleasure;  bounty  his  delight; 
And  all  the  soul  of  Titus  dwells  in  him.' 

Hail,  glorious  theme!  but  how,  alas!  shall  verse. 
From  the  crude  stores  of  mortal  language  drawn, 
How  faint  and^todioos,  sing,  what,  piercing  deep, 
The  GK)ddes6  flashM  at  once  upon  my  soul. 
For,  clear  precision  all,  the  tongue  of  gods 
Is  harmony  itself;  to  eveiy  ear 
Familiar  known,  like  light  to  every  eye. 
Meantime,  disclosing  ages,  as  she  spoke. 
In  long  succession  pour'd  their  empires  forth; 
Scene  after  scene  the  human  drama  spread; 
•And  still  the  embodied  picture  rose  to  sight. 

Oh  THOn  1  to  whom  the  Muses  owe  their  flame ; 
Who  bvl'st  beneath  the  pole,  Parnassus  rise, 
And  Hippocrsnd  flow:  with  thy  bokl  ease, 
The  striking  force,  the  lightning  of  thy  thought, 
And  thy  strong  phrase,  that  rolls  profound  and 

cle«r; 
Oh,  gracious  Goddess  I  reinspire  my  song; 
While  I,  to  nobler  than  poetic  fiune 
AsDiring,  thy  commands  to  Britons  bear. 
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Thus  spoke  the  Goddess  of  the  feadeas  we ; 
And  at  her  voice,  renewed  the  Vision  rose: 

'First,  in  the  dawn  of  time,  with  eastern  swains^ 
In  woods,  and  touts,  and  cottages,  I  Kved ; 
While  on  from  plain  to  plain  they  led  their  flocks, 
In  search  of  dearer  spring,  and  fresher  fiekL 
These,  as  increasing  families  disdosed 
The  tender  state,  1  taught  an  equal  9way. 
Few  were  oflenoes,  properties,  and  laws. 
Beneath  the  rural  portal,  palm-o'erspcead, 
The  &ther  senate  meL    There  Juslifie  dealt. 
With  reason  then  and  equity  the  same, 
Free  as  the  common  air,  her  prompt  deene; 
Nor  yet  had  stain'd  her  swoid  with  sabjsota*  blood. 
The  nmpler  arts  were  all  their  simple  wants 
Had  urged  to  tight.    But  instant,  these  ssppliad. 
Another  set  of  fonder  wanto  arose, 
And  other  arts  with  them  (^ finer  aim; 
Till,  from  refining  want  to  want  impeird, 
The  mind  by  thiiddng  push'd  her  latent  poweia, 
And  life  began  to  glow,  and  arts  to  shine. 

'  At  first,  on  brutes  alone  the  rustic  war 
Launched  the  rude  spear;  swift,  as  he  glaied  aloog^ 
On  the  grim  liim,  or  the  robber  wolf. 
For  then  young  sportive  life  was  void  of  tofl, 
Demanding  little,  and  with  little  pleased: 
But  when  to  manhood  grown,  and  endless  joys, 
Led  on  by  equal  toils,  the  bosom  fired; 
Lewd  laxy  rapine  broke  primeval  peace, 
And,  hid  in  caves  and  idle  fi>nste  drsar, 
From  the  lone  pilgrim,  and  the  wanderuigmnuo 
Seixed  what  he  durst  not  earn.    Then  bnther'a 

blood 
Firrt,  horrid,  smoked  on  the  poOuted  sloes. 
Awful  in  justice,  then  the  burning  youth. 
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Led  by  their  temper'd  siies,  on  U^leai  men, 
The  laiBtworat'moittiten  of,  the  shaggy  wood,  . 
Tum'd  the  Iceen  arrow,  and\he  sharpenM  spear. 
Then  war  grew  gloripus.    Qtroes  then  arose; 
Wlio,  scominff  coward  self,  fi>r  others  IWed, 
Toil'd  for  thdi  ease,  and  ibr  their  safety  bled. 
West,  with  the  Unng  day,  to  Gbeeee  I  came : 
Earth  smiled  beneat^  my.  beam:  the  Muse  before 
Sonorous  flew,  that  low  till  then  in  woods 
Had  tuned'  the  rieed,*  and  sigh!d  the  shepherd's 

pain;  ^  -  - 

But  now,  to  sing  heroic  deeds,  she  swelled 
A  noblertnote,  and  bade  the  baoqnet  bum. 

*  For  Oreeee  tn^  sohib  of  Egypt  t  Ibrtook ; . 
A  boofltfiil  race,  that  in  the  vain  abyss 

Of  fabling  ages  loved  to  lose  their  source. 
And  with  their  river  traced  it  fiom^  the  skies. 
While  there  my  laws  alone  despotic  reign'd, 
And  king,  as  well  as  people;  i>r9ud  obey'd; 
I  Caught  them  science,  virtue,  wisdom,  arts; 
By  poets,  sages,  legislators  sought;  «. 

The  school  of  polish'd'  life,  mid  human  kind. 
But  when  mystezious  Superstition  cdme, 
And,  with  her  Civil  ^ster^.Ieagued,  involved 
In  studied  darkness  the  djesponchng  mind ; ' 
Then  Tyrantf  Power  the  righteous  scourge  un- 

"loofed:  ; 

For  yielded  reason  speaks  the  soul  a  slave. 
Instead  of  Useful  works,  like  Nature's,  great, 
Enormous,  cruet  wonders  crushed  the  land ; 
And  round  a  tyrant's  t6mb,t  who  none  deserved,' 
For  one  vile  caicass  pexis'h'd  countless  lives. 
Then  the  great  Dragon^^  couch'd  amid  hik  floods, 
Swell'd  his  fleree  heart,  andcned,  "  This  flood  is 

mine,- 
'Tk  I  that  bid  it  flow.**    But,  undeceived. 
His  firenzy  soon  the  proud  blasphemer  felt; 
Felt  thtit,  without  ihy  fertiliaiig  power. 
Suns  lost  their  force,  and  Niles  o'erflow'd  in  vain. 
Nought  could  retard  me:  nor  the  frug^  state 
Of  rising' Persia)So6er  in  6ztreiUe, 
Beyond  the  pitch  of  tnan,  and  thence  reversed 
Into  luxurious  waste:  noir  yet  the  ports 
Of  old  Phosnicia;  first  fbr  letters  fioned,    "^ 
That  paint  the  voic9,  and  silent  speak  to  sight ; 
Of  aits  prime  source,  and  guardianl  by  fair  stars,- 
First  tempted  out  intp  theiondy  deep;      ^ 
To  whom  I  first  ^Bsdosed  mechanic  aits, 
The  winds  to  oimquer,  to  subdue  thjB  waves, 
With  all  the  peaceAil  power  of  ruling  trade ; 
Earnest  of  Britain.    Nor  by  these  letainM  j 
Nor  by  the  nei^boiliring  land,  whose  palmy  shore 
The  rflver  Jordan  laves.    Before  me  lay 
The  promised  Land  of  Arts,  and  nrged  my  ffight 

*  Hail,  Nature's  utmost  boast  t  unrivaled  Oreece ! 
My  fiureM  reign  1' where  eveiy  power  benign 
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Conspired  to  blow  the  flower  of  human  kind, 
And  lavished  all  that  genius  can*  inspire. 
Clear,  suniry  climates,  by  the  breezy  maiff, . 
Ionian  or  JEgevh^  tempered  kind : 
Light,  airy  soils :  *a  country  rich,' and  gay 
Broke  into  hills  vrith  balmy  odours  crown'd. 
And,  bright  with' purple  harvest,  joyous  vales: 
Mountains,  and  stri^uns,  where  verse  spontaneous 

flowed; 
Whence  deem'd  by  wondering  xoen  the  seat  of 
■       gods,. 

And  stilt  the  mountdns  and  the  streams  ofsong. 
iyi  that  booh  Nature  copid  luxuriant  pour 
Of  High  materials,  and  my  restless  Arts 
Frame  into  finiBh'{d  life.    How  many  states. 
And  clustering  towns,  and  monuments  of  feme, 
And  scenes  of  glorious  deeds,  in  little  bounds  1 
From  the  rough  tract-of  bending  mountidns,  bea^ 
By  AdriVs  here,  Acre  by  Mgesa  waves ;' 
To  where  the  deep  adoring  Cyckde  hies 
In  shining  prospect  rise,  and  on  the  shore 
Of  farthest  Crete  resounds  the  Libyan  main. 

'  O^  all  two  rivd  cities  rear'd  the  browj 
And  balanced  all.  '  Spread  on  Eurotfu^  buik, 
Amid  a  drcle  6f  soft  rising  hills,-  - 
The  patient *Sparta  one:  th^  86ber,  hal6. 
And  nian-sulxluing  city^.  which  no  shape  . 
Of  paiA  could  conquer,  ftof  of  pleasure  charm. 
Lycurgus  Uiere  built,  on  the  solid  base 
Of  equal  life,  so  Well « tempefd  state ; 
Where  mix'd  each  government,  in.such  just  pdse; 
Each  power  so  cheeking,  and  supporting  each ; 
That  flrm  lot  ages,*  and  unmoved,  it  ^tood. 
The  fort  (A*  Greece^'  without  one  giddy  ^ur, 
One  shock  of  faction^  or  of  party  rtige. 
For,  drained  the  springs  of  wealth,  Gormptioii 

there  • 

Lay  ^tiier'd  i&t  the  ]Doot    Thrice  happy  land ! 
Had  not  neglected'  art,  vrith  weedy  vice 
Confeunded,  sunk.    But  if  Athenian-  arts 
Loved'  not  the  soil ;  yet  there '  th^  cafan  abode 
Of'wiadoin^  virtue,  philosophic  ease, 
Of  manly  sense  and  wit,  in  frugal  phrase 
Conflned,  and  pressed  intp  Laconic  force. 
There  too,  by  rooting  thenoe  still  treacherous  sel( 
The  Public  and  the  Priviete  grew  th^  same. 
The  chiMren  of  the  nurniig  Public  all, 
And  at  its  table  fed;  for  that  they  foiTd, 
For  that  they  lived  entire,  and  even  Ibr  that 
The  tender  mother  uiged  her  son  to  die. 
*  Of  softer  genius,  but  not  less  intent 
To  seize  the  pafan  of  empurs,  Athens  rose. 
Where,  with  bright  marbles,  big  and  futun  pom|^ 
Hymettnitf*  spveadj^unid  the  scented  sky,  . 
H^  t^my  treasures  to  the  labouring  bee, 
And  to  botanic  hand  the  stones  of  health : 
Wrapt  in  a  souktttenuating  dune, 
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Between  Ilissufl  fti^d  CephiMus*  glow'd 
Thii  hive  of  scieiice)  shedding  sweeta  divine, 
Of  active  arts,  and  anhnated  arms. 
There,  paadonate  for  me,  an  euy  moved, 
A  quick,  refined,  i^  deHcate,  humane, 
Enlightened  people  reign'd.    Qil  on  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  hurried  by  the  <^hana  of  speedi, 
Inlbicing  hasty  oouniel  immature, 
TotterM  the  rash  Democracy;  unpoised, 
And  by  the  rage  devouifd,  tJiat  ever  tears    ' 
A  populace  unequal;  part  tpo  rich. 
And  part  or  fierce  with  want  or  i&bject  grown. 
Solon  at  iast,  their  mild  reatonr,  rose : 
AUay'd  the  tempest ;  to  the  cafan  of  laws 
Reduced  the  settUog  whole ;  and,  with  the  weight 
Which  the  two  eenatesf  to  the  public  lent, 
Aawith  an  anchor  fix'd  the  driving  state. 

'  Nor  was  my  forming  caro  to  these  confin'd. 
For  emulation  thr»ngh  the  whole  I  poured,  * 
Noble  oontentiort!  who  should  most  excel 
In  government  v^ell  poised,  adjusted  best    . 
To  public  weal :  in  countries  cultured  hiigh: 
In  omamenteif  towns,  where  order  reigns,-     . 
Free  sodal  life,  and  polish'd  manners  fait 
In  exercise,  and  arms;  arms  only  drawn 
For  common  Greece,  to  quell  the  Fenian  pride : 
In  moral  science,  ai^id  iii  graceful  arts. 
Hence,  as  for  glory  peacefully  they  Arove, 
The  prize  grew  greater,  and  the  prize  of  alL 
By  contest  brightened,  hence  the  radiant  youth. 
Poured  every  Iteam ;  by  gen^ons  pride  inflamed, 
Felt  every  ardour  bum:  their  great  reward 
The  verdant -wreath,  which  sounding  Pisa;t  gave. 

'  Heace  flourished  Greeee  i  and  hence  a  race  of 
men. 
As  gods  by  conscious  fiiture  tin^eta  adored: 
In  whom  ea«h  virtue  Wore'^a  smiling  air,   .  i 
Each  sdenoe  shed  oeer  life  ^  firiendly  li^ht. 
Each  art  was  nature.    Spartan  valour  hence, 
At  the  faitied  paBS,f  finl)  as  an  isthmus  stood; 
And  the  whole  eastern  ocean,  ,waving  far 
As  eye  could  dart  its  vision,  nobly  checked. 
While  in  extended  battle,'  at  the  field 
Of  Marathpn,  my  keen  Athenians  drove    ' 
Before  their  ardent  band  a  Eost  of  slaves. 

'Henfie  through  the  continent  ten  thousand 
Greeks 
Urged  a  retreat,  whose  glory  not  the  prime 
Of  victories  can  reach.    Deserts,  in  vain. 
Opposed  their  course )  and  hostile  lands,  unknown ; 


*  Two  riven^  betwixt  which  Athens  was  iltiiated. 

\liB  Aieopegufl,  or  Supreme  Coon  of  ^ndicatim^  lAieh 
floloa  refonood  and  tanproved :  and  the  coOdcU  oT  tocs 
Hundred,  by  bira  bntiuited.  In  this  oooocil  all  aflaiiB  of 
state  were  deliberated,  before  they  camo  to  be  voted  in  the 
amembly  of  the  people. 

tOr  Oiynipia,-  the  city  where  the  Olympic  games  wen 


And  de^p  rapacious  floods,-dire  lianked  with  death 
And  mountains,  in  whose  jaws  destruction  grinn'd ; 
Hunger,  and  toil ;  Armenian  snows,  and  stonns; 
And  circling  myriads  s^  of  barbarous  foes. 
Greece  in  their  vieyv,  and  glory  yet  luitouched. 
Their  steady  column  pierced  the  scattering  herds, 
Which  a  whole  empire  poured ;  and  hekt  its  way 
Triumphant,  by  the  sage-exalted  Chief* 
Fired  and  soetained.  Oh  light  and  force  of  mind, 
Ahnost  almighty  in  sevese  extremes  I 
The  sea  at  last  from  Colchian-moantains  seen, 
Kind-heioted  transport  round  their  captions  threw 
The  soldiers'  fond  embrace ;  o'erflowed  tfadr  eyes 
With  ten(}er  floods,  and  loosed  the  general  voaoe 
Tocriesresoluidingbud— ^'Thesfeal  The  tea  f 

*  In  Attic  bounds  hence  heroes,  sages,  wits, 
Shone.thick  as  stars,  the  milky  way  of  Gieece! 
And  though  gay  wit,  and  pleashig  grace  was  tban^ 
All  the  soft  modes  Of  elegance,  and  ease ; 

Yet  was  not  coun^  less,  the  palaont  tflnch 
Of  toiling  art,  and  disquisition  deept 

*  My  spirit  pour9  a  vigour  through  the  aou^ 
The  unfettered  thought  with  ene^y  inspiiea^ 
Ilivincible  in  arts,  in  the  bright  field 

Of  nobler  Science,  as  in  that  of  Arms. 

Athenians  thus  not  less  intrepid  burst 

The  bonds  of  tyrant  i^arkness,  than  they  spimi'd 

The  Pendan  chains:  while  through  the  dty  full 

Of  mirthful  quarrel  and  qf  witty  war, .  - 

Incessant  struggled  taste  refining  taste, 

And  fin^ndly  free  discussion,  caj^  fcutli 

From  the  fidr  jewel  Truth  its  Utent  ray. 

O'er  all  shone  out  the  great  Athenian  Sage,t 

And  Fadier  of  PhikMophy ;  the  son. 

From  whose  white  blaze  emerged,  each  varioos 

«ct       ;  .  , 

Took  vorious  tints,  but  with  diminiah'd  beam. 

Tutor  of  Athens!  ho,  in  every  street,     ,, 

Dealt  pricekss  treasure :  goodness  his  delist, 

Wtsdom  his  wealth,  and  ghny  his  reward.  ' 

Deep  through  the  human  heart,  with  playfiil  ait, 

His  sunple  question  Btde :  as  into  truth, 

And  serious  deeds,  he  smiled  the  laughing  race; 

Taught  moral  happy  hfe,  whateeer  can  blc», 

dr  grace  mankind^  and  what  he  taught  he  was. 

Compounded  high,  though  plain,  his  doctrine  brakt 

In  diiferenl  Schools:  the  bold  poetic  phrase 

Of  figured  Plato;  Zenophones  puro  straiiv 

Like  the  dear  brook  that  steals  along  the  vak; 

Dissecting  truth,  the  Stagyritees  keen  eye; 

The  exaUed  Stoic  pnde;  the  Cynic  sneer; 

The  slow-consenting  Academic  doubt ; 

And,  joining  bhss  to  virtue,  the  ghid  ease 

Of  £picurus,  seldom  understood 

They,  ever  candid,  reason  still  opposed 

To  reason;  and,  since  virtue  was  thdr  aim, 

Each  by  sure  practice  tried  to  prove  his  way 
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The  best.    Then  stood  untouch'd  the  solid  base 
Of  Liberty,  the  liberty  of  mind: 
For  systems  yet,  and  soul-enslaving  creeds, 
Slept  with  the.  modfteis  of  saoceeding  times. 
From  priestly  darlmess  ifprung  the  enlightening 

arts 
Of  fiiej  and  swozd,  and  rage,  andlibrrid  names. 

'OGhreece!  thousapientnarseof  finer  arts  1 
Which  to  bright  science  blooming  fancy  bore ; 
Be  this  thy  praise^  that  thod,  and  thou  alone, 
In  these  hast  led  the  way,  in  theise  ejceli'd, 
Crown'd'  with  the  li^urel  of  aaseotlng-Time. 

'In  thy  fiiU  langijage,  speaking  mighty  things; 
Like  &  dear  torrent  close,  or  else'  disused 
A  broad  fnajestic  stream,  and  rolliiig  on 
Through  all  the  winding  harmony  pi  sound : 
In  it  the  power  of  Eloquence,  al  large, . 
Breathed  the  persuasive  dr  pathetic  soul  • 
StilFd  by  degrees  the  democratic  storm,  . 
Or  bade  it  threatening  rise,  and  tyiaxits  shook, 
Flush'd  at  die  head  of  their  victorious  troop& 
In  it  the  Muse,  her.  fiiry  never  quench'd, , 
By  mean  unyielding  phrase,  or  jarring  scnmd, 
Her  unconfined  divinity  displayed ; 
And,  still  harmonious,  form'd  it  toJier  will: 
Or  soft  depress'd  it  to  the  shepherd's  moan, 
Or  raised  it  swelling' to  the  tongue  of  gods. 

'  Heroid  song  was  thine;  the  Fountain  Bard,* 
Whence  each  poetic  stream  derives  its^cDUise. 
Thine  the  dread  moral  scene,  thy  chief  delight! 
Where  idle  Fancydttrst  not  ^  her  voice, 
When  Reasoii  spoke  august;  the  fervent  heart 
Or  pUon'd,  or  stormed;  and  in  the  impassioned 

man, 
Concealing  art  witl^  art,  the  poet  sunk. 
This  potent  school  of  manners,  but  when  left 
To  loose  neglect,  a  land-corrupting  plague, 
Was  not  unworthy  deem'd  of  public  care, 
And  boundledB  cost,  jby^thee ;  whose  j^ery  son, 
E'en  last  mechanic;  the  true  taste  posqess'd 
Of  what  had  flavoitr  to  the  nouiish'd  soul. 

*  The  sweet  enforcer  of  the  poet's  strain. 
Thine  was  the  mieanihg  music  of  the  heart. 
Not  the  vain  trill,  that,  void  of  passion,  runs 
In  giddy  mazes,  tickling  idle  ears; 
But  that  deep-searching  vcnce,  and  artful  hand, 
To  which  respondent  shakes  the  varied  souL 

*Thy  fair  ideas,  thy  delightful  forms, 
By  Lo^e  imagined,  by  tl^e  Graces  touch'd. 
The  boast  of  weD  pleased  Nature ! .  Sculpture 

seised,  ,  ,  . 

And  bade  them  ever  fsnSle  in  Parian  stone. 
Selecting- Beauty's  'ch<Mce,  and  that  again 
Exalting,  blending  in  a  perfect  whole, 
Thy  workmen  left  e'en  Nature^  self  behind. 
From  those  &r  different,  whose  prolific  hand 
Peoples  a  nation;  they  for  years  on  years. 


By  the  cool  touches  of  judicious  toil. 
Their  rapid  genius  curbing,  pour'd  it  all 
Through  the  liviB  features  of  one  breathing  stone. 
There,  beaming  full,  it  shone ;  expressing  gods: 
Jove's,  awful  brow,  Apollo's  tit  divine, 
The  fierce  atrocious  ftown  of  sinewed  Mars, 
Or  the  sly  graces  of  the  Cyprian  Gtueen. . 
Minutely  perfect  alll    Each  dimple  sunk, 
And  every  muscle  swell'd,  as  nature  taught   . 
In  tresses,  bi^ed  gay,,  the  marble  waved ; 
'B^low'd  in  loose  robee,  or.  thin  transmurent  veils", 
Sprang  into  motion;  softened  into nesh ; 
Was  fired  to  passion,  or  refined  to  soul. 

'  Nor  less  thy  pencil,  i^ith  creative  to^h, 
Shed  mimic  tifo,  when  all  tl^  brightest  dames, 
Assembled,  Zeuxis  in  his  Helen  mix'd. 
And  what!  Apelles,  who.peqoHar  knew 
To  give  a^grace  that  mote  than,  mortal  smiledi 
The  soul  of  beauty  1  oall'd  the  Glueeri  of  Love, 
Fresh  from  the  billows,  blushing  orient  charms. 
E'en  such  enchantment  then  thy  pencil  pour'a, 
That  cruel-thoiighted  Wpx  the  impatient  torich 
Daah'dto  the  ground;  and,  rather  than  destroy 
The  patriot  picture,*  let  the  city  scape. 

"  First,  elder  Sculpture  taught  her  sister  art 
Correct  design;  where  great  ideas'  shohe. 
And  in  the  secret  trace  expressidn  spoke: 
Taught  her  the  graceful  attitude ;  the  turn. 
And  beauteous  airs  of  head ;  the  native  act, 
Or  bold,  or  eaily ;  and,  cast  fine  behind. 
The  swdling  mantle's  well  adjusted  flow. 
Then  the  bright  Muse,  (heir  elder  aster,,  came; 
And  bade  her  foDow  where  she  led  the  way; 
Bade  earth,  and  sea,  and  fdr,  in  colours  rise ; 
And  copious  action  on  the  canvass  giow. 
Qave  her  gay  Fable ;  spread  Inventions's  store ; 
Enlarged  her  view ;  -taught  composition  high. 
And  just  arrangement,  circling  round  x>ne  point. 
That  starts  to  sight,*  binds  and  oommandii  the 

vi^hble. 
Caught  from  the  heavenly  Muse  a  nobler  aim. 
And  seoming  the  soil  trade  of  mere  flight. 
O'er  all  thy  temples,  porticos,  and  schools,. 
Heroic  deeds  she  traoeil,  and  warm  display'd 
'Each  moral  beauty  to  the  ravish'd  eye. . 
Th^,  as  the  imagined  presence  of  the  god 
Aroused  the  mind,  or  vacant  hours  induced 
Calm  contemplation,  or  aBaembled  youth 
Bum'din  ambitious  circle  round  the  saga^ 
The  living  lesson  stole  into  the  heart. 
With  more  prevailing  force  than  dwells  in  words* 
These  rouse  to  glqry ;  while,  to  rural  life, 
The  softer  canvass  oft  reposed  the  soul. 
There  gaily  broke  the  sun-illumined  doud; 


*  WhsD  Bamecrim  besieged  Bhodea^  and  could  have  n 
duced  the  cltj,  by  ntdiig  fixe  to  ihdk  qnuter  of  It  wbere  stood 
the  boon  of  the  celebntad  ProiogMiai}  fas  cfaosa  nther  is 
latoe  the  etege,  than  hazaxd  the  burning  of  a  iamoes  |touw 
caQed  Jaayla^  the  masterpiece  of  that  painter. 
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The  iMNDiiig  piofpect,  and  the  ikxrantain  blue, 
Tuiish'd  in  air;  tbepredpioe  Iir6wn*d,  dire; 
White,  down  the  rock,  the  nuhing  torrent  daih'd; 
The  sun  ahone,  trembling,  o'er  the  distant  main ; 
The  tempest  foam'd,  immenae ;  the,driving  storm 
Sadden'd  the  akiei,  and,  from  the  doubluig  gloonii 
On  the  scathed  6ak  the  ragged  lightning  fell ; 
In  dosing  shades,  and  where  the  current  stntyi^ 
With  Peace,  and  Lots,  and  innocence  around, 
Piped  the  lone  shepheifl  to  his  feeding  flock : 
Round  happy  parents  smiled  their  younger  sdves ; 
And  friends  conversed,  by  death  (fivided  long. 

"  To  pubhc  virtue  thus  the  smiUng  arts, 
Unblemish'd  handmaids,  served;  the  Graces  they 
To  dress  this  fairest  Venus.    Thus  revered, 
And  placed  beyond  the  reach  of  sordid  care, 
The  high  awarders  of  immortal  fiune, 
Alone  for  glory  thy  great  masters  strove ; 
Courted  by  kings,  and  by  contending  states 
Assumed  the  boasted  honour  of  their  birth. 

"  In  architecture  too  thy  rank  supreme  I 
That  art  where  most  n^agnifioent  appears 
The  little  builder  man ;  by  thee  refined, 
And,  smiling  high,  to  full  perfection  brought 
Such  ihy  sure  niles,  that  Goths  of  every  age, 
Who  scom'd  their  aid,  have  only  loaded  earth 
With  labour'd  heavy  monuments  of  shame. 
Not  those  jjray  domes  that^o'er  thy  splendid  shppre 
Shot,  all  proportion,  up.    First  unadorned. 
And  nobly-plain,  the  manly  Doric  rpse ; 
The  Ionic  then,  with  decent  matron  grace;^  • 
Her  airy  pillar  heaved ;  luzKuriant  last,* 
The  rich  Corinthian  spread  her  wanton  wreath. 
The  whole  so  measured  true,  so  lessened  off 
By  Jfine  proportion,  that  the  marble  pile,' 
Form'd  to  repel  the  still  or  stormy  ^aste 
Of  rolling  ages,  light  as  fabrips  look'd 
That  from  tne  magic  wand  adiial  rise. 

''These   were   the   wonders   that  i^umined 
Greece, 

From  end  to  end** ^Here  interrupting  warm, 

"  Where  jire  they  nowl  (I  cried)  say,  goddess, 

where  1        '  X 
And  what  the  Und,  thy  darling  thus  of  oldT 
"Sunkl  (she  resumed)  deep  in  the  kindred  gkwm 
Of  sa|ientition,  and  of  slavery,  sunk  I 
No  gioTj  now  can  touch  their  hearts,  beniimb'd 
By  loose  dejected  sloth  and  servile  fear: 
No  science  pierce  the  darkness  of  their  minds; 
No  nobler  art  the  quick  ambitious  soul 
Of  imitation  in  their  breast  awake. 
E'en  to  supply  the  needed  arts  of  life, 
Mechanic  toil  denies  the  hopeless  hand. 
Scarce  any  trace  remaining,  vestige  gray, 
Or  nodding  column  on  the  desert  shore, 
To  point  where  Corinth,  or  where  Athens  stood. 
A  faithless  land  of  violanoe, and  death! 
Where  commeroe  parleys,  duUous,  on  the  shore; 
And  his  wild  impulse  curious  search  restrains. 


Afidd  to  trust  the  inhoepiti^ble  clime. 
Neglected  nature  fails;  in  soodid  warit 
Sunk  and  debased,  their  beauty  beams  no  moie. 
The  sun  himself  seems,,  ai^gry,  to  regard, 
Of  %ht  unworthy,  the  degenerate  race; 
And  fires  them  oft  with  pestilential  rays: 
While  eai^  blue  poison  steamii^  on  the  skiesi 
Ibdignant,  shakes  them  from  her  troubled  skka, 
But  as  ficisi  man  to  man,  Fate^s-first  decree, 
Impartial  death  the  tide  of  riches  rolls, 
So  states  must  die  and  Liberty  go  roui^d. 

Fierce  was  the   stand,  ere  Virtue,  Yakazr, 
Arti, 
And  the  soul  fired  by  me  (that  oflett,-stung 
With  thoughts  of  better  times  and  old  renown. 
From  hydra-tyrants  tried  to  dear  the  land) 
Lay  quite  extinct  in  Greece,  their  works  efiSMcd 
And  gross  o*er  a|l  unfeeling  bondage  spt^p^ 
Sooner  I  moved  my  much  reluctant  flight, 
Poised  on  th^  doubtful  wing:  when  Greece  w^ 

Greece 
Embroil'd  in  fbul  contention  fought  no  more 
For  common  glory,  and  for  common  weal : 
But  fidse  to  Frftedom,  sought  to  quell  the  free; 
^roke  the  firm  band  of  Peace,  and  sacred  Lovs^ 
That  lent  the  whole  irrefragable  force; 
And,  as  around  the  partial  trophy  blosh'd, 
Prepared  the  way  for  total  overthrow. 
Then  to  the  Pond^  power,  whose  pride  they 

scom'd, . 

When  Xerxes  pour'd  his  millions  o'er  the  Uund, 
Sparta,  by  turns,  and  Athens,  vilely  sued; 
Sued  to  be  venal  parricide^  to  spill 
Th^  country's  bravest  Uood,  a^  on  themsehes 
To  turn  their  matchless  mercenary  anna. 
Peaceful  in  Susa,  then,  sat  the  Great  King^ 
And  by  ihe  trick  of  Ijreaties,  the  still  waste 
Of  dy  corruption,  and  barbaric  gold, 
^ffedted  wbiat  his  steel  could  ne'^r  perform. 
Profuse  he  gave  them  the  luxurious  draught, 
Inflaming  an  the  land :  unbalanced  wide 
Their  tottering  states ;  their  wild  assemblieB  ruled, 
As  the  v?inds  turn  at  every  blast  the  seas: 
And  by  their  listed  oratory,  whose  breath 
StiU  with  a  factious  storm  infested  Greece^ 
Roused  them  to  civil  war,  ordash'd  them  down 
To  sordid  peace— Peace  tt  that,  when    %iaita 

•hook 

Astonished  Artaxerxes  on  his  throne, 
Gave  up,  fair-spread  o*er  Asia's,  sunny  shore, 
Thdr'  kihdred  cities  to  perpetual  chaina. 
What  could  so  base,  so  infamous  a  thought 
In  Spartan  heajts  inspire  1<  Jealous,  they  saw 


*  Si>-the  Ungi  of  Penia  were  called  ^  the  ChMlsL 
Tllw  vm»  mada  l^j  Antakktas,  41m  Lacwlenwaian  ad^ 
mini,  wilh  Uift  Fttriaos ;  by  ivUeh  tba  LaoadaaoDlnsalMi 
dooed  all  the  Graofai  enblUied  in  the  iMV  jbris  *a  tliB  da 
minloQ  ofthe  King  of  PenUu 
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Reep&ing  Atheni*  rear  again  her  waOji : 

And  the  pale  Any  fired  them,  onoe  a^ahi 

To  cnuh  thia  rival  city  to  the  diut    •  ' 

For  nowno  mofe  the  nohle locia]  aoql 

Of  liberty  my  fiuniliea  combined; 

Bntbydunt^iewg,  And  adfiahpanions,  brake/  , 

Dire  as  when  finends  are  rankled  into  Ibee, 

They  mix'd  serere,  and  waged  eternal  war: 

Nor  felt  they,  furbne,  their  exhausted  foroe^ 

NoTi  with  fidse  gloiy,  discord,  madnesB  bMnd, 

Saw  how  the  blackening  storm  ftom  Thracia  came. 

Long  yeaxs  roll'd  on,t  hy  many  a  battle  stain'd, 

The  blnsh  and  boast  of  Fame  1  where  ofnqrage,  art, 

A^  mifitaiy  gloiy  shone  sapreme : 

But  let  detesting  ages,  firom  the  scene 

Of  Chreece  self-mangled,  turn  thp  sickening  eye. 

At  last,  when  bleedLg  fiom  a  thousand  wonnds. 

She  felt  her  spirito  fall,  and  in  the  dust 

Her  latest  heroes,  Niciaa,  Gonon,  lay, 

Agesilaus,  and  the  Theban  friends  X 

The  Macedonian  Tultiire  mark'd  his  time, 

By  the  dire  scent  of  pheroii«a9  lured, 

And,  fierce  descending,  seized  his  hapless  prey. 

'*  Thus  tame  subipitted  to  the  victor's  yoke 
Gheeoe,  onoe  the  gay,  the  turbulent,  the  bold ; 
For  every  grace,  and  muse,  and  science  bom ; 
With  arts  of  War,  of  Government,  elate ; 
To  tyrants  dreadful,  dreadful  to  the  best ; 
Whom  I  myself  could  scarcely  rule :  and  thus 
The  Persian  fetters,  that  inthrall'd  the  mind, 
Were  tom'd  to  formal  and  apparent  chains. 

"  Unless  Corruption  first  deftet  the  pride, 
And  gualdiim  vigour  of  the  fi»e-bom  soul, 
All  cnide  attempts  of  violence  are  vain ; 
For  firm  within,  and  while  at  lieart  untouched, 
Ne'er  yet  by  force  was  freedom  overcome. 
But  soon  as  Independence  stoops  the  head, 
To  Vice  enslaved,  and  vice-created  wants; 
Then  to  some.ibul  corrupting  hand,  whose  inraste 
These  heighten'd  ^ants  with  fatal  bounty  feeds: 
From  man  to  man  the  slackening  ruin  runs. 
Tin  the  whole  state  unnerved  in  Slavery  sbks.' 
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hA  thli  put  contains  a  description  of  die  ertablkhmenC  of 
libecty  in  Rome,  It  begfau  with  a  Tiow  of  the  Ondan  Oolo- 
nkiKitledin  the  southern  puta  of  Italy,  which  with  Oeliy 
coutiaiiadtheGnaiGraeoeoftheAnelenia.  Whhthsteeo- 
loniei^  fho  Spirit  of  Ubeny  and  of  Ropablic^  spreads  ofsr 
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Italy.  I^anatioa  to  Fythrigons  and  his  philoeophj,  whfch 
he  tanght  dtfoogh  thon  free  elates  and  dtiea  Amid<t  As 
manj  BknaaRapublioe  bi.  Italy,  Kdma  tlie  destUbd  seal  of  U> 
beny.  Her  ertaWiahment  there  dated  from  the  ezpoMon  ol 
the  Xuquina.  Bow  difTeringliram'thatbi  Greece.  Refimnos 
to  a  yiew  of  the  Ronlan  Republic  given  in  the  FiiBtt^utof 
thto  Poem:  to  mailc  its  Rise  and  Fall  the  peculiar  purport  of 

Doripg  ita  lh«  ages;  the  greateat  fotoe  of  Liberty  and 
VixtnbezBtted.  The  sooroe  whence  dertred  the  Heroics- 
toes  of  the  Romana  RmtmBnuino  of  thaaa  Ylitaaa.  Thanes 
their  aecoricy  at  home;  their  glory,  anoeeai^  and  empire 

.    Bounda  of  the  Roman  empire  geognphlcally  do* 

L  The  atatea  of  Greece  mcored  to  Liberty,  by  Titos 
Qnhuoa  Flandnitii^  the  higheal  Instance  of  public  geaaroalty 

naflsaqea  TbsloaBof  UbefQrln  Roma.  Its  eansa^ 
pnpgiBB^  and  completion  In  the  daaUi  of  Bmtoa  Romaondtt 
the  emperon.,  nrom  Rome  the  Goddeoa  of  liberty  goes 
among  the  Northem  Nluiom ;  wheie^  by  infuahig  into  them 
her  Spirit  and  general  prindplM^  the  la^  the  groundwoikof 
her  fhtnm  eatahHrianenM;  sendi  (ham  In  vengeance  on  lbs 
Roman  ampire^  now  loiaiQy  eadaved;  and  thei^  with  Arts 
and  flcienoea  in  her  tEahi,quifs  earth  dnrliy  the  dadc  agea 
The  ceieatial  region^  to  which  libeoy  retired^  not  pnpv  Is 
be  opened  to  the.  view  of  monala 

Here  melting  mixed  with  air  the  ideal  fonns 
That  painted  still  whatever  the  goddess  Sung. 
Then  I,  impatient. — *■  From  extinguisVd  Qreeoe, 
,To  what  new  region  streamed  the  Human  Dayl* 
She  softly  sighing,  as  when  Zephyr  leaves. 
Resigned  to  Boreas,  the  declining  year. 
Resumed.—'  Indignant,  these  last  scenes  1 4ed:* 
And  bug  ere  then,  Leucadla's  cloudy  cliff, 
And  the  Ceraunian  hills  behind  me  thrown. 
All  Latium  stood  aroused.    Ages  before, 
Gbeat  mother  of  republics!  Greece  had  pour'd. 
Swarm  after  swarm,  her  ardent  youth  around. 
On  Asia,  AJfric,  Sicfly,  they  stoop'd, 
6ut  chief  on  fidr  B[eqperia's  winding  riionf; 
Where,  fiom  Laiciniumt  to  Etrurian  vales. 
They  voU'd  increasing  colonies  along. 
And  lent  materials  ht  issj  Roman  reign. 
With  them  my  spirit  spread;  and  numerous  statei^ 
And  cities  rose,  on  Oradan  modeb  formed; 
As  its  parental  policy  and  arts 
Each  Ittd  unbibed.    Beddes,  to  each  assigned  . 
A  gnar&n  Genius,  o'er  the  public  weal, 
Kept  an  unclosing  eye;  tried  to  sustain. 
Or  more  sublime,  the  soul  inftued  by  zbo.' 
And  strong  the  battle  rose,  with  various  wave. 
Against  the  tynnt  demons  of  the  land. 
Thus  they  their  little  vrars  and  triumphs  Imew; 
Their  flows  of  fortune,  and  receding  times, 
But  almost  aQ  below  die  proud  regard 
Of  stoiy  vow'd  to  Rome,  on  deeds  intent 
That  imth  beyond  the  %ht  of  Fable  bore. 

'Not  so  the  Samian  sage;(  to  him  belongs 
The  brightest  witness  of  recording  Fame. 
For  these  free  states  his  native  islel  foxsoolt,' 
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And  a  Tain  tyrant's  tranBitoEy  snule, 

He  fought  Giotona'8  pure  salubrious  air; 

And  ttoough  Qieat  Grieeoe*  his  gentle  wisdom 

taught; 
Wisdom  that  calm'd  for  listening  yearst  the  mixid^ 
Nor  ever  heard  amid  th^  storm  of  zeal. 
His  mental  eye  first  launch'd  into  the  deeps 
Of  boundless  ether;  where  nrmumber'd  orbs, 
Myriads  on  myriads^  through  the  pathless  sky 
Unerring  roll,  and  wind  their  steady  way. 
There  he  the  full  oonsentihg  choir  beheld; 
There  first  discem'd  the  secJret  band  of  bve, 
The  kind  attraction  that  to  central  suns 
Binds  drchng  earths,  and  world  with  world  unites. 
Instructed  thence,  he  great  ideas  fonn'd 
Of  the  whole-moving  all-biforming  GoA^ 
The  Sun  of  beingsl  beaming  unconfined 
Light,  life,  and  love,  and  ever  active  power; 
Whom  nought  can  image,  and  who  best  approves 
The  silent  worship  of  the  moral  lieart, 
That  joys  in  bounteous  Heaven,  and  spreads  the 

joy- 

Nor  scom'd  the  soaving  sa^  to  stoop  to  life, 
And  bound  his  season  to  the  sphere  of  man. 
He  gave  the  four  yet  reigning  virtues^  name;  . 
Inspired  the  study  of  the  finer  arta^ 
That  civilize  mankind,  and  laws  devised 
Where  with  enlightened  justice  mercy  mix'd. 
He  e'en  into  his  tender  system,  took 
Whatever  shares  the  brotherhood  of  life; 
He  taught  tiiat  life's  indissoluble  fiame, 
FrcMn  brute.to  man,  and  man  to  brute  again, 
For  ever  shilting,  runs  the  eternal  round;    . 
Thence  tried  against  the  blood-polluted  meal. 
And  limbs  yet  quivering  with  some  kindred  soul, 
To  turn  the  human  heart.    Delightful  truth  I 
Had  he  beheld  the  living  chain  ascend. 
And  not  a  circling  form,  but  rising  whole.    «. 

'  Amid  these  small  repubUcs  one  arose 
On  yellow  Tiber's  bank,  almighty  Rome, 
Fated  £»  me,    A  nobler  spirit  warm'd 
Her  sons;  and,  roused  by  tyrants,  nobler  still 
It  bum'd  in  Brutus;  the  proud  Tarquins  chased, 
With  all  their  crimes;  bade  radiant  eras  rise, 
And  the  long  honours  of  the  Consul-line.    . 

'  Here,  firoin  the  fidrer,  not  the  greater,  plan 
Of  Greece  I  varied;  whose  nwrni-^ng  states, 
By  the  JLeen  soul  of  emulation  pierced, 
Long  waged  alone  the  Idoodless  war  of  arts, 
And  their  best  empire  gain'd.    But  to  diffuse 
O'er  men  an  empire  was  my  purpose  now: 
To  let  my  martial  majesty  abroad ; 
Into  the  vortex  of  one  state  to  draw 
The  whole  mix'd  force,  and  liberty,  on  earth; 
To  conquer- tyrants,  and  set  nations  firee. 

*  The  southsm  psita  of  Italy  sod  Sicily,  to  called  because 
if  the  Gndan  00100168  Uiare  BDUled. 
1  Ilia  icholarB  were  enjoined  flUence  lor  five  jewp. 
t  Hm  tbor  cardioAl  rirtuea 


'  Already  have  I  given,  with  flying  toudi, 
A  broken  view  qf  this  my  ampl^t  nigiL 
Now,  while  its  first,  last,  periods  yon  survey, 
Mark  how  it  labouring  rose,  and  rapid  feD. 

'  When  Roipe,  in  ru>on-tide  empire  grasp'd  the 
world, 
And,  soon  as  her  resistless  legions  shone, 
The  nations  stoop'd  around;  though  then  appear^i 
Her  grandeur  most;  yet  in  h^  dawn  of  power. 
By  many  a  jealous  equal  people  press'd, 
Then  was  the  toil,  the  mighty  struggle  then; 
Then  for  each  Roman  I  a  hero  told ; 
And  every  passing  sun,  and  Larian  scene, 
Saw,  patriot  virtues  then,  and  awful  deeds, 
That  or  surpass  the  fiuth  of  modern  times, 
Or,  if  believed,^  with  sacred  horror  strike. 

'For  then  to  prove  my  most  exalted  power, 
I  to  the  point  of  full  perfection  push'd, 
To  fbn^ess  and  enthusiastic  zeal. 
The  great,  the  reigning  passion  of  the  free. 
That  godlike  passion  |  which,  the  bounds  of  s^ 
Divinely  bursting,  the  whole  public  takes 
Into  the  heart,  enlarged,' and  burning  high 
With  the  mix'd  ardour  ^f  unnumber'd  selves; 
Of  allf  who  safe  beneath  the  voted  laws 
Of  the  same  parent  state,  firatemal,  live. 
From  this  kind  sun  of  moral  nature  flow'd 
Virtues,  that  shine  the  light  of  humankind, 
And,  ray'd  through  story,  warm  remotest  time. 
These  virtues  too,  refle<^  to  their  source, 
Increased  its  flame.     The  social  charm  vreot 

round,    . 
The  fair  idea,  more  attractive  stOI, 
As  inore  by  virtue  mark'd;  till  Romans,  aO 
One  baxid  of  firiends,  unconquerable  grew. 

'  Hence,  when  thsif  country  raised  her  plaintive 
voice, 
The  voice  of  pleading  Nature  was  not  heard; 
And  in  their  hearts  the  fathers  throbb'd  no  nK>re; 
Stem  to  thems^ves,  but  gentle  to  the  whole. 
Hence  sweeten'd  Pain,  the  luxury  of  toil; 
Patience,  that  baffled  fortune's  utmost  rage; 
High-minded  Hope,  which  at  th6  bv?est  ebb, 
When  Brermus  conquered,  and  when  Canne  bled^ 
The  bravett  iinpulse  felt,  and  scom'd  despair. 
Hence  Moderation  ariew  conquest  gain'd: 
As  on  the  vanquish'd,  like  descending  heaven, 
Thdr  dewy  mercy  dropp'd,  the  bounty  beam'd, 
And  by  the  labouring  hand  were  crowns  bestowed. 
Fruitful  of  men,  hence  hard  laborious  hfe, 
Which  no  fatigue  can  quell,  no  ^season  pieroe. 
Hence,  Independence,  with  his  little  pleased 
Serene,  and  self-suflkient,  like  a  god ; 
in  whofti  Corruption  could  not  lodge  one  charm, 
While  he  his  honest  roots  ta  gold  preierr'd; 
While  truly  rich,  and  by  las  Salnne  field, 
The  man  maintain'd,  the  Roman's  splendour  aD 
Was  in  the  pubtic  wealth  and  glory  placed: 
Or  ready,  a  rough  swain,  to  guide  ^  ploagh; 
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Or  eke,  the  purple  d*er  his  shdulder  thrown, 
In  long  majiwtic'flow,  to  rule  the  state, 
With  WiMlcim's  pureit  eye;  or,  clad  in  steel,    . 
To  drive  the  steady  battle  on  the  foe. 
Hence  every  passion,  e^n  the  proudest,  stooped 
To  common 'good:  Camillus,  thy  revenge; 
Thy  glofy,  FaUiu,    All  submissive  hence, 
Consuls,  Dictiitors,  sti&  resignM  their  rule, 
The  veiy  moment  that  the  laws  oitlairi'd. 
Though  Conquest 'o'er  them  clapp'd  het  eagle- 

vniigs, 
Her  laurels  wreath'd,  and  yoked  her  snowy  steeds 
To  the  triumphal  cut;'  soon  as  expired 
The  latest  hour  of  sway,  taught  to  submit, 
^A  harder  lesson  that  than  to  command) 
Into  the  private  Roman  sunk  th^  chief. 
If  Rome  was  served,  and  glorious,  careless  they 
By  whom;    Their  countaqy's  fiune  they'  deem'd 

their  own;     - 
And  above  envy,  in  a  rival's  train. 
Sung  the  loud  Ids  by  themsetves  deserved. 
Hence  matchless  courage.    On  Cremera's  bank, 
Hence  fell  the  Fabu ;  hence  the  Decii  died ; 
And  CurttuS^lunged  into  the  flaming  gulf. 
Hence  Regulu^  the  wavering  fathers  firin'd, 
By  dieadiiil  counsel  never  given  before ; 
For  Roman  honour  sued,  and  his  own  doom. 
Hence  he  sust^in'd  to  dare  &  death  prepared 
By  Punic  rage.    On  earth'  his  manly  look 
Relentless  fix'd,  he  fiom  a  last.embraoe. 
By  chains  polluted,  put  his  wife  aside,         ' 
^8  little  children' dimbing  for  a  kiss ;    , 
Then  diunb  through  rows  of  weeping,  wonderfog 

friends,     ...  ^' 

A  new  illustrious  ejaHe !  press'd  along. 
Nor  lees' impatient  did  he  pierce  th6  crowds 
Opposing  his  return^  than  if,  escaped 
From  long  litigious  suits,  he  glad  forsook 
The  noisy  town  a  while  and  city  cloud 
To  breathe  Venafrian,  or  Tarentine  air. 
Need  I  these  high  particulars  recount  1 
The  meanest  bosom  felt  a  thirst  for  fame ; 
Flight  their  wont  death,  and  shame  their  only  fear. 
Llife  had  no  charms,  nor  any  terrors  fate, 
When  Rome  and  glory  call'd.  .  But,  in  one  view, 
Mark  the  rare  boast  of  these  unequid'd  times. 
Ages  revolved  unsullied  by  a  crime: 
Astrea  rei^'d,  anil  scarcely  needed  laws 
To  bind  a  race  elated^with  the  pride  « 
Of  virtue,  and  disdaining  to  descend 
To  meanness,  mutual  violence,  and  wrongs. 
While  war  around  them  raged,  in  happy  Rome 
All  peaceful  smiled,  all  save  the  passing  ^ouds 
That  often  hang  on  Freedom's  jealous  brow ; 
And  fidr  unUemish'd  centuries  elapsed,  ^ 
When  not  a  Roman  bled  but  m  the  field. 
Their  virtue  such,  that  an  unbalanced  state, 
Still  between  Noble  and  plebeian  tost, 
As  flow'd  the  wuve  o^  fluctuating  power, 


Was  then  kept  firmj  and  with  triumphant  prow 
Rode  out  the  storms.-^  Oft  though  the  native 

feuds. 
That  from  the  first  their  constitution  shook, 
XA  lliten^  ruin,  growing  as  it  grew,) 
Stood  on  the  threatening  point. of  civil  war 
Ready  to  rush :  yet  could  the  lenient^  voice 
Of  wisdom,  soothing  the  tumultuous  soul. 
Those  sons  of  virtue  cahn.   Their  getierous  heaitai 
Unpetrified  by  s^lf,  so.  naked  lay 
And  sensible  to  Truth;  that  o'er  the  rage 
Of  giddy  fkction,  by  oppression  swell'd,"  ♦ 
Prevafl'd  a  dinple  fable,  and  at  once 
To  peace  reco^^d  the  divided  state. - 
But  if  their  ofleii  cheated  hopes  refused 
The  soothing  touch ;  still,  in  the  love  of  Rome^ 
The  droad  Dictator  found  a  sure  resource. 
Was  she  alasaultedl  was  her  glory  stain'dt 
One  common  quanel  wide  inflamed  the  whole. 
Foes  in  the  forum  in  the  field  wero  friends,    ' 
By  social  danger  bound ;  each  fond  fbr  <^h, 
Ajid  for  their  dearest  country  all,  to  die.  ' 

*  Thus  up  the  hill  of  empire  slow  they  toil'd : 
Till,  the  bold  Summit  gain'd,  the  thousand  stated 
Of  prouid  Italia  blended  into  one ; 

Then  o'er  the  nations  they  redstless  msh'd. 
And  toueh'd  the  limits  of-the  failing  world. 

*  Lot  Fancy's  eye  the  distant  lines  unite. 
See  that  which  borders  vrild  the  Western  main, 
Where  storms  at  large  resound,  and  tides  im- 
mense; 

From  Cifledonia's  dim  cerulean  coast. 
And  mont  If  iberaia,  to  wheire  Atlss,  lodged 
Amid  the  restless  clouds  and  leaning  heaven. 
Hangs  o'er  the  4<4p  that  borrows  thence  its  name. 
Mark  ftiat  opposed,  where  first  the  springing'mom 
Her  roses  sheds,  and  shakes  around  her  dews: 
From  the  dire  deserts  by  the  Caspian  laved,' 
To  where  the  Tigris.and  .fiupmtes,  join'd. 
Impetuous  teAr  the  Babylonian  plun; 
And  bless'd  Arabhi  aromatic  breathes. 
See  that  dividing  fiir  the  watery  north. 
Parent  of  floods  .^  from  the  m^estic  Rhine,' 
Drunk   by  Batavian   meads,  to  where  seven 

mouth'd, 
In  Eukine  waves  the  flashing  Danube  rottrs: 
To  where  the  frozen  Tanais  scarcely  stirs 
The  dead  Meotic  pool,  or  the  long  Rha,* 
In  the  bladL  ScytMan  seat  his  torrent  tfaiovra. 
Last,  that  beneath  the  Immuig  zone  behold : 
See  where  it  runs,  from  the  deep-loaded  plains 
Of  Mauritania  to  the  Libyan  sands. 
Where  Ammon  Hfls  amid  the  torrid  waste 
A  verdant  isle,  with  shade  and  fbuhtain  freslky 
And  farther  to  the  full  Egyptian  shore, 
To  where  the  Nile  from  Ethiopian  ck>uds, 


*  Tbe  ancient  name  of  the  Volga. 
tTheGBsplanSea.' 
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Hif  never  dnun'd  etbenal  um,  deioeiid*. 

In  this  Tsat  spaee  what  Tuiooi toDgUM  and «Utn! 

What  bounding  rocks,  and  monntainii,  floods,  and 

naa! 
What  pur|^  tyrants  qvell'd,  and  nations  fteedl 
*  O'er  Greece,  descended  chie(  with  stealth  di- 
vine, 
The  Roman  bounty  in  a  flood  of  day: 
As  at  her  Isthmian  games,  a  fading  pomp! 
Her  fiiU-assembled  youth  innumeioQs  swarm'd. 
On  a  tribunal  raised,  Fkminins  eat: 
A  victor  he,  from  the  deep  phalanx  pieited 
Of  iion-coated  Maoedon,  and  back 
The  Qredan  tyrant*  t6  his  bounds  rqteDU 
In  the  high  thoughtless  gaiety  of  game, 
While  sport  iJone  their  unambitious  hearts 
Possesi'd;  the  sudden  trumpet,  sounding  hoarse, 
Bade  silence  o'er  the  bright  asKmUy  reign. 
Then  thusa  hendd:— ''  To  the  states  of  Oieeoe 
The  Roman  people,  uhconfined,  restore 
Their  countries,  citia,  liberties,  and  laws: 
Taxes  temit,  and.  garrisons  withdraw." 
The  crowd  sstonish'd  half,  and  half  infi>rm'd, 
Stared  dubbus  round;  -some  question'd,  some  ex- 

daim'd, 
(Like  one  who  dreaming,  between  hope  and  fear, 
Is  lost  in  anxiottsjoy,)' Be  that  again,         , 
Be  that  again  prochdm'd,  distinct,  and  loud.' 
Loud,  and  distinct,  it  was  again  prodaim'd ; 
And  still  as  midnight  in  the  rural  shade. 
When  the  gale  slumbers,  they  the  words  devour'd. 
A  while  seven  amazement  held  them  mute, 
Then  bmting  bsoad,  the  boundkss  shout  to  Hea- 
ven 
From  many  a  thousand  hiearts  ecstatic  sprung. 
On  every  hand  rebeDow'd  to  their  joy 
The  swelling  sea,  the  roeks,  and  vooA  hiUs: 
Through  all  her  turreto  stately  Coiintht  shook; 
And,  firom  the  void  above  of  shattered  ^r, 
The  flittmg  bird  leU  breathlesi  to  the  ground. 
What  piercing  bliss,  how  keen  a  sense  of  fiune, 
Did  then,  Flaminius^  reach  thy  inmost  soul  I 
And  with  what  deep-fidt  gk>ry  didst  thou  then 
Escape  the  fimdness  of  transported  Greece? 
Mix'd  in  a  tempest  of  superior  joy, 
They  left  the  sports;  like  Bacchanals  they  flew, 
Each  other  straining  in  a  atrict  emhraoe. 
Nor  strain'd  a  slave ;  and  loud  arclaims  till  night 
Round  the  Proconsul's  tent  repeated  rung. 
Then,  ciown'd  with  garlands,  came  the  festive 

hours; 
And  music,  sparkling  wine,  and  converse  warm. 
Their  raptures  waked  anew.    "Ye gods!  (they 

cried) 
ye  guardian  gods  of  Greece!  and  are  we  feeel    . 
Wfts  it  not  madness  deem'd  the  veiy  thought  1 


'TbenngarifaoedoQla. 

tTbe  bthmiao  garaea  were  oalebnted  al  Corinth. 


And  is  it  true  1  How  did  we  purchase  chainsl 

At  what  a  dire  expense  of  kindred  bloodi 

And  are  they  pow  dissohed.l    And  scarce  mt 

drop 
For  the  feir  first  of  biessings  ham  we  paid  1 
Courage,  and  conduct,  in  the  doubtful  £dd. 
When  ragea  wide  the  atonn  of  mingling  war. 
Are  rare4ndeed;  but  how  to  generous  ends 
To  turn  sueeesa,  and4xmqnest,  rarer  slifl: 
That  the  great  gods  and  Romans  only  know. 
Lives  there  on  earth,  almost  to  Greece  mduaown, 
A  people  so  magnanimoas,  to  quit 
Their  native  soil,  traverse  the  stoimy  deep. 
And  by  their  blood  and  treasure,  qpeut  for  na^ 
Redeem  our  atatea,  our  liberties,  and  laws! 
There  dbes!  there  does!    Oh  saviour,  Tiki»! 

Rome!' 
Thus  through  the  happy  night  they  pooi'd  thnr 

souls. 
And  in  my  last  reflected  beams  rejoioedL 
As  when  the  shepherd,  on  the  monntain-hrow, 
Sits  piping  to  his  flpcks  and  gamesome  kids; 
Meantime  the  sun,  beneath  the  green  eaith  sonl^ 
Slants  upward  o'er  the  scene  a  parting  gleam: 
Short  is  the  glory  that  the  mountoin  gilds. 
Plays  on  the  gtitterihg  flocks^  ai^   glads  the 

swain; 
To  weatem  worids  irrevocable  rolFd, 
Rapid,  the  aouroe  of  light  recalls  hiMay.' 

Here  interpoang  I—'  Oh,  Gtueen  of  men! 
Beneath  whasesceptre  in  tfmrntial  rights 
Equal  they  live;  though  placed  fer  ""mm^y  good, 
Various,  or  in  subjection  or  coounand; 
And  that  by  common  dyoioe:  alas!  thesona^ 
With  virtue,  fr^om,  and  with  glory  bright. 
Streams  into  bk>od,  and  darkimsiBte  wow" 
Thus  she  pursued:—"  Neir  thb  great  esa,  Roaa 
Began  to  feel  the  swift  approach  of  fete, 
That  now  her  vitals  gain'd:  still  more  ajodaoie 
Her  deep  divisions  kindling  into  rage, 
And  war  with  chains  and  desolation  charged. 
From  an  unequal  balance  of  her  sons 
These  fieros  contentions  sprung:  and,  asincnaaed 
Thii  hated  inequality,,  mote  fierce 
They  flamed  to  tumuk.    In^ependenoe  &tlVI; 
Hen  by  luxurious  wants,  by  real  thero; 
And  with  this  virtue  every  virtue  sunk, 
As,  with  the  sliding  rock,  the  pile  austain'd. 
A  last  attempt,  too  late,  the  Gracchi  made, 
To  &X.  the  flying  scale,  and  poiae  the  state. 
On  one  aide  swell'd  aristocratic  pride; 
With  Usury,  the  .villain!  whose  feU  gripe 
Bends  by  degrees  to  baseness  the  firee  soul: 
And  Luxury  rapadous,  crari,  msan, 
Mother  of  vice!  Whileon  the  other. crept 
A  populace  in  want,  with  pleasure  fired; 
Fit  for  proscriptions,  fer  the  darkest  deeds^ 
As  the  proud  feeder  bade;  inconstant,  Uin^ 
Deserting  fidends  at  need,  and  duped  by  fees: 
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hood  and  ■editaoofl,  when  a  chief  Inipifed    ' 
Their  headlong  fury,  but  of  him  deprived, 
Already  slavei  thai  lick'd  theecouiging  hand. 

' '  This  iSnn  xepublic^  that  against  the  hlaat 
Of  oppodtkm  rose;  that  (hke  an  oak, 
Noned  on  finocious  Algidum,*  whoee  boughs 
Still  Btiongerahoot  beneath  the  rigid  axe,) 
By  lois,  by  slaughter,  from  the  steel  itself,    , 
E'enlbroe  and  spirit  drew;  soil  with  the  cidm, 
The  dead  serene  of  psosperoas  fortune,  pined. 
Nought  now  her  weighty  legions  oould  oppose; 
Hert  terror  once,  on  Afiic's,  tawny  ahoire, 
Now  fanned  in  dust,  a  stabluig  now  for  wolves; 
And  every  dreaded  power  received  the  yoke. 
Besides,  destructive,  firom  the  conquered  East, 
In  the  soft  plunder  came  that  woist  of  .plagues^ 
That  pestilence  of  mind,  a  fever'd  thxrrt 
For  the  ftlse  joys  which  Luxury  prapaies. 
Dnworthy  joys  I  tiiat  vrastelul  leave  Jbehiud 
No  mark  of  honour,  in  reflecting  hour, 
No  secret  ray  to  glad  the  conscious  soul; 
At  onoa  involving  in  onb  ruin  wealth, 
And  wealth-acqi]^ring  powers:  vrtdie  stupid  self, 
Of  narrow  gust,  and  hebetating  sense, 
Devour  the  nobler  faculties  of  bliss. 
Hence  Roman  virtue  slackened  into  sloth; 
Security  rdax'd  the  softening, state; 
And  ti»  broad  eye  of  government  lay  closed^ 
No  moto  the  htws  inviolable  reign'd, 
AndpnUic  wnealnomore'^:  but  party  raged; 
And  partial  iMwer,  and  license  uniestrain'd, 
Let  Discord  through  the  deathfid  city  loose. 
First,  mild  Tiberins,t  on  thy  sacred  head 
The  fury  *s  vengeance  fell;  the  first,  whose  blood 
Had  since  the  consuls  stained  contending  Rome. 
Of  precedent  pernicious  I  withtheebled 
Three  hundred  Romans*,  with  thy  brother,  next, 
Three  thousand  moie:  tUl,  into  battles  tum'd 
Debates  of  peace,  and  fbtCed  the  trembling  laws,  - 
The  Forum  alid  Comitia  horrid  giew^ 
A  some  pf  bartered  power,  cr  reeking  ^re. 
When,  haif-aahamed,  Cotrnptian's  thievish  sits, 
And  ruffian  fbrae  begin  to  eap  the  mounds 
And  majesty  of  laws;  if  not|n  time 
Repress'd  severe,  for  human  aid  too  stroi^ 
The  torrent  turns,  ^nd  overbean  the  whole. 

^  Thus  Luxury,  DiMension,  amix'd  rage 
Of  boundless  pleasure  and  of  boundless  wealth, 
Want-wishing  change,  and^aste-iepairing  war, 
Rapine  for  ever  lostto  peaceful  toil, 
OvS^  unatooed,  profuse  of  blood  Revenge, 
Corruption  all  avow'd,  and  lawless  Forc^ 
Each  heig^itening  eadi,  altem  ite  shook  the' state. 
Meantime  Ambition,  at  the  dauling  head 
Of  hardy  legions,  with  the  laurels  heap'd 
And  spoil  of  nations,  in  one  ciiding  blast 


Combined  in  various  stonH,  and  from  its  base 

The  broad  republic  tore.    By  Virtue  built 

It  tovicb'd  the  skies,  and  spread  o'er  shelter'd  earth 

An  ample  roof:  by  Virtue  too  sustain'd, 

And  balanced  steady,  eveiy  tempert  sung 

Innoxious  by,  or  bade  it  firmed  stand. 

But  when,  with,  sudden  and  enormous  chaugr, 

The  first  of  mankind  sunk  into  the  last, 

As  once  in  Virtue,  so  in  Vice  extreme, 

This  univetsal  ialNrie  yielded  loose, 

Before  Ambition  still;  and  thundering  down. 

At  last,  beneath  its  nuns  cru9h'd  a  world. 

A  conquering  people,4o  themselves  a  prey, 

Must  ever  fall ;  when  their  victorious  troops,    - 

In  bipod  and  rapine  savage  grown,  can  find 

No  Hind  to  sack  and  pillage  but  their  own. 

**  By  brutal  Marius,  and  keen  Sylla,  first 
Efiused  the  deluge  dire  of  dvil  blood, 
Unceasmg  woes  began,  and  this,  or  that. 
Deep-drenching  their  revenge,  nor  virtue  spared, 
Nor  sfex,  nor  age,  nor  quality,  nor  name; 
Till  Rome,  into  a  human  shambles  tum'd,    > 
Made  deserts  lovely, — Oh,  to  well  eam'd  diains, 
Devoted  race !— If  no  true  Roman.Uien, 
No  Scnvola  there  was,  to  r^ise  for  me 
A  vengeful  hand:  was  there  no  father,  robb'd 
Of  Uooming  youth  to  prop  his  withered  agel 
No  son,  a  witness  to  Us  hoary  sire 
In  dust  and  gore  defiled  1  no  finend,'  fi>rlom1 
No  wretch  that  doubtful  tiembled  for  himself? 
None  brave,  or  wild,  to  pierce  a  monster's  heart. 
Who,  heaping  hooDor  round,  no  mole  deserved 
The  saci«d  shelter  of  the  htwa  he  spurn'dl 
No: — Sad^o'er  all  profound  dejection  sat^ 
And  nerveless  fear.    The  slave's  asylum  thcus* 
Or  flight,  ill-jud^Jig,  that  the  tunid  back 
Turns  weak  to  slaughter;  or  partaken  guilt 
In  vain  firom  Sylla's  vanity  I  drew 
An  unexampled  deed.    TWpower/ieaign'd, 
And  all  unhoped  the  commonwealth  restored. 
Amazed  the  public,  and  efiaced  his  crimes. 
Through  streets  yet'Streanung  from  his  murderoua 

hand 

Unarm'd  he  stray'd,  uqguarded,  unassail'd. 
And  on  the  bed  of  peace  his  ashes  laid; 
A  grace,  which  I  to  his  denussbn  gave. 
But  with  him  died  not  the  despotic  soul.    .   . 
Ambition  saw  that  stooping  Rome  could  beai^ 
A  master,  nor  had  virtue  to  be  free, 
fience,  for  succeeding  years,  my  troubled  reign 
No  certaiii  peace,  no  spreading  prospect  know. 
Destruction  gather'd  round.  Still  the  Uack  soul, 
O^of  a  Catiline,  or  Rullus,*  swell'd 
With  fell  designs;  and  all  the  watchful  art 


*  A  tofwn  ol  Ladan,  mar  TtwolonL 
tnbtttuaOEMdiua 


t  Guthaea 


'Publias ServUlua  RoUui^  trilNme of  tliB  peoplB^  pcopona 
an  ikgrarlan  Law,  in  appeanuice  vei^  adTaniageooB  for  the 
people,  but  dosructiva  of  their  Ubdrty:  and  which  was  da 
feaud  I7  the  ekiquanoB  of  aoeiOk  In  hia  speech  again*  RuDua 
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Of  Cioero  demanded,  all  the  force, 
All  the  state-'wielding  magic  of  his  tongue; 
And  all  the  thunder  of  my  Cato's  zeaL 
With  these  I  lingei^d;  till  the  flame  anew 
Burst  out,  in  blaie  imuMJnae,  and  wrapt  the  worid. 
Xho  shameful  contest  sprung ;  to  whom  mankind 
Should  yield  the  neck :  to  Pompey,  who  oonoeal'd 
A  rage  in^tient  of  an  equal  m<me; 
Or  to  the  nohler  Ccsar»  on  whose  brow 
O'er  daiing  vice  deluding  yirtue  smiled, 
And  who  no  less  a  vain  superior  scom'd.  ' 
Both  bled,  but  bled  in  vain.    New  traitors  rose. 
The  Tenal  wiQ  be  bought,  the  base  have  lords. 
To  these  vile  wars  I  left  ambitious  sUves; 
And  from  Pbilii^i's^^eld,  from  where  in -dust 
The  last  of  Romans,  matchless  Brutus!  lay, 
Spread  to  the  north  untamed  a  rapid  wing. 

'  What  though  the  first  smooth  Cssars  aits  ca- 
ressed. 
Merit  and  virtue,  stimulating  mel  ' 
Severely  tender !  Cfuelly  humiane ! 
The  chain  to  clinch,  and  make  it  softer  sit 
On  the  new-broken  Qjtill  ferocious  state. 
From  the  dark  Third,*  succeeding,  I  beheld 
The  imperial  monsters  all. — A  race  on  earth 
Vindictive,  sent  the  scourge  of  humankind! 
Whose  blind  profusion  drained  a  bankrupt  world ; 
Whose  lust  to  forming  nature  «eemB  disgrace; 
And  whose  infernal  rage  bade  every  drop 
Of  ancient  blood,  that  yet  retiin'd  my  flame^ 
To  that  of  Pstu8,t  in  the  peaceful  bath, 
Or  Rotne^  affirighted  streets,  inglorious  flow. 
But  almost  just  the  meanly  patient  death, 
That  waits  a  tyrant's  unprevented  stroke. 
Titus  indeed  gave  one  short  evening  gleam ;  ' 
More  cordial  felt,  as  in  the  midst  it  spread 
Of  storm,  and  horror.    The  delight  of  taen  I 
He  who  the  day^  when  his  o'erflowing  hand  * 
Had  made  no  happy  heart,  conduded  lost; 
Trajan  and  he,  vrith  the  mild  siret  .and  son, 
His  son  of  virtue !  eased  awhile  mankind; 
And  arts  revived  bene^ith  their  gentle  beam. 
Then  v^as  their  last  eflfort:  what  sculpture  raised 
To  Trajan's  glory,  following  triunifphs  stole ; 
And  mix'd  with  Gothic  forms,  (the  chiseVs  ^hame) 
On  that  triumphal  arch,f  cue  forms  of  Greece. 

^Meantime  o'er  rocky  Thrace,  atid  the  deep 
vales 
Of  gelid  HiBm«i8, 1  pursiied  my  flight; 


•TWwiusL 

t  Thmaea  Patiu,  put  to  death  by  Nerai  Taciuis  Introdaces 
Itie account  he  gives  of  his  death,  thus:— ''After  having  in- 
humuily  Uaughiered  ao  many  Hlufltrioua  men,  he  (Nero) 
burned  at  last  with  a  desire  of  ciatiogoflT  viitue  itself  in  the 
person  of  Thraa^a.'  &c 

t  Antoninus  Pim%  and  his  adopted  son  Rlarcus  AuTDlins, 
sAerwards  called  Antdnlniia  Phlloaoplius. 

f  GonstanOne's  arch,  to  build  which,  that  of  Trajan  was 
0e«iOTed,  scttlixura  baring  been  then  almost  ekitirely  l»tr     | 


And,  piercing  farthest  Scythia,  westward  swqA 
Sarmajtia,*  traversed  by  a  thousand  streams. 
A  sullen  land  of  lakes,  and  fens  immense, 
Of  rocks,  resounding  torrents,  gloomy  heaths, 
And  cruel  deserts  Uack  with  sounding  pine ; 
Where  nature  fiowns:  though  sometines  into 


She  softens;  and  immediate  at  the  touch 
Of  southern  gales,  throws  from  the.  sudden  glebe 
Luxuriant  pasture,  and  a  waste  of  floweis. 
But,  oold-compress'd,  when  the  whole  loaded 

heaven 
Descends  in  snow,  kist  in  one  white  abrupt, 
Lies  undistii^guish'd  earth ;  and,  soxed  by  frost 
Lakes,  headlong  streams,  and  floods,  and  oceans 

sleep.  ^       •      ^ 
Yet  there  life  gkws;  the  furry  millioDs  the^ 
l>eep  dig  their  dens  beneath  the  sheltering  snows: 
And  there  a  race  of  men  prolific  swaims, 
To  various  pain,  to  little  pleasure  used ; 
On  whom,  keen-parehing,  beat  Riphean  winds; 
Hard  like  their  s6il,  and  Uke  their  climate  fierce, 
The  nursery  of  nations  l^These  I  roused. 
Drove  land  on  land,  on  people  people  poor'd; 
ym  from  almost  perpetual  night  they  broke. 
As  if  in  search  of  day;  and  o'^  the  banks 
Of  yielding  empire,  only  slave-sustain'd, 
Resistless  raged;  in  vengeance  urged  by  me. 

'Long  in  the  barbarous  heart  the  buried  seeds 
Of  Freedom  lay,  for  many^  a  wintry  ige ; 
And  though  my  spirit  wofik'd,  by  stovr  degrees, 
Nought  but  its  pride  and  fierceness  yet  appear'd. 
Thai  was  the  night  of  time,  that  parted  vroiUs. 
I  quitted  earth  the  while.    As  when  theiribes 
Aerial,  warn'd  ofrising  winter,  ride 
Ailtumnal  winds,  to  warmer  climates  home; 
So,  arts  and  each,  good  genius  in  my  train, 
I  cut  the  cloang  gloom,  and  •oar'd  to  Heaven. 
'    *  In  the  bnght  regions  there  of  purot  day, 
Far  other  scenes,  and  palaces,  arise, 
Adsrn'd  profuse  with  otlier  arts  divine. 
All  beamty  here  below,  to  them  compared,  - 
Would,  like  a  rose  before  the  midday  sun. 
Shrink  up  its  blossom;  like  a  bubble  break 
The  passing  poor  magnificence  of  kings. 
^or  there  the  King  of  Nature,  in  full  blaxe, 
Calls  e^ry  splendour  fbrth;  :aiid  there  his  oouzt, 
Amid  ethereal  powers,  and  virtues,  holds ; 
Angel,  arohangel,  tutelary  gods, 
Of  cities,  nations,  empires,  and  of  worida. 
But  sacred  be  (he  veU,  that  kmdly  clouds 
A  light  too  keen  for  mortals;  wraps  a  view 
Too  softening  fair,  for  those  that  here  in  dust 
Must  cheerfiil  toil  out  their  appointed  years. 
A  sense  of  higher  life  would  only  damp 
The  schodboy^s  task,  and  spoil  his  pbiyful  houn. 


'The  ancient  Sanmoa oootained a Tast  tract  of  couxiy 
running  an  along  the  north  ofBurope  and  Asia  > 
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Nor  Gouki  the  chikl  of  Reason,' feeble  maxi. 
With  vigour  thrc^ugh  this  infant-being  drudge ; . 
Did  brighter  worlds,  their  unimagined  bliss 
Disdosing,  daazle  and  dissolve  liis  mind.' 


PART  IV. 
Bjarim.  "    * 

•  C0KTENT8. 
DUbnnto  betwixt  Oie  Andents  and  Modeim  ril^Uly 
tooched^iilNiii.  Deicrlption  of  Uw  dark  «««;  11^  Ooddea 
<rf  Liberty,  who  during  Umbo. is  supposed  tp.  have  left  esnh, 
returns,  Wiended  with  Arte  and  Science^  She  flj;«  descends 
00  Italy.  Sculplure,  Painting,  and  Archllficiure  fix  at  Rom^ 
10  TOTiTo  their  seyeral  arts  by  the  great  mftoela  of  antiquity 
tfa«i«»  which  many  biirttaiow  luTBsiQns  had  not  been  aUS  to 
destroy.  Hw lerival  of  thssa arts  mSrlnd out.  ThatsoniB- 
limes  arts  may  'jBouiirii  for  a  while  under  despotic  govern- 
mental though  never  the  hatural  and  geiiuine  production  of 
them.  Lcammg  begins  to  dawn.  The  MuBe  and  Science 
attend  liberty,  who  in  her  progwas  towards  Great  Britain 
raises  seTenlftee  states  and  cities.  These  enumerated.  Au- 
thot's  exclamaaon  of  joy,  upon  seeing  the  Priiish  sei 
coastorise  In  the  vimon,  which  painted  wfaateVer.tlHi  Goddess 
of  Liberty  said.  She.  resiunes  her  narration.  The  Genius  of 
ihe  Deep  appears,  and  addressing  liberty,  associates  Great 
ariiain  into  his  dominioa  Uboty  recelted  and  congnttu- 
lated  1^  Biltaimia,  toA  the'  Native*^  Genii  or  Virtues  of  ther 
island  THieSa  desocibed.  Animated  by  the  pressure  of  li- 
beny,  they  begin*  their  operations.  Tlieir  beneficent  Infiuenbe 
contrasted  with  the  works  and  delusions  of  opposing  Demons. 
Concludes  with  an  abstract  of  the  English  hiAory,  marlclng 
the  several  Advances  of  LIMtty,  down  to  her  complete  e«a- 
Uiduneni  at  the  RevduikuL 


Struck  with  the'  rising  scene,  thus  I  amazed : 
^  Ah,  Goddess,  what  a  change !  is  earth  the 
samel  • 

Of  the  same  kind  the  ruthless  race  she  (eedsl 
And  does  the  same  fair  sun  and  ether  spread 
Round  this  yile  spot  their  all-enlivening  soul  1 
Lo !  beauty  fails;  lost  in  unlovely  forms    > 
Of  little  pomp,  magnificence  no  more 
Exalts  the  mind,  and  bid  the  public  smile: 
While  to  rapacnms  inteies^  Glory  leaves 
Mankind,  and  every  grace  of  life  is  gone.' 

To  this  the  Power,  whose  vital  radiance  caOs 
From  the  brute  mass  of  man  an  order'd  world  i 
'  Wait  till  th«  momixig  shines,  and  firom  the 
depth 
Of  Gothic  darkness  springs  another -day. 
True,  Genius.droops;  the  tender  And^t  taste 
Of  Beauty,  then  fresh  blooming  in  her  prime. 
But  faintly  trembles  thorough  the  callous  soul; 
And  Grandeur,  or  of  morals,  or  of  life, 
Sinks  into  safe  pursuits,  and  creeping  cares, 
fi'en  cautions  Vtrtue  seems  to  stoop  her  flight,/ 
And  aged  life  to  deem  the  generous  deeds 
Of  youth  romantic.  Yet  in  cooler  thought 
Wdl  reason'd,in  researdies  piercing  deep 
Through  nature's  works,  iff  profitable  arts, 


And  all  that  calm  Exf 

(Slow  guide,  but  sure,)  1 

Elzaltel.rise,  with  other  honours  crown'd ; 

And,  where  my  Spirit  wakes. the  finer  powers, 

Athenian  laurels  ptill  afresh  shall  bloom.. 

Oblivious  ages  pass'd  \  while  earthy  forsook 
By  her  best  Genii,  lay  to  Demons  foal, 
And  unchain'd  Furies,  an  abandon'd  prey. 
Contention  led  the  van;  first  small  of  size. 
But  soon  dilating  to  the  skies  she  towers : 
Then,  wide  as  air,the  ^'id'Fury  spread,  ■ 

And  high  her  head  above  the  stormy  clouds, 
;She  biased  in  omens,  sweU'd  the  groaning  winds 
With  vrild  surmises,  battlings,  sounds  of  war : 
From  Umd  to  land  the  maddening  trumpet  blew, 
And  poured'  her  venom  through  the  heart  of  man. 
Shook  to  the  pole,  the  Nort^  obey'd  her  call. 
Forth  rush'd  the  bloody  power  of  Gothic  war, 
War  agfinst  human  kind :  Raping,  thajt  led 
Millions-  of  raging  robbers  in  his  traiii : 
Unlistening,  barbarous  Force,  to  whom  the  sword 
Is  reason,  honour,  law:  the  foe  of  arts 
By  numsters  foUow'd,  hideous  to  behold,     .  . 
That  claimed  their  place. .  ^  Outrageous  mix'd  with 

these 
Another  species  of  ^(yrannic^  rule, 
Unknown  before,  whose  cankerous  shackles  seized 
The  enyenoih'd  soul;  a  wilder  t'ury, she  .    ^ 
Evei>  o'er  her  Elder  Sisteit  tyrannized ;  . 
Or,  if  perchance  agreed,  inflamed  her  rage. 
Dire  was  her  train,  and  bud :  the  sable  band. 
Thundering ; — "  Submit,  ye  Laity  I  ye  profane ! 
Earth  is  the  lord's,  and  therefore  oursf  let  kings 
Allow  .the  coiproon  daim,  and  halTbe  theirs; 
If  not,  behold  \  the  sacred  lightning  flies !" 
Scholastic  Discord,  with  a  hundred  tongues, 
For  science  uttering  jangling  words  obscure, 
Where  frighted  season  never  yet  could  dwell: 
Of  peremptory  feature,  cleric  Pride, 
Whose  reddening  cheek  nocontrafliclion  bean;  • 
And  holy  Slander,  his  associate  firm,  ] 
On  whom  the  lying  Spirit  still  descends : 
Mother  of  tortures!  persecuting  Zeal, 
High  flashing  in  I^er  hand  the  ready  torch. 
Or  poniard  bathed  in  unbelieving  blood ; 
Hell's  fiercest  fiend !  of  saintly  l^row  demure. 
Assuming  a  celestial  seraph's  name. 
While  she  beneath  the  blaspfiemous  pretence 
Of  pleasing  Parent  Heaven,  the  Source  of  Love  I 
Has  wrought  more  horrors,  more  detested  deedfl^ 
Than  all  the  rest  combined.    Led  on  by  her. 
And  wild  of  head  to  work  her  fell  designs, 
Camd  idiot  superstition ;  round  with  ^ears 
Innumerous  Btrow'd,  ten  thousand  monkish  finma 
With  legends  ply'd  them,  aiid  with  tenets,  meant 
To  chami  or  scare  the  simple  .into  slaves, 


'Church  powsr,  or  ecclesiastical  tyranny. 
1  ayil  tyxanny. 
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And  poison  namn;  groM,  she  BwaUowB  all, 
The  mott  tbmd  b^jBeving  ever  most^ 
Broad  o'er  thie  whAle  her  uniTeiwil  night, 
The  glooDi  itill  doulfing,  Ignorance  difited. 

'  Nought  to  he  eeen,  but  fidonary  monks 
To  oonndla  strolling,  i^d  emlnoiling  creeds; 
Banditti  Saints;^  distujbing  distant  lands; 
And  unknown  nations,  wandering  for  a  home. 
AU  lay  reTersed :  the  sacrad  arts  of  mle, 
Tam'd  to  flagitious  leagues  against  mankind^ 
And  arts  of  plonder  more  and  more  avoVd ; 
Pure  plain  Derotiont  to  a  solemn  faice; 
To  holy  dotage  "Virtue,  even  to  a  guile, 
To  minder,  uid  a  mockery  of  oaths ; 
BraTo  ancient  Freedom  to  the  rage  of  slaii;Bs,t 
Proud  oCthor  state,  and  fighting  for  their  chaiun 
Dishonoured  Courage  to  the  brato's  trade,| 
To  civil  broil ;  and  Glory  to  romance. 
Thus  human  life  unhinged,  to  ruin  reeled, 
And  ^dy  Reason  tottered  on  her  ihrbne. 

'  At  last  HeaTen's  best  Inexplicable  schfeme, 
Disclosing, hade  new  brightening  eras  smile. 
The  high  c6ouhand  gone  forth,  Arts  in  my  train, 
And  azure-mantled  Science,  swift  we  ^read 
A  sounding  pinion.    Eager  pity,  mix'd 
With  indignation,-  urged  h6r  downward  iKght 
On  Latium  ^rst  we  steop'd,  for  doubtful  file 
That  panted,  sunk  beneath  unnumber'd  woes. 
Ah,  poor  Italia!  what  a  bitter  cup 
Of  vengeance  hast  thop  draih'dl  OoChs.  Vandals, 

Huns, 
Lombards,  barbarians  broke  from  every  land, 
How  many  a  ruffian  form  hast  thou  beheld  1 
What  horrid  Jargons  heard,  where  rage  alone 
Was  all  thy  frighted  ear  could  comprehend  1 
How  frequent  by  the  red  inhuman  liand, 
Yet  warm  with '  brofther's,   huabanld's,  iUhei^s 

blood, 
Hast  thou  thy  matrons  and  thy  viigins  seen 
To  vk^ation  dragged,  and  mingled  death  t 
What  conflagrations,  earthquakes,  ravage,  floods, 
Have  tum'd  thy  cities  into  stony  wilds; 
And  sttocourless;  and  bare,  the  poor  reqiain* 
Of  wretches  forth  to  Nature's  common  casti 
Added  to  these  the  still  continued  waste 
Of  inbred  foes  that  on  Ihy. vitals  prey,ll 
And,  double  tyrants^  seize  ihe  very  souL 
Where  hadst  thou  treasures  for  this  rapine  aU*) 
These  hungry  myriads,  that  thy  bowels  tore, 
Heap'd  sack  on  sack,  and  buried  in  their  rage 
Wonders  of  art ;  whence  this  gray  scene,  a  mine 
Of  more  than  gdd  becomes  and  orient  gems. 
Where  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome  unit^  gbw. 

"  Here  Sculpture,  Painting,  Architecture,  bent 


tThB  oonrupcloni  of  the  cbuich  of  Roma. 

I  VaMdage,  whence  the  attachiaeDt  of  dans  to  their  eMeC 

IDnaUing..  I  The  HlerBxchy. 


Fran  ancient  models  to  restore  their  arts, 
Remain'd.    A  little  trace  we  how  they  rose. 

'  Amid  the  hoary  ruins,  Scclpture  fbrst. 
Deep  diggijog,  fhxn  the  cavern  da^  and  damp. 
Their  grave  for  ages,  bid  hsr  marble  race 
Spring  to  new  light    Joy  ^larkled  in  her  eyes. 
And  old  remembranoe  thrfll'd  in  every  thonght. 
As  she  thei  pleasing  resurrectioD  saw, 
In  leaning  site,  respiring  fiom  his  toils,  j 
The  well  known  Hero,*  who  deliver'd  Gheeoe, 
Hb  ample  chest,  all  ten^pested  vrith  force, 
UnoonqaeraUe  rearVl.    She  saw  the  head, 
Breathing  the  hero,  smaD,  of  Grecian  size. 
Scarce  more  extensive  than  the  sinewy  tieck: 
The  spreading  shouMers,  muscular  and  broad; 
The  whole  a  mass  of  swelling  stnewa,  tooch'd 
Into  harmonious  shape;  she  saw,  and  joj'd. 
Theyelfow  hunter,  Meleager,  raised 
His  beauteous  front,  and  through  the  fSinrii'J 

whole 
Shows  what  ideas  aniledbf  old  in  Gieeoe. 
Of  raging  aspect,  rush'd  impetuous  forth 
The  Gkdiatorrt  pitiless  his  look. 
And  each  keen  sinew  braced,  the  storm  of  war, 
Ruffling,  o^r  all  his  nervous  body  frowns. 
The  dying othert  firom  the  ghxun  she  drew: 
Supprated  on  his  shortened  arm  he  leans, 
Prone,  u^oiuzing;  with  Incumbent  fate, 
Heavy  declines  hu  head;  yet  dark  beneath 
The  suffering  feature  suOim  vengeance  lours. 
Shame,  indignation,  unaocomplish'd  rage, 
And  still  the  cheated  eye  expects  his  foil. 
All  conquest-flush'd,  from  prostrate  Python,  eama 
The  quiver'd  God.f    1^  graoefbl  act  he  atanfa, 
His  arm  extended  with  ih»  slackeu'd  bow: 
Light  flows  his  easy  robe,  and  fair  displays 
A  manly  soften'd  fbnn.    The  bloom  of  gods 
Seems  youthful  o'er  the  beardless  chedk  to  wave: 
His  fbatures  yet  heroic  aidow  wartes; 
And  sweet  subsiding  to  a  native  smile, 
Mix'd  with  the  joy  elating  conquest  gives, 
A  scattered  fhmn  exaltsiiis  mctchless  air. 
On  Flora  moved;  fainr  fuM  proportioned  limbi 
Rise  through  the  mantle  fluttering  in  the  braesa 
The  Glueen  of  Loveir  arose,  as  fhxn  the  deep 
She  sprung  in  ill  themeitfaig  pompofchairasL 
Bashful  she  bends,  her  wen  taught  look  aade 
Turns  in  enchanting  guise,  where  dubioas  mix 
Vain  conscious  beauty,  a  Assembled  sense 
Of  modest  shame,  and  slippery  looks  of  love. 
The  gazer  grows  enamour'd,  and  the  stone. 
As  if  exultmg  in  its  conquest,  smUes.    • 
So  tum'd  each  limb,  so  sweli'd  with  wohaing 

That  the  deluded  eye  the  maiUedoubta 
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/It  last  her  utmost  masterpiecls*  she  found,  ' 
That  Maro  firpd  ;t  the  miseiaUe  sire, 
Wrapt  with  his  son's  in  fate's  severest  grasp: 
The  serpents,  twisting  round,  their  stzingent  iolds 
Inextricable  tie.    Such  passion  heie» 
Such  agonies,  such  bitterness  of  pain. 
Seem  so  to  tremble  through  the  tortured  stone, 
That  the  touch'd  heart  engrosses  all  the  view, 
Ahnost  unmork'd  the  best  proportions  pass, 
That  ever  Greece  beh^^  and,  seen  alone. 
On  the  rapt  eye  the  imperious  pasoons  seize : 
The  iathel^s  double  pang8,,both  for  himself 
And  SODS  convulsed ;  to  Heaven  his  rueful  look, 
Imploring  aid^  and  half  accusing,  cast; 
His  fell  despair  with  indignation  mix'd, 
As  the  stroxig  curling  monsten  fromhia 4de 
His  full  extended  fury  can  nd  teav, 
More  tender  touch'd,  with  varied  art,  his  sons ' 
All  the  soft  rage  of  younger  passions  show. 
In  a  boy's  helpless  fate  one  sinks  oppresa'd ; 
While,  yet  unpieroed,  the  frighted  other  toes 
His  foot  to  steal  out  of  the  .hoirrid  twvie. 

*^She  bore  no  inore,  but  stiaight  from  Oothic 
rust- 
Her  chisel  clear'd,  and  dustt  and  fragments  drove 
Impetuous  ronnd.    Successive  as  it  W9nt    . 
From  soil  to  son,  vrith  mAre  enlivening  touch, 
From  the  brute  rock  itcall'd  the  >"»^t^i"g  form; 
TilJ,  m  a  legislator's  awful  grace 
Dress'd,  Buonaroti  bid  a  Mosesf  rise,    . 
And,  looking  love  immense,  a  Saviour  Gh)d.l 

'Of  these  obsarvant,  Paintmg  leU  the  fire 
Bum  inward.   .  Then  extatic  she  difl^^aed 
Ths  caoTas,  seized  the  pallet,  vrit|i  quick  hand 
The  colours  brew'd ;  and  on  the  void  ixpioisp 
Her  gay  creation  pour'd,  her  mimic  workL 
Poor  was  the  manner  of  her  eldest  race, 
Barren  and  dry;' just  strusgling  from  the  taste, 
That  had  for  ages  scared  m  ckMSteis  dim 
The  superstitious  herd;  yet  gkoioufl  then 
Were  deem'd  their  works;  where'tmdeveloped  lay 
The  future  wonders  that  enrich'd  mankind. 
And  a  new  light  and  grace  o'er  Europe  cast 
Arts  gradual  gather  stineams.    Enlarging  This, 
To  each  his  portion  of  her  various  g^ 
The  Goddess  dealt^  to  noneindulging  all; 
No^  not  to  Rapl^eL    At  kind  distance  still  ^ 
Per^ction  stands,  like  |Iappiness,  to  tempt 
The  eternal  chase.    In  elegant  d&ngn, 
Improving  nature:  in  ideas  fair, 
Or  greal,  extracted  from  the  fine  an^qm5; 


In  aftitude,  expression,  airs  diviqe; 
Her  sons  -of  Rome  and  Florence  bope  th^  prize. 
To  thoso  of  Venice  she  the  magic  art 
Of  colours  melting  into  cdeuxs  gave. 
Theirs  too  it  Was  by  oo^embracing  mass 
Of  light  and  shade,  that  settles  round  the  whole, 
Or  varies  tremulous  from  part  to  part, 
O'er  all  a  binding  harmony  to  throw, 
To  raise  the  picture,  and  repose  the  sight 
The^  Lombard  school^,  succeeding, mingled  both. 
IMeanti^ie,  diead  frmee,  and  palaces,  around, 
Rear'd  the.inagnific  front.    Music  again 
Her  universal  language  of  the  heart 
Renew'd ;  and,  rising  fron^  the  plaintive  vale. 
To  the  frill  concert  spread,  and  solemn  quire. 

*  E'en  bigots  smiled;  to  their  protection  took 
Arts  not  their  own,  and  fh)m  them  borrow'd'pomp*. 
For  in  a  tyrant's  garden  these  awhile 
May  bloom,  though  Freedom  be  their  parent  soil. 

'  And  now  confess'd,  with  gently  growing  gleam 
The  morning  shooe,  and  westward  stieam'd  its 

light 
The  Mute  awoke.    Not  sooner  on  the  wing 
Is  the  g^y  bkd  of  dawn.    Artless  he^  voioe, 
Untaught  and  vUd,  yet  warbling  Umn^h  the  woods 
Romantic  lays.  .  But  as  her  northern  course 
6he,  with  her  tutor  Science,  in  my  train,' 
Ardent  pursued,  >faer  strains  more  noUe  grew : 
While  Reason  drew  the  plan,  the  Heart  inform'd 
The  nu>nd  page,  and  Fancy  lent  it  grace, 

*  Romo  and  her  circling  deserts  cast  b^iind, 
I  paas'd  not  idle  to  my  great  sojourn. 

On  Amo'st  fertile  plun,  when  the  rich  vine 
Luxuriant  o'er  Etrurian  mountains  roves, 
Safe  in  the  lap  roposed  of  private  Uias, 
i  small  republics^  raised.    Thrice  hapj^  they ! 
Had  social  Fre^m  bouQd  their  peace,  and  arts, 
Instead  of  ruling  Power,  ne'er  meant  for  them, 
£n^loy'd  their  little  cares,  and  saved  thei)r  &te. 

*  Beyond  the  rugged  Apennines,  that  roll 
Far  through  Italian  bounds  their  wavy  tops, 
My  path,  too,  I  with  public  blessings  strow'd: 
Free  states  and  dties^  where  the  Lombard  plain, 
*In  spite  <|f  cultnro  negligent  and  gross. 
From  her  deep  bosom  pours  unbidden  Joys, 
And  gnen  o'er  all  the  land  a  garden  spreads. 

'  The  banen  rocka  themselves  beneath  my  foot, 
Relenting  bloom'd  on  the  Ligurian  shore. 
Thick  swarming  peoplel  therej  like  emmets,  seized 
Amid  surrounding  c]ififi,t]]e  scattered  spots 
Which  Nature  left  in  her  destroying  rage,li 
Made  their  own  fields,  nor  sighed  for  other  lanus. 


'  The  gioup  of  LsoeooD  aiidhis.two  soo^  dasGro^M  hy 
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X  k  iszeponed  of  Mlehssl  AogelB  Baoosupi^  tfas  most  e»> 
iBbntad  maatar  of  modem  acalpcnra^  chat  he  moqghtwbh 
aidudofinspiratkxi,  or  emrhiwiaaiteal  flay,  itbkh  pwdnced 
the  efiecthfBn  xnBotioaad. 

f  BUBamedths  two  flasatpiacasof  modem  sadpcara 


*  11m  school  af  the  CssaoeL 

t  Tho  river  AmD  tins  through  Floranoa 

t  The  republics  oTFloreDoe,  Flaa,  hacea,  and  G 

S  The  Gtafioaae  teniiofy  la  reckonad  very  populoos;  boi 

the  town  and  viUages  lor  tba  flwat  put  Be  Ud  among  ths 

Appaoine  rocka  and  SDoaotaiaa. 
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There,  in  mbiid  prospect  fiom  the  rocky  hill 
Grradoal  deKending  to  the'shdter'd  shore, 
Bj  me  proud  Genoa's  marble  tarre(B  rose. 
And  while  my  genuine  spirit  warmed  her  ions, 
Beneath  her  Doriae,  not  unworthy,  she 
Vied  for  the  trident  of  the  narrow  seas. 
Ere  Britain  had  yet'ope^'d  ail  ihe  main. 

'  Nor  be  the  then  triun^>hant  state  forgot  ;* 
Where,t  push'd  from  plnndefd  earth,  a  remnant 

still 
Inspired  by  me,  through  ttie  daik  ages  kept 
Of  my  old  Roman  flame  some  sparks  aliye: 
The  seeming  god-built  city!  which  my  hand 
Deep  in  the  bosom  fiz'd  of  wondering  seas. 
Astonished  mortals  iail'd,  with  pleaong  awe, 
Around  the  seargirt  walls,'by  Neptune  fenced. 
And  down  the  briny  street ;  where  on  each  hand,. 
Amazing  seen  amid  unstaUe  wares, 
The  splendid  palace  shines;  and  rising  tides, 
The  green  4teps  marking,  murmur  at  the  door. 
To  this  fur  Otoeen  of  Adria's  stormy  gulf, 
The  mart  of  nations !  long,  ol]«dient  seas 
RolI'd  all  the  treasure' of  the  radiant  East. 
But  now  no  more.    Than  one  great  tyrant  worse 
(Whose  shared  oppression  lightens,  as  difiused,) 
Each  subject  tearing,  many  tyrants  rose. 
The.  least  the  proudest    Jixn'd  in  dark  cabal. 
They  jealous,  watchf^  nlent,  and  severe, 
Cast  o'er  the  whole  indissoluble  chains : 
Th^  softer  shackles  of  luxurious  ease 
Thiey  likewise  adda],  to  secure  their  sway. 
Thus  Venice  fainter  shines;  and  Conm^erce  thus, 
Of  toil  impatient,  flags  the  droopbig  nail. 
Bursting,  besides,  lus  andent  bounds,  loe  took 
A  larger  circle  :t  found  another  seat^f 
Opening  a  thousand  porta,  and,  charm'd  with  toil, 
Whom  nothing  can  dismay,  far  other  sons.  ' 

'  The  mountain  then,  clad  with  etetnal  snow, 
Conlbss'd  my  power.  Deep  an  the  rampant  rocks, 
By  Nature  thrown  insuperable  roqnd, 
I  planted  there  a  lea|rue  of  friendly  states,tl 
And  bade  plain  Freedom  there  ambilioii  be. 
There  in  the  vale,  where  rtoral  plenty  fiHs, 
From  lakes,  and  meads,  and  furrowed  fields,  her 

horn, 
Chief,ir  where  l&e  Leman  pure  emita  the  Rhone^ 
Rare  to  be  seen  I  unguilty  cities  rise, 
Cities  of  brothers  form'd :  while  equtd  life,    ' 


*  VeDioeirasth6iiiMiloiuUiU|gdtj||iBiini|M^wltlin- 
gard  to  tnde  befiM  ths  paoBge  to  the  Emi  Indbs  bgr  lbs  Gtaps 
of  Ciood  Hope  and  Anezka  waa  disoofered. 

t  ThQSB  who  fled  10  aoine  manhea  in  the  Adiiatte  gulf, 
from  the  daaolation  ipnad  over  Italjrtj  an  Imiplkii  of  the 
Iluna^  fint  founded,  then  this  ftmoliB  dty,  about  the  begfai- 
niug  of  the  flflh  century. 

:  The  Main  Ocean.    '  S  Onat  Brilain. 

I  SwiaCantoML 

^  Genera,  situated  on  Lacua  liamania^  a  ooall  state,  bm 
noble  example  of  the  btaaliwa  af  cNM  andnllgioiia  liberty. 


Accorded  gracious  with  revolving  power, 
Maintains  them  free ;  and,  in  their  happy  itreetiL 
Nor  cruel  deed,  nor  misery,  is  known. 
For  valour,  faith,  and  innoceinoe  of  life, 
Renown'd,  a  rough,  laborious  pebide,' there, 
Not  only  give  the  dreadful  Alps  to  smile, 
And  press  their  culture  on  retiring  snowi; 
But,  to  firm  order  trainM  and  patient  war, 
They  likewise  know,  beyond  the  nerve  reoiia 
Of  mercenary  force,  how  to  defend 
The  tasteflil  little  their  hard  toil  has  eam'd, 
And  the  proud  arm  of  Bourbon  to  defy. 
'  E'en,  cheer'd  by  me,  their  Shaggy  mountaioi 

charm, 

More  than  or  Qallie  or  Italian  plains; 
And  sickening  Fancy  oft,  when  Absent  long, 
Pines*  to  behold  their  Alpine  views  again; 
The  hollow-winding  stream :  the  vak^fidr  tpmH 
Amid  an  amphitheatre  of  hills  ^ 
Whence,  vapomr-wing'd,  the  sudden  tempest 

springs: 

From  steep  to  sleep  ascending,  the  gay  train 
Of  fogs,  thick-rQll'd  into  romantic  shapes: 
The  ffitting  cloud,  against  the  summit  daah'd; 
A^,  by  the  sun  illumined,  pouring' bright 
A  gemmy  shower ;  hung  o'er  amazing  rocks, 
The  moimtain  toh,  and  solemft  sounding  ptne: 
^he  snow*fed  tortent,  in  tvhite  nuoes  toat, 
Down  t/o  the  clear  ethereal  lake  below:  ' 
And,  lugh  overtopping  all  the  broken  scene, 
The  mountain  lading  into  sky ;  where  ahines 
On  winter,  winter  shiyering,  and  whose  top 
Licks  from  thdr  cloudy  magazine  the  snows. 

'  From  fh^se  deluding,  as  I  wared  n^  coohb 
O'er  vast  Germania,  the  ferocious  nurae 
Of  hardy  men,  and  hearts  afirontiag  death, 
I  gave  some  favoured  dtiest  there  to  lift 
"A  nobler  brow,  and  through  their  swarmmg  ^e^ 
More  busy,  wealthy,  cheerful,  and  alive, 
In,  each  caateiHed  ia^  to  look  my  sooL 

Thence  the  loud  Baltic  passing,  black  with 

storm, 

To  wintry  Scandanavia^  utmost  bound; 
There,  I  the  manly  raoe,t  the  parent  hive 
Of  the  miz'd  kingdoms,  form'd  into  a  ftaie 
More  regularly  free/*   By  keener  air 
Their  genius  purged,  and  temper'd  hasd  by  fro^ 
Tempest  and  toil  their  nerves,  the  sons  of  those 
Whose!  only  terror  was  a  bk)od]eas  death. 
They  wise  and  dauntless,  still  sustain  jny  cana 
Yet  there  I  fix'd  not.    Turning  to  the  soutb, 
The  whirring  zephyrs  sigh'd  at  my  delay.' 
Here,  with  the  diifted  ^on,  bm^  myJ9J> 


The  SwH  afttf  having  heeo  toi«  abHatftaodieks^ 
tiveeouotry,  are  seised  with  each  a  violemdfl*g-^^y 
again,  as  affects  them  wkh  aUnd of  la(«uiiUngiadiqxBi«^ 

called  the  SwiaMclcDeaa. 
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'  O  the  de«r.  proepeetl  O  majeitic  view ! 
See  Britain's  eo^ins!  lo!  the  wateiyyast 
Wide  waTes,  diffiming  the  loerul^an  pJaii^. 
And  now,;uetfaink8,  like  douds  atdintance  e^en, 
Emerging  Whit^  firom  deep«  of  ether,  dawn 
My  kindred  di^,  whence,  wafted  in  the  gale,  ^ 
Ineffable,  a  secTet^sweetneBB  bieathee. 
GoddesB,  fcfgive  ^My  heart,'  surprised,  o'erfiows 
With  filial  fisndnees  for  the  land  you  bless.' 
As  parents  to -a  cKild-complacent  deign    . 
ApprQvanoe,  the  ^lestial  brightness  -smiled ; 
Then  thus^'  As  o*er  the  wave  resounding  ^leep, 
To  my  near  reign,,the  happy  isle;'!  steer'd 
With  easy  wing;  behold  i  lh>iti  surge  to  surge, 
Stalk'd  the  tremendous  Grei^ius  of  the  Deep. 
Around  him  clouds,  iiL mingled  tempest,  hung; 
Thick  flashing  meteors  crown'd  his  starry  hud ; 
And  ready,  thunder  redden'd  in  his  hand, 
Or  firom  it  streamed  coApress'd  the  gloomy  cloud. 
Where'er  he  look'd,  the  trembling  waves  recoii'd. 
He  needs  but  strike  the  conscious  flood,  and  shook 
From  shore- to  shore  in  agitatioh  di^s, 
It  works  his  dreadful  will.    To  me  his  Toioe 
r  Like  that  hoarse  blast  tfaait  round  the  cavern  howls, 
Mix'd  vriththe  murmurs  of  the  fiJltng  mam,)' 
Addressed,  began— ^'  By  Fate  commission'd,  go. 
My  Sister-Goddess  now,  to  yon  bless'd  isle^ 
Henceforth  the  paz({ier  of  my  rough  domain. 
All  my  dread  walks  to  Britomi  open  lie. 
Those  that  refulgent,  or  with  rosy  mbm, 
Or  yellow  evening,  flame ;  those  that,  profuse, 
Drunk  by*equator  suns,  severely  shine; 
Or  those  that,  t6  the  poles  approaching,  rise 
In  billows  rolling  into  Alps  ^ioe. 
E'en,  yet  untouch'd  by  daring  keel,  be  theirs  . 
The  vast  Pacific;  that  on  other  wOrMs, 
Their  future  conquest,  rolls  resounding  tides. 
Long  I  maintain'd  inviolate  my  reign; 
Nor  Alexanders  me,  nor  Gffisars  brayed. 
Still,  in  the  crook  of  sEore,  the  covrard  sail 
Tin  now  Jk>W  crept ;  and  peddling  commerce  piy'd 
Between  near  joinmg  lands.    For  Britons,  chief, 
It  was  reserved,  widi  star-directed- prow. 
To  dare  the  middle  deep,  and  drive  assured 
To  distant  nations  through  the  patfaleds  main. 
Chief,  for  their  fearless  hearts  the  glory  waits, 
Long  months  firom  land,  while. the  black  stormy 

night 
Aroond  them  rages,  on  the  groaning  mast 
With  unshook  knee  to  know  their  giddy  way  p 
To  sing,  upquell'd,  amid  th«  hshing  Wave; 
Ta  laugh  at  danger.    Theirs  the  triumph  be, 
By  deep  Invention's  keen  pervading  eyd, 
The  heart  of  Courage,  apd  the  hand  df  Toil, 
Each  oonquer'd  Ocean  staining  ^ith  their  blood, 
Instead  of  treasure  robb'd  by  ruflian  war. 
Round  social  earth  to  drcle  &ir  exchange, 
And  bind  Uie  nations  in  a  golden  chain. 
To  these  I  honour'd  stoop.    Rushing  to  light 
I 


A  race.  9f  men  behold !  whose  daring  deeds 
Will  in  renown  exalt  my  nameless  plains 
O'er  those  of  fabling*  earth,  as  hers  to  mine 
In  terror  yield.  '  ^«y,  could  my  savage  heart 
Such  glories  check,  their  uninibmitting  soul 
Would  aH  my  fidry  brave,  my  tempest  climb, 
And  might  in  spite  of  me  my  kingdom  force." 
Here,  waiting  no  reply,  the  shadovry  power 
Eased  the  dark  sky,  and  .to  the  deeps  retum'd : 
While  the  lotid  thunder  rattling  from  his  hand, 
Auspicious,  shook  opponent  GhJKa's  shorfe. 

'  Of  this^noounter  glad,  my  way  to  land ' 
I  quick  pursued,  that  fipom  the  smiling  sea     '  * 
Received  me  joyous.    Loud  acclaims  were  heard , 
And  mqsio,  more  than  mortd,  warbling,  fifl'd 
With  pleased  astOmshment  the-hhouring  hind, 
Who  for  a  while  the  unfinish'd  fiirrow  left, 
And  let  the  Bstening  steer  Ibrget  his  toil 
Unseen  by  gromtt  eye,  Britannia  breathed) 
And  her  aiBrial  train,  these  sounds  6f  joy.  . 
For  of  old  time,  smce  first  the  rushmg  flood, 
prged  by  ahnighty  power,  this  fkvour'd  Jsle 
Tum'd  flashing  firom  the  continent  aside,  . 
Indented  shore  to  shore  responsive  still, 
Its  guardian  she— the  Goddess,  whoea  staid  ^e 
Beams  the  dark  azure  of  the  doubtfiil  dawn, 
fier  tresses^  like  a  flood  of  solten'd  light 
Through  clouds  imbibwn'd,  in  waving  circles  pla^. 
Warm  on  her  cheek  sits  Beattty's  brightest  rose, 
Of  high  demeanour,  staHely,  shedding  grace 
With  every  motion.    Fidl  her  rising  chest ; 
And  new  ideas,  fiom  her  finish'd  shape, 
Charm'd  Sculpture  takjng  might  improve  her  ait 
Such  the  faii  Ghiardian  of  an  isle  that  boasts, 
Profuse  as'  vernal  blooms,  the  fidrest  dames. 
High  shining  on  the  promontory's  brow. 
Awaiting  me,  she  stood ; '  with  hope  inflamed. 
By  mylnixed  spirit  burning  in  her  sons, 
To  firm,  to  polish,  and  exalt  the  state. 

'  The  native  Genii,  round  her,  radiant  smiled. 
Courage,  of  soft  disportment,  aspect  calm, 
Unboastflil,  sufiering  long,  and,  till  provoked, 
As  mild  and  harmless  as  the  spoHihg  child ; 
But,  on  just  reason,  onoe  his  fiiry  rotised, 
No  lion  springs  mote  eager  to  his  prey  r 
Blood  is  a  pastime  p  and  his  heart,  elate. 
Knows  no  depressing  fear.    That  Virtue  known 
By  the  relenting  kmk,  whose  equal  heart 
For  others  feels,  as  fiir  another  self; 
Of  various  name,  as  various  objects  wake. 
Warm  into  action,  the  kind  sense  within : 
Whether  the  bhmetoss  poor,  the  nobly  maim'd. 
The  lost  to  reason,  the  declined  in  life, 
The.  helpless  young  that  kiss  no  moth^s  hand, 
And  the  gray  second  infancy  of  age. 
She  gives  in  public  fiunilies  to  live, 
A  sight  to  gladden  Heavenl  whether  she  stancM 
Fair  beckoning  at  the  hosj»table  gate. 
And  bids  thD  stranger  take  r^iose  and  k^: 
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Whether,  Id  solace  honeit  labour,  ehe 
Rejoiees  those  that  make  the  land  rejoice:  ' 
Or  whether  to  Philoeophy,  apd  Arte,    . 
(At  once  the  baeie  and  the  finieh'd  ^ride 
Of  government  and  life)  she  epveads  her  hand  ;- 
Nor  knows  her  gift  profuse,  nor  seems  to  know,  ' 
Doubling  her  bounty,  that  she  gives  at  alL 
Justice  to  theife  Iter  awftd  preJwnoe  join'd, 
The  mother  of  the  state!  no  low  revenge, 
No  tuxUd  passions  inher brtest ferment : 
Tender,  serene,  compas^pnateof  vice, 
As  the  last  wo  that  can  afflict  mankind, 
She  punishment  nwazds;  yet  of  the  good 
More  piteous  still,  and  of  the  sofferittg  whole, 
Awards  it  jSrm.    So  fiiir  her  just  decree, 
That,in  his  judging  peers,  each  on  himseUi 
Pronounces  his  own  doom.  ,  O  i^^ppy  Und  I 
Where  reigns  alone  thie  Jdsliee  of  the  free ! 
Mid  the  bright  group  Sincerity  his  fiont, 
Difiusive; rear'd;  his  pure  untroubled  eye. 
The  fount  of  truth.  Thcthoughtftd  Power,  apart, 
Now,  pensive,  caston  earth  his'fi^d  rega^ 
Now,  touoh'd  celestia),  launched  it  on  the  sky. 
The  Genius  he  whence  Bri^in  shines  supreme^ 
The  land  of  light,and rectitudeof  miiuL 
He,  too,  the  fire  of  ffincy  feeds  intense. 
With  all  the  train  of  passions  thence  derived : 
Not  kindling  ^uick,  a  .noiBy  transient  blaze, 
But  gradual,  silent,  lasting,  and  profound. 
Near  him  Retirement,  pointing  to  tlie  shade. 
And  Independence  stood:  the  generous  pajb, 
That  simple  life,  the  qniet-ivUspering  grove, 
And  the  still  raptwes  of  the  free-bom  soul. 
To  cates  prefer  by  ^^^rtne  bvefUght,  not  eam'd, 
Proudly  prefer  them  to  the  servile  pomp, 
And  to  the  heart^mbitter'd  joys  of  slaves. 
Or  should  the  latter,  to  the  public  scen» 
Demanded,  quit  his  silvan,  friend  awhile ;  • 
Nought  can  his  firmness  shake,  nothiiig  sediice 
His  zeal,  stHl  active  &t  th^  commonweal ;    . 
Nor  stormy  tyrant^,  nor  eorruptionV  tools. 
Foul  ministers,  darii-working  by  th^  force 
Of  secret-sapping  goldi    AU  their  vile  art% 
Their  shameful  honoum,  their  perfidious  gifts,  • 
He  gfieatly  scorns;  and,  if  he  must  betray 
His  pluader'd  country,  or  his  power  rosign, 
A  moment's  parley  were  eternal  shame: 
Illustriousihto  private  life  again, 
From  dkty  levees  he  unstained  ascends. 
And  firm  in  senates  stands  the  patriot's  ground. 
Or  draws  new  vigour  in  the  peaceful  thiia. 
Aloof  the  bashful  virtue  hover'd  coy, 
proving  by  sweet  distrust  distrusted  worth. 
Rough  Labour  ckwed  the  train :  and  in  his  hand 
Rude,  callous,  sinew-sweU'd,  and  black  with  toil} 
Came  maxfly  Indignation.    Sour  he  seems. 
And  more  than  seems,  by  lawless  pride  assaii'd; 
Yet  kind  at  heart,  aiid  just,  and  generous,,  there 
No  vengeance  lur^s,  no  pale  insidious  gall: 


I  Even  in  the  vecy  luxury  of  rage. 

He  softening  can  iorgive  agidlant  fi»; 

The  nerve,  siq>port,  and  gbxy  of  the  lamd 

Nor  be  R^%ion,  rational  and  free, 

Here  pass'd in flUe'no^;  whose eoraphmdeyo 

Sees  Heaven  with  earth  cqfnneetfd,  human  thingi 

Link'd  to  divine:  who  not  fimm  servile  fear, 

By  lights  for  soma  weak  tyrant  ineense  fit. 

The  God  of  Love  adores,  but  fipom  a  heart 

Effiinng  gladness,  into  pleasing  awe 

That  now  aiMooish'd  swells,  now  in  a  eahn 

Of  fearless  eonfidsnoe  that  smiles  seme; 

That  lives  devotioii,  one  continual  hymn, 

And  then  most  grateAd,  when  Hevran's  booOtf 


Isiright  enjoy'd.    This  ever  cheerful  Power 
O'er  the  raised  drde  ray'd  mageaat  day. 
,   'I  jo/dto  jcinthe  Yirtues,  whence  my  leign 
O'er  Aibion  vfas  to  rise.    Each  cheering  each, 
And,  like  the  cirding  pianelsftom  the  son. 
All  borrowiiH;  beams  ftom  me,  a  hdghien'dval 
Impatient  fired  us  to  oongnence  our  toils, 
Or  pleasures  rather.    Long  the  pungent  time 
Ps^Vl  not  in  mutual  hails;^  but,  thi^ig^  thn  land 
DaittQg  ouir  light,  we  shon^  the  logs  away. 
'  The '^Hrtues  conquer  with  a  single  look. 
Such  grace,  such,beauty,  such  virtorinne  light, 
Live  in  their  presence^  stream  in  every  ghnoe. 
That  the  soul  won,  enaqioar'd,  and  refined, 
(jri^ows  their  own  unage,  pure  et^ieleal  flames 
Henoe  the  feul  Demons,  thal^poee  our  reign, 
Would  still  from  us  deluded  mortiiB  wrap; 
Or  in  gross  shades  they  drown  the  visnal  ray, 
Or  by  fhe  fogs  of  prejudice,  where  laif. 
Falsehood  and  truth  confounded,  foil  the  Vease 
With  vain  refracted  imagei  of  bliss. 
But  chief  around  th^  court  of  fiatter'd  kinp 
They  roll  the  dusky  ran^Murt,  wall  o'er  wall 
Of  darkest  pile,  and  with  their  Uuekest  shaide 
Secure  the  throne.    No  savage  Alp,  the  den 
Of  wolves,  and  beai%  and  nionstioas  thii^  ob- 

'     scene, 
That  vex  the  swain,  arid  waste  the  oounlry  rouad^ 
Protected  lies  beneath  a  deeper,  cloud.   ' 
Yet  there  we  sometimes  send  a  sfairhlwg  ray. 
As,  at  the  sacred  opening  of  the^mom. 
The  prowling  race  retire;  so,  pierced  severe, 
Befbre  our  potent 'blaze  these  Demons  flj, 
And  all  their  wo^dissolver — the  wluapetMtsIs, 
ThUt,  like  the  fabling  Nile,  no  fountain  knows. 
Fair-faced  Deceit^  whose^wUy  conscious  eye 
Ne'er  looks  direct.  The  tongUethat  licks  the  dmt. 
But,  when  it  safely  dares,  asprooipt  to  sting: 
Smooth  crocodile  Destruction,  whose  fell  team 
Ensnare.    The  Janus-fac^  of  courtly  Pride  i 
One  to  superion  heaves  submifsive  eyes. 
On  hafdesf  worth  the  other  tfcowls  disdain : 
Cheeks  that  for  some,  weak  tendemoss,  aloaft, 
Some  virtuous  slip  <can  wear  a  blush.  Thalang^ 
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Profane,  when  midnight  bowls  (liscloec  the  heart, 
At  starving  Virtue,  arid  "at  Virtue's  fools. 
Determined  to  be  broke,  the  plighted  faith; 
Naj  more,  the  godless  oath,  that  knows  no  ties. 
Soft-buzzing  Slander;  silky  moths,  that  eat 
An  honest  name.    The  harpy  hand,  and  maw, 
Of  avaricious  Luxury;  who  makes 
The  throne  his  shelter,  venal  laws  his  fort, 
And,  his  service,  who  betrays  his  king. 

*Now  turn  your  jiew,  and  mark  from  Celtic* 
night 
To  present  grandeur  how  my  Britain  rose. 

'Bold  were  those  Britons,  who,  the  careless  sons 
Of  Nature,  roam'd  the  forest-bounds,  at  once 
Their  verdant  city,  high-embowering  fane. 
And  the  gay  cirde  of  their  woodland  wars : 
For  by  the  Dniidt  taught,  that  death  but  shifts 
The  vital  scene,  they  that  prime  fear  despised; 
And,  prone  to  rush  on  steel,  disdained  to  spare 
An  ill  saved  fife  that  must  again  return. 
Erecifrom  Nature's  hand,  by  tjrrant  force. 
And  still  more  tyrant  custom,  unsubdued, 
Man  knows  no  master  save  creating  Heaven, 
Or  such  as  choice  and  common  good  ordain. 
This  general  sense,  with  which  the  nations  I 
Promiicuous  fire,  in  Britons  bum'd  intense, 
Of  future  times  prophetic.    Witness,  Rome, 
Who  saw*st  thy  Cesar,  from  the  naked  land. 
Whose  only  fort  was  British  ^earts,  repeO'd, 
To  seek  Pharsalian  wreaths.    Witness,  the  toil, 
The  blood  of  ages,  bootless  to  secure. 
Beneath  an  empire's^  yoke,  a  stubborn  isle,    , 
Disputed  hatd,  and  never  quite  subdued. 
The  I^orthf  remained  untouch'd,  where  those  who 

soomM 
To  stoop  retired;  and,  to  their  keen  effort 
Yielding  at  last,  recoil'd  the  Roman  power. 
In  vain,  unable  to  sustain  the  shock, 
From  sea  to  sea  desponding  legions  raised 
The  wan  immense,!!  and  yet,  on  summer's  eve. 
While  sport  his  lambkins  round,  the  shepherd's 

gaxe. 
Continual  o'er  it  burst  the  northern  storm,T 
As  often,  check'd,  receded;  threatening  hoarse 
A  swift  return.    But  the  devouring  ^ood 
No  mote  endured  control,  when,  to  support 
The  bflt  xcmaiDs  of  empire,**  was  recall'd 


*  Gresl  Britain  waa  peopled  bf  the  Celta  or  Oaula 

t  TliaDraldii^  among  the  ancioot  Gaub  and  Briton^  had 
Ihs  can  and  dlncdon  of  aD  laUgUxa  matton. 

1  The  Bonan  empbn. 

f  Oilerinnfa,  inbablted  1^  tho  JSeois  and  Fiets;  whither  a 
great  many  Britonn^  who  woqM  not  mibmit  to  the  Eomam^ 
ncirad. 

IThe  wan  ofSeveni^  built  upon  Adriac^  runpart,  which 
ru  Ibr  ei^7  mUes  qnUa  acroM  the  couotiy,  iraia  the  mouth 
or  tha  TjTDe  lo  Bolwaj  frith. 

t  irmptloDs  of  the  Bcois  and  Picti. 

*  "Hie  Roman  empire  being  miaenbly  torn  by  the  noithem 

35  3t8 


The  weary  Roman,  and  tho  Briton  lay 
Unnerved,  exhausted,  spiritless,  and  sunk. 
Great  proofl  how  men  enfeeble  into  slaves. 
The  sword*  behind  him  flash'd ;  l)efore  faim  roarM, 
Deaf  to  his  woes,  the  deep.    Forlorn,  around 
He  roll'd  his  eye,  not  sparkling  ardent  flame. 
As  when  Caractacust  to  battle  led 
Silurian  swains,  and  Boadicea^  ti^ught 
Her  raging  troops  the  miseries  of  slaves. 
'  Then  (sad  relief!)  from  the  bleak  coast,  tha« 
hears 
The  German  ocean  roar,  deep-blooming,  strong, 
And  yellow-hair'd,  the  blue-eyed  Saxon  came. 
He  came  implored,  but  came  with  other  aim 
Than  to  protect :  for  conquest  and  defence 
Suffices  the  same  arm.    With  the  fierce  race 
Pour'd  in  a  fresh  invigorating  stream. 
Blood,  where  unqueird  a  mighty  spirit  glow'd. 
Rash  war,  and  perilous  battle,  their  delight; 
And  immatura,  and  red  with  glorious  wounds, 
Unpeaceful  death  their  choice :  deriving  thence 
A  right  to  feast,  and  drain  immortal  bowls. 
In  Odin*s  hall;§  whose  blazing  roof  resounds 
The  genial  uproar  of  thoA  shades,  who  fall 
In  desperate  fight,  or  by  some  brave  attempt;  ' 
And  though  moro  polish'd  times  the  martial  creed 
Disown,  yet  still  the  fearless  habit  lives. 
Nor  were  the  suriy  gifls  of  war  their  all. 
Wisdom  was  likewise  theirs,  indulgent  laws. 
The  calm  gradations  of  art-nuraing  peace, 
And  matchless  orders,  the  deep  basis  still 


natiooi^  Bntain  was  fbr  ever  abandoned  bj  the  Romane  in  the 
year  426  or  427. 

'The  Briloos  applying  to  JEtlua  the  Roman  genezal  fiv  aa- 
siataooe,  thus  exprened  their  miaemble  condition}— "We 
know  not  which  way  to  torn  oa  The  Barinrians  drive  oa  to 
■ea,  and  the  iha  forces  ue  back  to  the  Barinriani;  between 
which  we  have  pniy  the  choice  of  two  deathly  cither  to  be 
ewalkmed  up  b7  the  wavei^  or  butchered  by  the«woi4" 

1  Cng  of  Uie  SUone,  famous  for  hie  groat  ezptoka^  and  ao* 
counted  the  beet  general  Greet  Britain  had  ever  jvodnced. 
The  Silurea  were  esteemed  the  bravest  and  most  powerful 
of  all  the  Brilone :  they  inhabited  Herefbrddiira^  Radnooldrev 
BwrknockAire^  Monmmithahir^  and  GiamoigMMhirB. 

)ClneenoftheIcenL 

f  It  Is  certali^  that  an  oplnton  waa  flzed  and  general  amof^ 
tliem<the  Oothe)  that  dSath  was  but  the  entrance  into  another 
life;  that  an  men  who  lived  lasy  and  unactiva  UreB^  and  died 
natanl  daaOm,  by  elckneei  or  by  age,  went  intovart  cavee  un- 
der groond,  aU  dark  and  mliy,  fUl  of  notoomecvatiBres  usual 
to  aoch  plaoei^  and  thera  for  ever  groveled  in  enoaae  atoacL 
and  misery.  On  the  contrary,  all  who  gave  tbunselvee  to 
warlike  aaioni  and  enterprisee^  to  the  cooqueet  of  their  neigh- 
boun  and  the  daughter  of  their  enemiee^  and  died  in  battle^ 
orof  vtolent  deaths  upon  bold  advenraresor  resolutions,  wem 
Immediately  to  the  vast  ball  or  palace  of  Odin,  their  ^  of 
war,  who  eternally  kept  open  house  for  all  such  gueats^  when 
(hey  were  entertained  at  infinite  tablo^  in  perpetaal  feasts  and 
mirth,  carousing  la  bowb  made  of  (he  ftirils  of  their  enemta 
they  had  slain ;  according  to  the  number  of  whom,  every  one 
in  these  madrioos  of  plsasura  was  the  most  boooorad  and  bast 
ausnained. 
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On  which  aaccndfl  my  British  reign.    Untamed 
To  the  refining  Mibtletiee  of  elaves, 
Thay  brought  a  happy  government  along ; 
Porm'd  by  that  freedom,  which  with  aecr^  voice, 
Impartial  Nature  teaches  all  her  sons, 
And  which  of  old  through  the  whole  Scythian  mass 
I  strong  inspired.    Monarchical  their  state, 
But  prudently  confined,  and  mingled  wise 
Of  each  harmonious  power:  only,  too  much, 
Imperious  war  into  their  rule  infiised, 
Prevail'd    their   General-King,  and    Chieftain- 
Thanes. 

'  In  many  a  field,  by  civil  fiuy  stain'd, 
Bled  the  discordant  Heptarchy;*  and  long 
(Educiiig  good  ftom  ill)  the  battle  groan'd; 
Ere,  blood-cemented,  Anglo-Saxon  saw 
Egbertt  and  Peace  on  one  united  throne. 

*  No  sooner  dawn'd  the  fitir  disclosing  calm 
Of  brighter  days,  when  lo !  the  North  anew, 
With  stormy  nations  black,  on  England  pour'd 
Woes  the  severest  e'er  a  people  felt 
The  Danish  Raven,t  lured  by  annual  prey, 
Hung  o'er  the  land  incessant    Fleet  on  fleet 
Of  barbarous  pirates  unremitting  tore 
The  miserable  coast.    Before  them  stalk'd, 
Far  seen,  the  Demon  of  devouring  Flame; 
Rapine,  and  Murder,  all  with  blood  besmear'd, 
Without  or  ear,  or  eye,  or  feeling  heart; 
While  dose  behind  them  maich'd  the  sallow 

Power 
Of  desolating  Famine,  who  delights 
In  grass-grown  dties,  and  in  desert  fields; 
And  purple-spotted  Pestilence,  by  whom 
E'en  Friendship  scared,  in  sickening  horror  auika 
Each  social  sense  and  tenderness  of  life. 
Fixing  at  last,  tiie  sanguinary  race. 
Spread,  from  the  number's  loud  resounding  shore 
To  where  the  Thames  devolves  his  gentle  maze, 
And  with  superior  arm  the  Saxon  awed. 
But  Superstition  first,  and  monkish  dreaxns, 
And  monk-directed  cloLBterseeking  kings, 
Had  eat  away  his  vigour,  eat  away 
His  edge  of  Courage,  and  depress'd  the  soul 
Of  conquering  Freedom,  which  he  once  respired. 
Thus  cruel  ages  pas^'d;  and  rare  appear'd 
White-mantled  Peace,  exulting  o'er  the  vale, 
As  when,  with  Alfred,§  from  the  wilds  she  came 


*  The  seven  Ui^ids  of  the  Anglo- Staxon^  eonslderad  ss 
being  united  into  one  common  goremnient,  under  a  general 
In  chief  or  monarch,  and  by  the  means  of  an  anembly  gene* 
ral,orwittexuigemoL 

t  Egbert,  King  of  Wenex,  who^  after  having  reduced  all  the 
otlier  Icingdoms  of  the  Heptarchy  under  his  dominion,  was 
the  first  king  of  Esglaiid. 

:  A  iamous  Danish,  standard  was  called  Realan,  or  Raven. 
1  he  Donee  Imagined  that,  before  a  battle,  the  Raven  wrought 
tf  |ion  this  standard  clapt  its  wings  or  hung  down  its  head,  fn 
oken  of  riciory  or  defeat. 

%  Alfred  the  Great,  renowned  in  war  and  no  less  fiuncnis 


To  policed  cities  and  protected  plains. 
Thus  by  degrees  the  Saxon  empire  sunk. 
Then  set  entire  in  Hastings'*  bloody  field. 

"  Compendious  war!  (on  Britain's  gloiy  bent 
So  fate  ordidn'd)  in  that  decisive  day, 
The  haughty  Norman  seised  at  onoe  an  tale, 
For  which,  through  many  a  century,  in  Tain, 
The  Roman,  Saxon,  Dane,  had  toil*d  and  Med. 
Of  Gothk  nations  this  the  final  bunA; 
And,  mii'd  the  genius  of  these  people  all, 
Their  virtues  mix'd  in  one  exalted  stream, 
Here  the  rich  tide  of  English  bktod  grew  folL 

*  Awhile  my  Spirit  slept;  the  land  awhile. 
Affrighted,  droop'd  beneath  despotic  nge. 
Instead  of  Edward'st  equal  gentle  laws, 
The  furious  victor's  partial  will  prevailed. 
All  prostrate  lay ;  and,  in  the  secret  shade, 
Deep  stung  but  fearfyl  Indignation  gnash*d 
His  teeth.    Of  freedom,  property,  despoil'd. 
And  of  their  bulwark,  aims;  with  castles  cmsh'd, 
With  rufiSans  quartered  o'ier  the  bridled  land ; 
The  shivering  wretches,  at  the  eurfewt  sound, 
Dejected  shrunk  into  their  sordid  beds. 
And,  through  the  mournful  gloom  of  ancient  times 
Mused  sad,  or  dreamt  of  better.    E'en  to  feed 
A  tyrant's  idle  sport  the  peasant  starved : 
To  the  vrild  herd,  the  pasture  of  the  tame, 
The  cheerful  hamlet,  spiry  town,  was  given, 
And  the  brown  ferestS  roughen'd  vride  arounL 

<  But  thb  so  dead,  so  vile  snbmission,  bng 
Endured  not.   Grathering  force,  my  gradual  flams 
Shook  off  the  mountain  of  tyrannic  sway. 
Unused  to  bend,  impatient  of  control, 
Tyrants  themselves  the  common  tyrant  checkU 
The  Church,  by  kings  intractable  and  fierce. 
Denied  her  portion  of  the  plundered  state, 
Or  tempted,  by  the  timorous  and  weak, 
To  gain  new  ground,  first  taught  their  rapine  law 
The  Barons  neit  a*  nobler  league  began, 
Both  those  of  English  and  of  Noiman  race, 
In  one  fraternal  nation  blended  now, 
The  nationof  the  Free!  pressed  by  a  bandn 


In  peace  fat  his  manj  ezcsQent  instltmianis  paitkalady  th« 
of  juriesL 

*  The  battle  of  HMdng%  in  which  BavaldIL  the  bat  of  dM 
Saxon  kings^  was  slain,  and  WiUiam  the  CSooqiMnr  nsd* 
hinynlf  roaster  of  England. 

t  Edwardm,  the  Confesnr,  wboiedacsd  die  WestSun^ 
Mercian,  and  Danish  laws  Into  one  body ;  vrfaich  Iran  tfaal 
time  became  common  to  all  Ei^laix^  mider  the  name  of 
"Hie  Uws  of  Edwaid.» 

)  The  Curfew-Ben  (from  the  FVsnch  OoovfHea)  wlii(^ 
was  rung  every  night  at  eight  of  the  dock,  to  warn  the  Bag* 
lish  to  put  out  their  fires  and  candta^  voder  the  penalty  of  a 
severe  fine. 

f  The  New  Fores^  In  Uampihirs;  to  make  which,  tbs 
country  for  above  thirty  mUes  in  compass  was  hid  wasts. 

I  On  the  5ch  of  June,  1215^  King  #ohn,  met  by  the  BSronsoa 
Runnemede,  riKned  the  Great  Cliaiter  of  Ubeitlei^  or  MsgBB 
Charts. 
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Of  Patnot0y  ardent  as  the  summer'fl  noon 
That  looks  delighted  on,  the  tyrant  see  I     . 
Mark !  how  with  feign'd  alacrity  he  bean 
Hjfl  strong  reluctance  down,  his  dark  revenge, 
And  gives  the  Charter,  by  which  life  indeed 
Becomes  of  price,  a  gloiy  to  be  man. 

*  Through  this,  and  through  succeeding  reigns 

affirmed 

These  long-contested  rights,  the  whoksome  winds 
Of  Opposition^  hence  began  to  blow, 
And  often  since  have  lent  the  country  fife. 
Before  theb  breath  Corruptbn's  insect-blights, 
The  darkening  clouds  orevU  counsel  fly; 
Or  should  they  sounding  swell  a  putzid  court, 
A  pestilential  ministry,  they  puige, 
And  ventilated  states  renew  their  bloom. 

*  Though  with  the  tempered  Monarchy  beze 

mix'd 
Aristocratic  sway,  the  People  stDl, 
Flatter'd  by  this  or  that,  as  mteiest  leanU 
No  full  protection  knew.    For  nte  reserved. 
And  for  my  Commons,  was  that  glorious  turn. 
They  crown'd  my  flrst  attempt,  in  senatest  rose 
ThefortofFieedomI    Sk>w  till  then,  abne, 
Had  worked  that  general  liberty,  that  soul 
Which  generous  nature  breathes,  and  which, 

when  left 
By  me  to  bondage,  was  corrupted  Ronn^ 
I  through  the  northern  nations  wide  difiused. 
Hence,  many  a  people,  fierce  with  freedom,  msh'd 
From  the^rude  iron  regions  of  the  North, 
To  Libyan  deserts  swarm  protruding  swarm. 
And  pour'd  new  spirit  through  a  slavish  world. 
Yet  o'er  these  Gothic  states,  the  King  imd  Chiefe 
Retain'd  the  high  prerogative  of  war, 
And  with  enormous  properfy.  engrossed 
The  mingled  power.    But  on  Biitanhia*s  ahoie 
Now  present,  I  to  raise  my  reign  began 
By  raising  the  Democracy,  the  third 
And  broadest  bulwark  of  the  guarded  state. 
Then  was  the  full  the  perfect  plan  disclosed 
Of  Britain's  matchless  oonstitutbn,  mix'd 
Of  mutual  checking  and  supporting  powers, 
King,  Lords,  and  Commons;  nor  the  name  of  firee 
Deserving,  while  the  vassal-many  droop'd: 


*  The  kagoe  fonncd  hj  Um  Buon^  during  Um  leignof 
John,  in  the  jear  1213,  was  the  flm  coniedfimcy  mads  io 
England  In  defence  of  the  nation's  intexeat  agahBCths  king. 

f  The  CommoM  aA  genenlly  diought  to  have  been  fbat 
represented  in  Farljament  towaidi  the  end  of  Henry  the 
Thirds  niga.  To  a  FarUament  called  In  thfe  year  1964»  each 
county  wai  ordexed  to  send  four  knight%  as  npnngBtatiTea 
of  their  nspective  ehine:  and  to  a  parliament  called  in  tbe 
year  ibUowlnft  each  county  vras  ordered  to  aand,  aa  their  i»- 
preaentatiTei^  two  knightly  <^  ^^^ch  city  and  Imroui^  aa 
many  dtixene  and  burgesaea  Till  then,  history  makes  no 
mention  of  them;  wbenca  a  very  itrang  argument  may  be 
drtewD,  to  fix  the  original  of  the  Bouse  of  Coaunooa  to  that 


For  since  the  inoinent  of  the  wlu^  they  form, 
So,  as  dep^ress'd  or  raised,  the  balance  they 
Of  public  wel&re  and  of  glory  cast 
Mark  from  this  period  the  continual  proo£ 

'  When  Kings  of  narrow  genius,  minion-rid. 
Neglecting  £uthful  wcurth  for  Owning  slaves; 
Proudly  regardless  of  their  people's  plaints. 
And  poorly  passive  of  insulting  foes; 
DouUe,  not  prudent,  obstinate,  not  firm. 
Their  mercy  fear,  necessity  their  faith; 
Instead  of  generous  fire,  presumptuous,  hot, 
Rash  to  resolve,  and  slothM  to  perform; 
Tyrants  at  once  a;^  slaves,  imperious,  mean 
To  want  rapacious  joining  shameful  waste; 
By  oounaels  weak  and  wicked,  easy  roused 
To  paltry  schemes  of  disolute  command, 
To  seek  their  spilendbur  in  thdr  sure  disgrace, 
And  in  a  broken  ruin'd  people  wealth: 
When  such  o'orcast  the  state,  no  bond  or  bve, 
No  heart,  no  soul,,no  unity,  no  nerve. 
Combined  the  loose  disjcunted  public,  lost 
To  fiime  abroad,  to  happiness  at  home. 

'  But  when  an  Edward*  and  a  Henryt  breathed 
Through  the  charm'd whole  one  all-exerting  soul: 
Drawn  sympathetic  from  his  jdarl^  retreat. 
When  wide-attracted  merit  round  them  glow'd : 
Then  Cbunsels  just,  extensive,  generous,  firm. 
Amid  the  maze  of  state,  detennined  kept 
Some  ruling  point  in  view:  when,  on  the  stock 
Of  pubUc  good  and  gioly  grafted,  spread 
Their  palms,  their  laurels;  or,  if  thence  they  stray'd. 
Swift  to  return,  and  patient  of  restraint : 
When  regal  state,  preremioence  of  place. 
They  scom'd  to  deem  pre-eminence  of  ease. 
To  be  luxurious  drones,  that  only  rob 
The  busy  hive:  as  in  distinction,  power. 
Indulgence,  honour,  and  advantage,  first; 
When  they  too  daim'd  in  virtue,  danger,  toil, 
Superior  rank;  with  equal  hand  prepared. 
To  guard  the  subject,  and  to  quell  Uie  foe: 
When  such  with  me  thdr  vital  InflueBC^  shed, 
No  mutter'd  grievance,  hopeless  sigh,,was  heard; 
No  foul  distrust  through  wary  senates  ran, 
Confined  their  bounty,  and  their  ardour  quench'd: 
On  aid,  unquestion'd  liberal  aid  was  given : 
Safo  in  their  conduct,  "by  their  valour  fired. 
Fond  where  they  led  victorious  armies  ruah'd ; 
And  Cressy,  Poitien,  Aginoeurtt  proclaim 
What  £ings  supported  by  abnighty  Love, 
And  People  fired  with  Liberty,  can  do. 

'  Be  veil'd  the  savage  reigns,§  when  kindred  nga 
The  numerous  once  Plantagenets  devour'd, 
A  race  to  vengeance  vow'dl  and,  when  oppressed 
By  private  fouds^  ahnost  extingnish'd  lay 


*  Edwardm.  t  Henry  V.  . 

t  Tbe  fiunotts  betdes  gabled  by  the  En^lMi  ovtt  the  Ranch. 

I  During  the  ciril  wars  botvi^  the  iamilies  o£-Yark  and 
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My  qnrvexing  fUme.  Bat,  in  the  next,  behold! 
A  cautiooe  tjnuit*  lend  it  efl  anew. 

Proud,  dark,  eiiBpicioas,  brooding  o^er  Ue  gdd, 
Ab  how  to  fix  hia  throne  he  jealoua  caet 
Hie  crafty  viewa  aroodd;  pierced  with  a  ray, 
Which  on  hie  timid  mind  I  darted  fliU, 
He  mark'd  die  Baiuoi  of  ekoeMiTB  away, 
At  pleaaore  maUni;  and  nnmakhig  klngajt 
And  hence  to  cruah  theae  petty  tyrants,  |4aBii*d 
A  Uw,t  that  let  them  by  the  iUent  waste 
Of  luxuiy,  their  kirted  wealth  dtAue^ 
And  with  that  wealth  their  hnpiieated  pdfWHr. 
By  aoft  degiws  a  mighty  ohaage  ettftted, 
E'enworkbigtotfaieday.  Withatr0ania,dedB0ed 
From  theae  dinunUi'd  fioeda^  the  cMoAiy  anfled. 
As  when  impetnona  £ram  the  aaow-heapM  Alpa^ 
To  venial  auna  relentStag,  poon  the  Rldne; 
While,  undivided,  oft,  with  waateftil  aweep^ 
He  fbama  along;  but  through  Batavlan  meadl^ 
Branch'd  into  fair  canala,  indulgent  flowa; 
Watera  a  thouaand  fielda;  and  cuMure,  ttfide. 
Towns,  meadowa,  gliding  ahipa,  und  viHaatthE'd, 
A  rich,  a  wondioua  landacape  riaaa  immd. 
Hia  iurioua  aon,§  the  aonl  enalaving  elMin,D 
Which  many  a  doting  venerable  age 
Had  link  by  link  atvong  twisted  rotttid  the  land. 
Shook  ofil    No  longer  could  be  borne  a  power, 
From  ^eaven  pretended,  to  deceivB,  to  void 
Each  aolenm  tie,  to  plunder  vrithoot  bounda. 
To  curb  the  genennia  aoul,  to  feol  mankind; 
And,  wild  at  laat,  to  plunge  into  a  aea 
Of  Uood  and  horror.    The  returning  light, 
That  firat  through  WickliffT  atieak'd  the  prieady 

gloom. 
Now  Duiat  in  open  day.    Bared  to  the  blafee, 
Forth  from  the  haunts  of  Superstition'**  enwled 
Her  motley  aona,  fantaatic  figuiea  aQ ; 
And,  vride  dispersed,  their  uselesa  fetid  wealth 
In  graceful  labour  bloom'd,  and  fruits  of  peace. 

*  Trade,  join'd  to  these,  on  every  aea  di^play'd 
A  daring  canvaaa,  pour'd  vrith  every  tide 

A  golden  flood.    From  otiher  worldatt  wen  loU'd 
The  guilty  glittering  atosea,  whoae  fatal  ehaima^ 
By  the  plain  Indian  happily  deapiaed, 
Yetwork'dhiswo;  and  to  the  bttaaftd  giotea, 
Where  Nature  lived  herself  among  her  aona, 
And  Innocence  and  Joy  ibr  ever  dwelt, 
Drew  rage  unknown  to  pagan  cHmea  before, 

•  Henry  Vn. 

t  The  fimoai  Earl  of  Warwick,  during  the  rrfgnsof  Henry 
VL  and  Edward  IV.ww  called  Che  <  King  Mako^' 

X  PBrmiuing  the  Barons  to  alienate  their  lands. 

S  Henry  Vm.  I  Of  papal  dbmlnloa 

1  John  Wlcklifl;  doctor  of  divinity,  who^  towards  the  close 
ol  the  fboiteenth  centuiy,  pubUahed  doctrinei  very  contrary 
III  choae  of  the  church  of  Rome^  and  partktdai)j  denying  the 
liapal  aotborlty.  lOs  (bOoWen  grew  very  nomercni^  and 
wsrecaQedLolUutk.' 

'*  aappteiBion  of  moaiaKeriea 

nThe  Spanieh  Weat  ladiee. 


The  woMt  the  Md-faiiBtted  batfbaufan  dwir. 
Be  no  aoch  horxld  eonmi^ise,  Mtain,  tlAatl 
But  wanf  tot  want,  with  nnlual  aid,  aqiply. 
*  The  Commona  tb«a  enridi'd,  and 

growi^ 
Againat  the  Banma  wcigVd.    Efisa  than^ 
Amid  tfaeaa  doobtfial  motidna,  ateady,  gave 
The  beam  to  fix.    She  1  like  the  seenclSye^ 
That  neswdeaea  on;  a  guarded  werld, 
So  sought,  80  imafc'd,  ao  aefeed  die  public  good, 
That  self-auppoited,  without  one  aSy, 
She  awed  bar  iwwanl,  ^lueffd  bar  dvblhig  torn. 
In^ired  by  nie^  b«nMth  her  ahellttfaig  tMk, 
In  apite  of  ragfiDf  uivenal  aivay^ 
And  raging  aeaa  repieas'd,the  BelgK  Mttea^ 
My  bulwariL  on  the  ooMSnent,  arose. 
Matehleaa  in  aH  the  apiift  of  her  days  I 
With  confidence,  unbounded,  fearless  ]ov« 
Elate,  her  fervent  people  wailed  gay, 
Cheerful  demanded  the  long  tiaealeli'd  fleet,f 
And  daah'd  the  pride  of  Si^in  afound  their  isl* 
Nor  oeaaed  the  Britiah  tlnmder  hen  to  rige: 
The  detip,  ledahn'd,  obeyed  its  avrM  ofi; 
In  fire  and  amofce  Iberian  potts  involved, 
The  trending  Ibe  even  6>  theoentn  shook 
Of  Aeir  new  oOtaquer^  worid,  md^  aknlki&g^ 

atole 
By  veering  winds  tfieir  Indkn  treaaore  home. 
Meantime^  Peaces  Plenty,  Juatioe,  Sdenee,  Aiti| 
With  aofker  hmreb  erown'd  her  happy  ie|^ 
As  yet  uncfaoumaeribed  the  legal  power. 
And  vrild  and  vague  prerogative  remained; 
A  iMde  vomciona  gulf,  where  aWaflow'd  oft 
The  holpiew  aubject  Uy.    This  to  rednee 
To  the  juat  limit  vraa  my  great  eflbrt 

<  By  meana  that  evU  aeem  to  naiww  nuoi, 
Superior  Beniga  worit  their  myatic  will : 
From  atorm  and  txdnble  tfaua  a  aetded  eahn, 
At  last,  eflfdigent,  o'er  Btitamria  smiied. 

<  The  gathering  tempest,  1 


Came  in  the  piinoa,t  who^  dnmk  vridi  ibttei^, 


GBa  vain  padfic OQiiinaeiB  ruled  the  worid; 
Though  aooffn'd  abvted,  bewilder'd  in  a  waaa 
Of  firuitleaa  treatiea ;  while  at  home  enalaved, 
And  by  a  woithleas  crew  insatiate  drained. 
He  lost  hia  people'a  confidence  and  lofve: 
Irreparable  lose !  whence  erownabeoooia 
An  anxious  btuden.    Tears  inglorious  paas'd: 
Triumphant  Spain  the  vengeful  draught  enjoj'd. 
Abandon'd  Frederick*  pined,  and  Rakigh  Ued. 


The  dombilaii  oTthe  hoon  of  Austria. 

IDieBpanlah  Armada.  Bapin  sbji^  that  after  proparnMS- 
BtDei  had  been  taken^  the  enemy  wie  expected  with  anoom* 
mon  alacrity. 

tJamesL 

f  £3ectar  Adattns^  and  who  had  been  choaeii  King  ofBoh^ 
mla,  bat  was  stripped  of  all  hie  dmnlnlnns  and  digaUii  ty 
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But  noUung  that  to  these  internal  broils, 
That  rancour,  he  began ;  while  lawlen  sway 
He,  with  h]£  slaidflh  Doctors,  tried  to  rear 
On  metaphysic,^  on  enchanted  grotind, 
And  all  the  nMzy.  quibbles  of  the  schools: 
Aaiffo  one,  and  sometimes  for  the  wont,    , 
Heaven  had  mankind  in  yengeanoe  only  made. 
Vain  the  pntenoe!  not  so  the  diie  effect, 
The  fiene^  the  fiwiish  discordt  thence  dsarndf 
That  tears  the  eoontrf  stiD,  by  party  rage 
And  ministerial  clamoor  kept  afive. 
In  action  weak,  and  fixr  the  woidy  war 
Best  fitted,  fiJnt  this  prince  pursued  his  claim : 
Content  to  teach  the  subject  herd,  how  great, 
How  sacred  hel  how  deqneable  they! 

'  But  his  unyielding  sent  these  doctrines  drank, 
With  all  a  bigot's  rage ;  (who  never  damps 
By  reasoning  his  fire)  and  what  they  tau^it^ 
Warm,  and  tenadoos,  mto  practice  pushU 
Senates,  in  vain,  their  kind  restraint  q>plied: 
The  more  they  struggled  to  support  the  laws, 
Hie  justice^readingnAiniisters  the  more 
Drove  him  beyond  their  bounds.    Tiied  with  the 

check 
Of  faithfiil  Love,  and  with  the  flattery  pleased 
Of  ftdse  designing  GKiilt,  the  fountains  he 
Of  Public  Wisdom  and  of  Justice  shut. 
Wide  moum'd  the  land.    Straight  to  the  voted 

aid  r- 

Free,  cordial,  large,  of  never  fidling  source, 
The  illegal  impo^tiou  followed  harsh. 
With  execratbn  given,  or  ruthless  squeesed 
Prom  an  insulted  people,  by  a  band 
Of  the  Font  ruffiuis,  those  of  tyrant  power. 
Oppressbn  walk'd  at  large,  and  poui'd  abroad 
Her  unrelenting  train:  informers,  spies. 
Bloodhounds,  that  sturdy  Freedom  to  the  grove 
Pursue ;  projectors  oi  aggrieving  schemes. 
Commerce  to  load  for  unprotected  sea8,n 
To  seU  the  starving  many  to  the  fow,V 
And  drain  a  thousand  ways  the  exhausted  land, 
E'en  firom  that  place,  whence  he$Jing  Peace  should 

flow, 
And  Ooqpel  truth,  inhuman  bigots  shed 
Their  poison**  round;  and  on  the  venal  bench, 
Instead  of  justice,  party  held  the  scale, 
And  violence  the  sword.    Afliicted  years, 
Too  patient,  felt  at  last  their  vengeance  fiilL 


the  Emperar  Fenlinand,  while  James  the  Flzst,  Ms  lather-bip 
hw,  being  amuBod/rom  time  to  time,  endeaToured  to  mediate 
a  peace. 

"Hie  n^onBtrcNV  and  tin  then  rniheard-of  doctrines  oi  divine 
Indefeasible  heceditaiy  right,  posBlve  obedience,  dx. 

t  The  ponies  of  Wliig  and  Tory.  $  Charles  L 

f  Parliaments.  I  Ship-money.         1  Monopolies. 

**  The  raging  Hlgb-Church  sermons  of  these  tiraea^  Insplr* 
Ing  a  spirit  of  slavish  subroiasion  to  the  court,  and  of  bitter 
persecution  against  those  whom  they  call  Chtirch  and  State 


'Mid  the  low  murmurs  of  submiwive  fcar 
And  mingled  rage^  my  Hamdben  ndsed  his  voice 
And  to  the  laws  appealed;  the  laws  no  more 
In  judgment  sat,  behoved  some  other  ear. 
When  instant  i3rom  the  keen  resentive  North, 
By  long  opprasoon,  by  religion  roused, 
The  guardian  am^y  came.   Beneath  its  wing 
Was  call'd,  diough  meant  to  furnish  hostile  aid, 
The  more  than  Roman  senate.    There  a  flame 
Broke  cut,  that  dear'd,  conwmed,  x^pew'd  the 

Iai)d. 
In  deep  motion  huri'd,  nor  Ghreeoe,  nor  Roq»6 
Indignant  bursting  from  ii  tyrant's  chain, 
While,  full  of  me,  each  agitated  soul 
Strung  every  nerve,  and  flamed  in  every  eye, 
Had  e'er  beheld  such  light  and  heat  combined! 
ISuch  heads  and  hearts !  such  dreadfiil  zeal,  led  on 
By  cahn  majestic  wisdom,  taught  its  course 
What  nuisance  to  devour;  such  wisdom  fired 
With  unabating  zeal,  and  atm'd  sincere 
To  dear  the  weedy  state,  restore  the  laws, 
And  for  the  fixture  to  secure  their  sway. 

'  This  then  the.  purpose  of  my  mildest  sons. 
But  inan  i»  bUnd.    A  nation  once  inflamed 
(Chief,  should  the  breath  of  factions  fury  blow, 
With  the  wild  rage  of  mad  enthusiast  swell'd) 
Not  efsy  ooob  again.    From  breast  to  breast, 
From  eye  to  eye,  the  kindling  passionB  mix 
In  heighten'd  blaze;  and,  ever  wise  and  just. 
High  Heaven  to  gracious  ends  directs  the  storm. 
Thus  in  one  conflagration  pritain  wrapt,    . 
And  by  Confusion^s  lawless  sons  deepoil'd. 
Kings,  Lords,  and  Commons,  thundering  to  the 

ground, 
Successive,  rush'd— Lol  from  their  aahes  rose. 
Gay  beaniing  radiant  youth,  the  Phoenix  State.* 

'  The  grievous  yoke  of  vassalage,  tb^e  yoke 
Of  private  life,  lay  by  those  flames  dissolved ; 
And,  from  the  wastefiil,  the  luxurious  ^^it 
Was  purchasedt  that  which  taught  the  ywmg  to 

bend. 
Stronger  restored,  the  Commons  tax'd  the  whofo, 
And  built  on  that  eternal  rock  their  power. 
The  Crown,  of  its  hereditary  wealth 
Despoil'd,  on  senates  more  dependent  grew, 
And  they  more  frequent,  more  assured.  Yet  lived, 
And  in  full  vigour  spread  that  bitter  root, 
The  passive  doctrines,  by  thdr  patrons  first. 
Opposed  ferocious,  when  they  touch  themselves. 

*  This  wild  delusive  cant;  the  rash  cabal 
Of  hungry  courtiers,  ravenous  for  prey; 
The  bigot,  restless  in  a  double  chain 
To  bind  anew  the  land;  the  constant  need 
Of  finding  fidtUess  means,  of  shifting  forms, 
An4  flattering  senates,  to  supply  his  waste; 
These  tore  some  moments  from  the  camless  prinoa. 


'  At  ths  Bestoratkin.  fChaxlesIL 
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And  in  his  bieast  awaked  the  kindred  plan. 
By  dangerous  softneM  Jong  he  mined  his  way; 
By  subtle  arts,  disaunulating  deep; 
By  sharing  what  corruption  sbower'd,  proAise; 
By  breathing  wide  the  gay  Jicehtioos  plague, 
And  pleasing  manners,  fitted  to  deceive.  * 

'  At  last  subsided  the  deliriouf  joy, 
On  whose  high  billow,  from  the  saintly  reign, 
The  nation  drove  too  far.    A  pension*d  king, 
Against  his  country  bribed  by  Ghillic  gold ; 
The  Port*  pernicious  sold,  the  Scylla  since 
And  M  Charybdis  of  the  British  seas ; 
Freedom  attacked  abroad,t  with  surer  blow 
To  cut  it  off  at  home;  the  saviour  leaguet 
Of  Europe  broW;  thfe  progress'e'en  advanced 
Of  universal  8way,§  which  to  reduce 
Such  seas  of  blood  and  treasure  Britain  cost^ 
Thfi  inillions,  by  a  generous  people  given. 
Or  sqiiander'd  vile,  or  to  corrupt,  disgrace. 
And  awe  the  land  vrith  forces  II  not  their  own. 
Employed;  the  darling  church  herelf  betrayed; 
All  these,  broad  glaring,  oped  the  general  eye, 
And  waked  my  spirit,  the  resisting  soul. 

'  Mild  was,  at  first,  and  half  ashamed,  the  check 
Of  senates,  shook  from  the  fantastic  dream 
Of  absolute  submission,  tenets  vUe! 
Which  slaves  would  blush  to  own,  and  which  re- 
duced 
To  practice,  always  honest  natufe  shock. 
Not  e'en  the  mask  removed,  and  the  fierce  front 
Of  tyranny  disclosed;  nor  trampled  laws; 
Nor  seized  each  badge  of  fireedorolf  through  the 

land; 
Nor  Sidney  bleeding  for  the  unpublished  page ; 
Nor  on  the  bench  avowed  corruption  placed. 
And  murderous  rage  itqelf}>in  Jeffcries-'  form;** 
Nor  endless  acts  of  arbitrary  power, 
Cruel,  and  false,  could  raise  the  public  arm. 
Diatfustful,  scattered,  of  combining  chiefs 
Devoid  and  dreading  blind  rapacious  war. 
The  patient  public  turns  not,  till  impell'd 
To  the  near  verge  of  ruin.    Hence  I  roused 
The  bigot  king,tt  and  hurried  fated  on 
His  measures  immature.    But  chief  his  zeal. 
Out-flaming  Rome  herself,  portentous  scared 
The  troubled  nation:  Mary's  horri'd  days 
To  fimcy  bleeding  rose,  and  the  dire  glaro 
Of  Smithfield  lighten'd  in  its  eyes  anew, 
Yet  silence  reign'd.    Each  on  another  scowl'd 
.Rueful  amazement,  pressing  down  his  rage : 
As,  mustering  vengeance,  the  deep  thunder  frowns, 


-DunkirL 

t  Ttub  war  in  oonjuncUon  vrith  France,  anainst  the  Dutch. 
I  Ihe  Triple  Alliance.  f  Under  Lewis  XIV. 

I A  Mandhig  army,  Faiaed  without  the  cooaent  of  paiUa- 


*  Judge  Jefieriea. 


1  The  chaiten  o^  corponutons. 

'     in. 


Awfully  still,  waiting  the  high  command 
Tospring.  Straight  from  his  coantiy  Europe  aaveil, 
To  save  Britannia,  k>!  my  darling  eon^ 
Than  hero  more!  the  patriot  of  mankind! 
Immortal  Nasinu  came.    I  hush'd  the  deep 
By  demons  roused,  and  bade  the  listed  winds  * 
Still  shifting  as  behoved,  with  various  breath, 
Waft  the  deliverer  to  the  longing  shore. 
See  I  wide  alive,  the  foaming  channelt  brigfaft 
With  swelling  sails,  and  all  the  pride  of  war. 
Delightful  view!  when  justice  draws  the  swoni: 
And  mark!  difiduing  ardent  soul  aroond, 
And  Bwest  contempt  of  death.  My  streaming  flag.t 
E*en  adverse  navies!  bless'd  the  binding  gale, 
Kept  down  the  glad  acclaim,  and  silent  joy'd. 
Arrived,  the  pomp,  and  not  the  waste  of  arms 
His  progress  mark'd.    The  faint  c^iposing  hoaUl 
For  once  in  yiekUng  theb  best  victory  found. 
And  by  desertion  proved  exahed  faith: 
While  his  the  bloodless  conquest  of  the  heart. 
Shouts  without  groan,  and  triumph  without  war. 

'  Then  dawn'd  the  period  destined  to  confine 
The  suige  of  wild  prerogative,  to  raise 
A  mound  restraining  its  imperious  rage, 
And  bid  the  raving  deep  no  fiuther  flow 
Nor  were,  vrithout  that  fence,  the  swallow'd  state 
Better  than  Belgian  plains  without  their  dykes. 
Sustaining  weighty  seas.    This,  often  savvd 
By  more  thmi  human  hand,  the  public  saw. 
And  seized  the  white-wing'd  moment    PleasedH 

to  yield 
Destructive  power,  a  wise  heroic  prince^ 
E'en  lent  his  aid— .Thrice  ha|^y !  did  they  know 
Theur  happiness,  Britannia's  bounded  kings.. 
What  though  not  theirs  the  boast,  in  dungeon 

glooms. 
To  plunge  bold  fireedom;  or,  to  cheerieas  wilds, 
To  drive  him  from  the  cqrdial  face  of  firiend; 
Or  fierce  to  strike  him  at  the  midnight  hour. 
By  mandate  blind,  not  justice,  that  delights 
To  dare  the  keenest  eye  of  open  day. 


*  Ihe  Prince  of  Orange,  in  Us  paaaege  to  &:gbad,  thaafh 
his  fleet  had  been  atflratd^ned  by  a«orm,  was  afterwaidi 
extremelj  favoaradbj  aerenl  dhangea  of  wind. 

T  Rapin,  In  hla  HlRory  of  England.— Tbe  thiid  of  Novoa- 
iwr  the  fleet  entered  the  Channel,  and  lay  bj  between  CaUi 
and  Dover,  to  atay  for  «iie  ahipa  that  were  behind.  Here  iht 
Prince  called  a  council  of  war.  It  b  easy  to  imagine  wtot  a 
glorious  ahow  tb^  fleet  made.  Five  or  aix  hundred  ahlpa  ia 
80  narrowa  channel,  and-both  the  Engliah  and  French  dmea 
covered  with  numberieaB  spectators^  ar»  np  commoo  ag la. 
For  my  put,  who  waa  then  on  board  the  fleet,  I  own  itscraek 
me  extremely. 

t  The  Prince  placed  himself  in  the  main  body,  carryii^  a 
flag  .with  Engliah  coloiUB,  and  their  hlghneaaei^  arms  siirroaad- 
ed  with  this  motto^  'The  ProCesiant  Religioti  and  the  liber* 
tlea  of  England ;'  and  nndemeath  the  motto  of  the  houaaof 
Naami, '  Je  Maintiendzai,'  t  will  maiataln. — Rapin. 

f  The  EngUah  fleeL  I  Tba  klqg's  army. 

1  By  the  BUI  of  Rights  aAd  the  Act  of  Saooearico. 

••  WUliamin. 
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What  though  no  glory  to  control  thelaws, 

And  Biake  mjuiious  wilt  thrir  only  rule, 

They  d^m  it.    What  though,  tools  of  wanton 

power, 
Pestiferous  armies  sWann  not  at  theb  call. 
What  though  they  give  not  a  relentless  (frew 
Of  civil  furi^,  ^Toud  oppressnioti's  fangs! 
To  tear  at  pleasure  tlie  dejected  laiid, 
With  starving  labour  pampering  idle  waste. 
To  clothe  the  naked*,  feed  the  hungry,  wipe 
The  guiltless  tear  from  lone  affliction's  eye ; 
To  raise  hid'merit,  set  the  alluring  light 
Of  virtue  high  to  view;  to  nourish  arts, 
Direct  the  thunder  of  an  injured  Mate, 
Make,  a  whole  glorious  people  sing  for  joy. 
Bless  humankind,  and  thirough  the  downward  depth 
Of  future  times  to  spread  that  better  sun   . 
Which  lighto  up  British  soul:  for  deeds  like  these, 
The  dazzling  fidr  career  unbounded  lies; 
While  (still  superior  bhss!)  the^dark  abrupt 
Is  kindfy  barr'd,  the  precipice  of  ill. 
O  luxury  divine!  O  poor  to  this, 
Ye  giddy  glories  of  despotic  thrones ! 
By  this,  by  this  indeed,  is- imaged  Heaven, 
By  boundless  good  without  the  power  of  ilL 

*  And  now  behold!  exalted  as  the  cope 
That  swells  immense  o'er  many-peopled  earth, 
And  like  it  free,  my -fabric  stands  complete. 
The  palace  of  the  laws.    To  the  four  heavens 
Four  gates  impartial  thrown,  unceasing  crowds, 
With  kings  themseli/es  the  hearty  peasant  mix'd; 
Pour  urgent  in.    And  though  to  different  ranks 
Responsive  place  belongs,  yet  equal  spreads 
The  sheltering  roof  o'er  all;  while  plenty  flows, 
And  ghul  contentment  echoes  round  the  whole. 
Ye  floods  descend!  Ye  winds,  confirming, blow! 
Nor  outward  tempest,  nor  corrosive  time,- 
Nought  but  the  felon  undermining  hand 
Of  dark  corruption,  can  its  frame  dinolve, 
And  lay  the  toil  of  ages  in  the  dust.' 


PART  V. 
THE  PROSPECT. 

CONTENTS. 

The  author  addioMaa  the  Goddess  of  Liberty,  marking  the 
happi^esiaiMl  grandeur  of  Great  Brliain,  aa  arising  ftom  her 
Influence.  She  resumes  her  diact^une,  and  pointa  out  the 
chief  VInues  which  an  neoeanrv  to 'maintain  her  establiah- 
mem  there.  Recommends  aa  its  last  ornament  and  finishing*, 
Sciencea,  Fine  Arts,  and  Public  Worlcs.  The  encouragement 
of  these  urged  from  the  example  of  France,  though'under  a 
daqraUc  government.  Tiw  whole  concludes  with  a  prospect 
of  future  limes,  given  by  the  Goddess  of  Liberty :  thia  de- 
scribed by  the  author,  as  it  peases  in  vision  befo^  him. 


Here  interposing,  as  the  Goddess  paused ; — 
'  O  bleaa'd  Britannia!  in  thy  presence  blees'd, 


Thou  guardian  of  mankind  I  whence  spring,  aionp, 
All  human  grandeur,  happiness,  and  fame, 
For  toil,  by  thee  protracted, 'feels  no  pain; 
The  poor  man's  lot  with  milk  and  h(mey  flows j 
And,  gilded  with  thy  rays,  even  death  looks  gay. 
Let  other  lands  the  potent  blessings  boast 
Of  more  exalting  suns.    Let  Asia's  woods, 
Untended  yield  the  vegetable  fleece: 
And  let  the  little  insect-artist  form, 
On  higher  life  intent,  its  silken  tomb. 
Let  wondering  rocks,  in  radiant  birth,  disdose 
'The  various  tinctured  children  of  the  sun. 
¥,tom  thi  prone  beam  let  more,  delicious  frjiits, 
A  flavour  drink,- that  in  one  piercing  taste 
Bids^each  oombine>    Let  -Gallic  vineyards  burst 
With  floods  of  joy ;  with  mild  balsamic  juice 
The  Tuscan  olive.    Let  AraMtf  breathe 
Her  qncy  gales,  her  vital  gums  distil 
Turbid  with  gold,  let  southern  riven  flow 
And  orient  floods  draw  soft,  o'er  pearls,  their 

maze. 
Let  Afric  vaunt  her  treasures;  let  Peru 
Deep  in  her  bowels  her  own  ruin  breed. 
The  yellow  traitor  that  her  bliss- betray'd, — 

XJnequal'd  bliss- and  to  unequal'd  rage ! 

Yet  nor  the  gorgeous  East,  nor  golden  South, 
Nor,  in  fiill  prime,  that  new  discover'd  world, 
Where  flames  the  faUisg  day,  in  wealth  and  praise, 
Shall  ^Tith  Britannia  vie;  while.  Goddess,  she 
Derives  her  praise   from  thee,  her   matchlfais 

charms. 
Her  hearty  firuits  the  hand  of  freedoin  own; 
And  warm  with  culture,  her  thick  dustenng 

flelds 
Prolific  teem.    Eternal  verdure  crowns 
Her  meeds;  her  gardens  smile  eternal  spring. 
She  gives  the  honter^horse,  unquell'dby  toil, 
Ardent,  to  rush  into  the  rapid  chase: 
She,  whitening  o'er  her  downs,  di^usive,  jiQiirB 
Unnumber'd  flocks:  she  vfeaves'  the  fleecy  robe, 
That  wraps  the  nations:  she,  to  lusty  drovei^ 
The  richest  pasture  spreads;   and,  hers,  deep- 

wa^ 
Autumnal  seas  of  pleasing  plenty  round. 
These  her  delighte:  and  by  no  baneful  herb, 
No  darting  tiger,  no  giim  lion's  glare. 
No  fierce  descending  wolf,  no  serpent  loll'd 
In  ipi^es  immense  progressive  o'er  the  land, 
Disturb'd.    Enlivening  these,  add  cities,  full 
Of  wealth,  of  trade,  of  cheerfid  tcniing  crowds: 
Add  thriving  fowns;  add  villages  and  farms, 
Innumeroiis  sow'd  along  the  lively  vale, 
Where  bold  unrival'd  peasants  happy  dweC* 
Add  ancient  seats,  with  venerable  oaks' 
Embosom'd  high,  while  kindred  floods  below 
Wind  through  the  mead;  and  those  of  modem 

hand. 

More  pompous,  add,  that  splendid  shine  a&x. 
Need  I  her  limpid  lakes,  her  risers  name. 
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Whctie  swum  the  finny  racel    Tbee,'  chief,  O 

Thames! 
On  whoee  each  tide,  glad  with  returning  aaik, 
Flows  in  the  mingled  h^vest  of  mankind  7 
And  thee,  thou  Severn,  whose  prodigious  swell, 
And  waves,  resounding,  imitate  the  main? 
Why  need  I  name  her  deep  capacious  ports. 
That  point  around  the  world  1  and  why  her  seas? 
All  ocean  is  her  own,  and  every  land 
T9  whom  her  ruling  thunder  ocean  bears. 
3he  too  the  mineral  feeds:  the  obedient  lead, 
The  warlike  iron,  nor  the  peaceful  less. 
Forming  of  life  art-civiliied  the  bond; 
And  that*  the  Tyiian  mevchant  sought  of  old, 
Kot  dreaming  then  of  Britain's  brighter  fiune. 
She  rears  to  freedom  an  undaunted  ntoe; 
Compatriot  aeaJous,  hospitable,  kind. 
Hers  the  warm  Cambrian :  hers  the  lofty  Soot 
To  hardship  tamed,  active  in  arts  and  arms, 
Fired  with  a  restless,  an  impatLent  flame, 
That  leads  him  raptured  where  ambition  calls: 
And  English  merit  hers;  where  meet,  combined, 
Whate'er  high  fimcy,  sound  judidouS  thought, 
An  ample,  generous  heart,  undroo|Mng  soul, 
And  firm  tenacious  valour  can  bestow. 
Great  nurse  of  fruits,  of  flockft,  of  commerce,  she! 
Great  nurse  of  men!  by  thee,  O  Gkiddess,  taught, 
Her  old  renown  1  tiuoe,  disclose  her  source 
Of  wealth,  of  grandeur,  and  to  Britains  stQg 
A  strain  the  Muses  never  touched  before. 

*  But  how  shall  this  thy  mighty  kingdom  standi 
On  what  unyielding  basel  howfinish'd  shine  V 

At  this  her  eye,  cdlecting  all  its  fire, 
Beam'd  more  than  human ;  and  her  awful  voice, 
Majestic  thus  she  raised:  '  To  Britons  bear 
This  closing  strain,  and  with  intenser  note 
Loud  let  it  sound  in  their  awaken'd  ear: 

'  On  virtue  can  alone  my  kingdom  stand, 
On  public  virtue,  every  virtue  joined. 
Fof,  lost  this  social  cement  of  OMnkind,  . 
The  greatest  empires,  by  scarce-felt  degrees,    . 
Will  moulder  soft  away;  till,^tottoring  loose^ 
They,  prone  at  last,  to  total  ruin  rush.    . 
Unbless'd  by  virtue,  government  a  league 
Becomes,  a  circling  junto  of  the  great, 
To  rob  by  law;  religion  mild,  a  yoke 
To  tame  the  stoopmg  soul,  a  trick  of  state 
1*0  mask  their  rapine,  and  to  share  the  prey. 
What  are,  vrithout  it,  senates;  save  a  fiu» 
Of  consultation  deep  and  reason  fkee, 
While  the  determined  voice  and  heart  are  aoldt 
What  boasted  freedom,  save  a  sounding  namel 
And  what  election,  but  a  market  vile 
Of  slaves  self-bartcfd?  Virtue!  without  thee, 
There  is  no  ruling  eye,  no  nerve,  in  states; 
War  has  no  vigour,  and  no  safety  peace: 
K'cn  justice  warps  to  party,  laws  oj,press, 


Tin. 


Wide  tjirough  tl^Und  their  weakprotectkm  ftifa^ 
First  broke  the  balance,  and  then  asom'd  lbs 

sword. 
Thus  nations  sink,  society  dissolves; 
Rapine  and  guile,  and  vioieooe  break  looee^ 
Everting  life,  and  turning  love  to  gall; 
Man  hates  the  fkce  of  man,  and  Indian  woods 
And  Libya's  hissing  sands  to  him  are  tame. 

'  By  those  three  .virtues  be  the  ficame  sUstain'd 
Of  BritLsh  freedom;  independent  life; 
Integrity  in  office;  and,  o'er  a^ 
Supreme,  a  passion  for  the  oommonweaL 

'Hail!  Independence,  hailL  Heaven's  next  heel 
gift, 
To  that  of  life  and  an  immortal  soull 
The  life  of  life!  that  to  the  banquet  high 
And  sober  meal  gives  taste;  to  the  bow'd  roof 
Fair-disam'd  repose,  and  to  the  cottage  chaimSb 
Of  public  freedom,  hail,  thdu  secret  source: 
Whoee  streams,  from  eveiy  quarter  ftn«fln^w»^ 

form 
My  better  Nile,  that  nurses  human  lifei 
By  rills  from  thee  dedu^,  irrigoous,  fed. 
The  private  field  looks  gay,  with  naiuie's  wealth 
Abundant  flows,  and  blooms  with  each  delight 
That  natune craves.  .Its happy  master  there. 
The  only  freeman,  walks  his  pleasing  round: 
SWeet-featured  peace  attending;  fearless  truth; 
Firm  resolution ;  goodness,  blesang  all 
That  can  rejoice;  contentment,  surest  firiend; 
And,  still  firesh  stores  from  nature's  book  derived, 
Philosophy,  companion  ever  new. 
These  cheer  his  rural,  and  sustain  or  fire, 
When  into  action  call'd,  his  busy  hours. 
Meantime  true  judging  modierate  desires^ 
Economy  and  taste,  combined,  direct 
HiB  clear  affairs,  and  froip  debauching  fiends 
Secure  his  little  kingdooL    Nor  can  those 
Whom  £>rtune  heaps,  without  these  virtues  reach 
That  truce  with  pain,  that  animated  ease, 
That  self-enjoyment  springing  &om.  within; 
That  independence  active  or  retired, 
Which  make  the  soundest  bUss  of  man  below: 
But  lost  beneath  the  rubbish  of  their  means, 
And  drain'd  by  wants  to  nature  all  unknovni, 
A  wandering,  tasteless,  gaily  wretehed  train. 
Though  rich,  are  beggars,  and  though  noble, 
slaves.  ' 

'  Lo!  damn'd  to  wealth,  at wfa^agross  eTpense 
They  purchase  disappointment,  pain,  and  diame. 
Instead  of  hearty  hospitable  cheer. 
See  I  how  the  hall  with  brutal  riot  flows; 
While  in  the  feamin^flood,  fennenting,  steep'd 
The  country  maddens  into  party  rage. 
Mark!  those  dii^graceful  piles  of  wood  and  stone. 
Those  pariu  and  gardens,  where,  his  haunts  be- 

trimm'd, 
And  nature  by  presumptuous  artopprese'd. 
The  woodland  genius  mouzns.  Seel  the  fiiU  bow) 
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I       That  ateamadi^puit,  and  bowls  that  give  no  joy; 
No  troth  invited  there,  to  feed  the  mind; 
Nor  wit,  the  wine-rejoidng  leaaon  qua^.  • 
Hark!  how  the  dome  with  insolence  resounds, 
With  those  retained  by  vanity  to  scare 
Repose  and  firiends.    To  tyrant  &shion,  ma^  1 
The  costly  worship  paid,  to  the  broad  gaze 
Of  fools.    From  still  delusive  day  to  day, 
Led  an  eternal  round  of  Ij^ing  hope, 
See !  self-abandon'd)  how  they  roam  adrift, 
Dash'd  o'er  the  town,  a  miserable  wreck! 
Then  to  adore  some  warbling  eunuch  tum'd, 
With  Midas'  oars  they  crowd;  w  to  the  bun 
Of  masquerade  unblushing :  or,  to  sho;w 
Their  scorn  <^  nature,  at  the  tragic  scene 
They  mirthful  sit,-or  prove  the  comie  true. 
But, chief, behold!  around  the  rattting  board, 
The  dvil  roUsers  rai^ged ;  and  e'en  the  £ur, 
The  tender  fiur^^acb  sweetness  Uid  aidde, 
As  fierce  for  plunder  as  all-licensed  troops 
In  some  sack'd  city.    Thus  dissolved  their  wealth, 
Without  one  generous  luzuxy  dissolved, 
Or  querter'd  on  it  many  a  needlejs  wani^ 
At  the  throng'd  levee  bends  the  venal  tribe; 
With  fidr  but  fidthless  smiles  each  vamish'd  o'er, 
Each  smooth  as  those  that  mutually  deceive, 
And  fi>r  their  falsehood  each  despising  each; 
Till  shook  their  patron  by  the  wintry  winds. 
Wide  fii^  the  wither'd  shower,  and  leaves  him 

bare. 
O  fiur  superior  Afxic's  sable  sons, 
By  merchant  pilfer'd,  to  these  willing  slaves ! 
And  rich,  as  unsqueezed  favourite,  to  them, 
Is  he  who  can  his  virtue  boast  alone! 

'  Britons!  b^  firm ! — ^nor  let  corruption-  aly 
Twine  round  your  heart  indissoluble  chains! 
The  steel  of  Brutus  burst  the  grosser  bonds 
By  Cesar  cast  o'er  Rome;  but  stilj  remain'd 
The  soft  ench^ting  fetters  of  the  mind,^ 
And  other  Caesars  rose.    Determined,  hold 
Your  independence;  £>r,  that  once  destroy 'd. 
Unfounded,  Freedom  is  a  morning  dream. 
That  fiits  adrial  firom  the  spreading  eye. 

'Forbid  it,  Heaven!  that  ever  I  need  urge 
Integrity  in  office  on  my  sons ! 

Inculcate  common  honour ^not  to  rob 

And  whom  1 — the  gracious,  the  confiding  hand, 
That  lavishly  rewards  1  the  toiling  poor. 
Whose  cup  with  many  a^  bitter  drop  is  mix'd ; 
The  guardian  public;  «ivery  face  they  see, 
And  every  friend;  nay,  in  effect  themselves. 
As  in  familiar  life,  the  villain's  late 
Admits  no  cure ;  so,  when  a  desperate  qge 
At  this  arrives,  I  the  devoted  race  . 
Indignant  spurn,  and  hopeless  soar  away. 

'  But,  ah  too  Iktle  known  to  modem  times ! 
Be  not  the  noblest,  passion  past  unsung ; 
That  ray  peculiar,  from  unbounded  love 
Efiiised,  which  kindles  the  heroic  soul; 

2  W 


Devotion  to  the  publia    Glorious  flame ! 
Celestial  ardour!  in  what  unknown  worlds, 
Profusely  scatter'd  through  the  blue  immense, 
Hast  thou  been  blessing  myriads,  smoe  in  Rome, 
Old  virtuous  Rome,  so  many  deathless  names 
From  thee  their  lustre  drew  1  sincovtaught  by  thee, 
Their  poverty  put  splendour  to  the  blush, 
Pain  grew  luxurious,  and  e'en  death  delight  1 ' 
O  wilt  then  ne'er,  in  thy  long  period/look. 
With  blaze  direct,  on  this  my  last  retreat  *{    ^ 

*  'Tis  not  enough,  from  self  right  understood 
Reflected,  that  thy  rays  inflame  the  heart: 
Though  virtue  not  disdains  appeals  to  self, 
Dreads  not  the  trial;  all  her  joys  are  true, 
Nor  is  there  any  real  joy  save  hers. 

Far  less  the  tepid  the  declaiming  race. 
Foes  to  corruption,  to  its  wages  friends. 
Or  those  whom  private  passions,  for  a  while. 
Beneath  my  standard  list;  can  they  suflice 
To  raise  and  fix  the  glory  of  my  reign  1 

*  An  active  flood  of  universal  love 

Must  swell  the  breast.    First,  in  efiusion  wide, 
The  restless  spirit  iDves  creation  round 
And  seizes  eveiy  being:  stronger  then 
It  tends  to  life,  whate'er  the  kindred  search 
Of  bliss-allies :  then,  more  collected  still. 
It  urges  hun^an  kind ;^  a  passion  grown, 
At  last,  the  central  parent  public  calls 
Its  utmost  effort  forth,  awakes  each  sense, 
The  comely,  grand,  and  tender,  w  Without  tUs 
This  awful  pant,  shook  from  sublimer  powers 
Than  those  of  self,  this  Heaven-infused  delight, 
This  moral  gravitation,  rushing  prone 
To  press  the  public  good,  my  system  soon. 
Traverse,  to  several  selfish  centres  drawn. 
Will  reel  to  ruin :  while  for  ever  shut 
Stand  the  bright  portals  of  desponding  fame. 

'  From  sordid  self  shoot  up  no  shining  deeds. 
None  of  those  ancient  lights^  that  gladden  earthy 
Give  grace  to  beinff,  and  arouse  the  brave 
To  just  ambition,  virtue's  quickening  fire ! 
Life  tedious  grows,  and  idly  bustling  round, 
FilFd  u^  with  actions  animal  and  mean, 
A  dull  gazette !  The  impatient  reader  scorns 
The  poor  historic  page;  till  kindly  comes 
Oblivion,  and  redeems  a  people's  shame. 
Not  so  the  times  when,  emulation-stung, 
Greece  shpne  in  genius,  science,  and  in  arts. 
And  Rome  in  virtues  dreadful  to  be  told! 
To  live  was  glory  then!  and  charm'd  mankind, 
Through  the  deep  periods  of  devolving  time, 
Those,  raptured,  copy ;  these,  astonish'd,  read. 

*  True,  a  corrupted  state,  with  every  vice 
And  every  meanness  foul,  this  pasaon  dampa 
Who  can,  unshock'd,  behold  the  cruel  evi>i 
The  pale  inveigling  smile?  the  ruffian  firont  1 
The  wretch  abandon'd  to  jelentless  self, 
Equally  vile  if  miser  or  profuse*? 

Powers  not  of  God,  assiduous  to  corrupt? 
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The  fell  deputed  tyrant,  who  devoars 
The  poor  and  weak  *  at  distance  from  redress  1 
Delirious  faction  bellowing  loud  my.  namel 
The  false  fair-seeming  patriot's  hollow  boast  1 
A  race  resoWed  on  bondage,  fierce  for  chains, 
My  sacred  rights  a'  merchandize  alone 
Esteeming,  and  to  work  their  feeder's  will 
By  deeds,  a  horror  ta  mankind,  prepared, 
As  were  the  dregs  of  Romulus  of  old  7 
Who  these  indeed  can  undetesting  see  % — 
But  whounpityingl  to  the  generous  eye 
Distress  is  virtue;  and,  though  self-betray*d, 
A  people  struggling  with  their  fiite  must  rouse 
The  hero's  throb.    Nor  can  a  land,  at  once, 
Be  lost  to  virtue  quite.    How  glorious  then ! 
Fit  luxury  for  gods !  to  save  the  good, 
Protect  the  feeble,  dash  bold  vice  aside. 
Depress  the  wicked,  and  restore  the  frail. 
Posterity,  besides !  the  young  are  pure, 
And  sons  may  tinge  th^eir  father's  cheek  with 

shame. 
*  Should  then  the  times  arrive  (which  Heaven 

avert !) 
That  Britons  bend  unnerved,  not  by  the  force 
Of  arms,  more  generous  and  mora  manly,  quell'd, 
But  by  corruption's  soul-dejecting  arts. 
Arts  impudent!  and  gross!  by  their  own  gold, 
In  part  bestow'd,  to  bribe  them  to  give  all. 
With  party  raging,  or  immersed  in  sloth. 
Should  they  Britannia's  well  fought  kurds  yield 
Toslily  conquering  Gaul ;  e'en  from  her  brow 
Let  her  own  naval  oak  be  basely  torn, 
By  such  as  tremble  at  the  stiffening  gale. 
And  nerveless  sink  while  others  sing  rejoiced, 
Or  (darker  prospect !  scarce  one  gleam  behind 
Disclosing)  should  the  broad  corruptive  plague 
Breathe  from  the  dty  to  the  farthest  hut, 
That  sits  serene  within  the  forest  shade ; 
The  fever'd  people  fire,  inflame  their  wants, 
And  their  luxurious  thirst,  so  gathering  rage, 
That,  were  a  buyer  fouiid,  they  stand  prepared 
To  sell  their  birthright  for  a  cooling  draught 
Should  shameless  pens  for  plain  corruption  plead; 
The  hired  assassins  of  the  commonweal ! 
Deem'd  the  declaiming  rant  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
Should  pubUc  virtue  grow  the  public  scoff, 
Till  private,  failing,  staggers  through  the  land: 
Till  round  the  city  loose  mechanic  want, 
Dire  prowling  nightly,  makes  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  men  more  hideous  than  Numidian  wilds, 
Nor  from  its  fury  sleeps  the  vale  in  peace ; 
And  murders,  horrors,  perjuries  abound : 
Nay,  till  to  lowest  deeds  the  highest  stoop ; 


•  Lord  Molesworth,  in  his  account  of  Dennuurk,  aayi^— 'It 
ii  observed,  that  in  limited  inonarchies  and  commonwealiha^ 
a  neiglibouriiood  to  the  seat  of  the  government  is  advanta- 
geous to  the  sul^ects;  vrhilsi  tile  distant  provinces  are  Idbs 
(hiiving.  and  more  liable  to  opproBsioo.' 


The  rich,  like  starving  wretches,  thirst  for  gold: 
And  tb  jse,  on  whom  the  vernal  showers  of  Hes 

ven 
All-bounteous  fidl,  and  that  prime  lot  bestow, 
A  power  to  live  to  nature  and  themselves, 
fn^rick  attendance  wear  their  anxious*  days, 
With  fortune,  joyless,  and  with  hononra,  mean 
Meantime,  perhaps,  profusion  flows  around, 
The  waste  of  war,  without  the  works  of  peace; 
No  mark  of  millions  in  thft  gulf  absorpt 
Of  uncreating  vice,  none  bat  the  rage 
Of  roused  oomipCionr  still  demanding  more. 
That  very  portion,  which  (by  faithfid  «kil] 
Employ'd)  might  make  the  smiling  public  rear 
Her  ornamented  head,  driU'd  through  the  hands 
Of  mercenary  tools,  serves  but  to  nuiisd 
A  locust  band  within,  and  in  the  bud 
JLeaves  starv^  each  work  of  dignity  and  use. 
'  I  paint  the  worst    But  should  these  times 

arrive. 
If  any  nobler  passion  yet  remain, 
Let  all  my  sons  all  parties  fling  aside. 
Despise  their  nonsense,  and  together  join; 
Let  worth  and  virtue  scorning  low  despair. 
Exerted  ftdl,  fiom  every  quarter  shine, 
Commix'd  in  heighten'd  blaze.    Light  flash'd  to 

light, 
M<tral,  or  inteUectual,  more  intense 
By  giving  glows.    As  on  pure  winter's  eve, 
Ghradusl,  the  stars  efiulge;  fainter,  at  first, 
They,  straggling,  rise;  but  when  the  radiant  host, 
In  thick  profusion  pour'd,  shine  out  imww»tiao; 
Each  casting  vivid  influence  on  each. 
From  pole  to  pole  a  glittering  deluge  playa, 
And  worlds  above  rejoice,  and  men  below. 

*  But  why  to  Britons  this  superfluous  strain  V> 
Good  nature,  honest  truth  e'en  somewhat  Uunt, 
Of  crooked  baseness  an  indignant  soom, 
A  zeal  unyielding  in  their  coukitry's  cause. 
And  ready  bounty,  wont  to  dwell  with  them — 
Nor  only  wont — wide  o'er  the  land  diflfuaed. 
In  many  a  bleas'd  retireiJIent  stiflthey  dwell. 
'  To  softer  prospect  turn  we  now  the  view, 
To  laurel'd  science,  arts,  and  public  works^ 
That  lend  my  finish'd  fabric  com^y  pride, 
Ghrandeur  and  grace.    Of  sullen  genius  he! 
Cursed  by  the  Muses !  by  the.  Gr&ces  loathed ! 
Who  deems  beneath  the  public's  high  regard 
These  last  enlivening  touches  of  my  reign. 
However  puff'd  with  power,  and  goiged  with 

wealth, 

A  nation  be ;  let  trade  enormous  rise. 
Let  East  and  South  their  mingled  treasure  pour, 
Till,  swell'd  impetuous,  the  corrtxpting  flood 
Burst  o'er  the  dty  and  devour  the  land : 
Yet  these  neglected,  these  recording  arts. 
Wealth  rots,  a  Auisance;  and,  oblivious  sunk, 
Tliat  nation  must  another  Carthage  lie. 
'  If  not  by  them,  on  monumental  hrasi^ 
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Oq  sculptured  marble,  on  the  deatUew  page, 
Impressed,  renown  had  left  no  trace  behind : 
In  vain,  to  future  tunes,  the  sage  had  thought, 
l^he  lejtislator  plann'd,  the  hero  fi>and 
A  beauteous  death,  the  patriot  toil'd  in  vain. 
The  awarders  they  of  Fame's  immortal  wreath. 
They  rouse  ambition,  they  the  mind  exalt. 
Give  great  ideas,  lovely  forms  infuse, 
Delight  the  general  eye,  and,  dress'd  by  them. 
The  moral  Venus  glows  with  double  charms. 

'  Science,  my  close  associate,  still  attends 
Where'er  I  go.    Sometimes,  in  simple  guise, 
She  walks  the  fhrrow  with  the  consul-swain. 
Whispering  xmletter'd  wisdom  to  the  heart, 
Direct  {  or,  sometimes,  in  the  pompous  robe 
Of  fancy  dress'd,  she  charms  Athenian  wits. 
And  a  whole  sapient  city  round  her  bums. 
Then  o'er  her  brow  Minerva's  terrors  nod: 
With  Xenophon,  sometimes,  in  dire  extremes. 
She  breathes  deliberatcsoul,  and  m^es  retreat* 
TJnequal'd  glory:  w^ththe  Theban  sage, 
Epaminondas,  first  and  best  of  men! 
Smnetimes  she  bids  the  deep^mbattled  host. 
Above  the  vulgar  reach,  resbtless  form'd, 
March  to  mire  conquest — ^never  gain'd  before  !t 
Nor  on  the  treacherous  seas  of  giddy  state         ' 
Unskilful  she :  when  the  triumphant 'tide 
Of  higl^swobi  empire  wears  one  boundless  smile, 
And  the  gale  tempts  to  new  pursuits  of  fara^, 
Som^imes,  with  Sdpio,  she  collects  her  sail. 
And  seeks  the  blissful  shore  of  rural  ease, 
Where,  but  the  Aonian  maids,  no  sirens  sing ; 
Or  should  the  deep-bren^'d  tempest  muttering  rise. 
While  rocks  and  shoals  perfidious  lurk  around, 
With  Tully  she  her  wide-reviving  light 
To  senates  holds ;  a  Catiline  confounds, 
And  saves  awhile  from  Ciesar  sinking  Rome. 
Such  the  kind  power,  whose  piercing  eye  dissolves 
Each  mental  fetter,  and  sets  reason  firee; 
For  me  inspiring  an  enlightened  zeal. 
The  more  tenadons  as  the  more  convinced 
How  happy  freemen,  aild  how  wretched  slaves. 
To  Britons  not  unknown,  to  Britons  full 
The  Goddess  spreads  her  stores,  the  secret  doul 
That  quickens  trade,  the  breath  unseen  that  wa|ls 
To  them  the  treasures  of  a  balanced  world. 
But  finer  arts  (save  what  the  Muse  has  sung 
In  daring  flight,  above  all  modern  vring,) 
Neglected  droop  the  head;  and  public  works. 
Broke  by  corruption  into  private  gain, 
Not  ortiament,  disgrace ;  not  serve,  destroy. 
^ ' 

*Tba  ftmoos  Recrest  ef  (he  Ten  Thotubnd  wap  chiefly 
oofldiictedby  XflDophoa. 

f  ^MuminoDdM^  after  having  beat  the  lAcedenonians  and 
iheir  alliei^  in  the  batde  of  Leuetra,  made  an  Incunion,  at  the 
dead  oT  a  powerful  anqy,  Into  Laconia.  It  was  now  sU  hun- 
dred yean  since  the  IXwians  had  poasdned  this  country,  and 
In  all  that  time  the  face  of  an  enemy  had  not  been  seen  within 
llwir  tenkotiea— PiiOorcft  in  Agenlaut^ 


'  Shall  Bi^ns,  by  their  own  joint  wisdom  ruleo 
Beneath  one  Royal  Head,  whose  vital  power 
Connects,  enlivens,  and  exerts  the  whole; 
In  fiiner  arts,  and  public  works,  shall  they 
To  Gallia  yield '?  yield  to  a  lat^d  that  bends 
l>epreas'd,  and  broke;  beneath  the  will  of  onel 
Of  one  who,  should  the  unkingly  thirst  of  gold, 
Or  tyrant  passions,  or  ambition,  prompt, 
Calls  locust-armies  o'er  the  blasted  land :     .  ' 
Drains  fifom  its  thirsty  bounds  the  springs  of 

wealth. 

His  own  insatiate  reservoir  to  fill: 
To  the  lone  desert  patriot-merit  frowns. 
Or  into  dungeons  arts,  when  they,  their  chains. 
Indignant,  bursting  j  for  their  nobler  works 
All  other  license  scorn  but  truths  and  mine. 
Oh  shame  to  think!  shall  Britqhs,  in  the  field 
Unconquer^d  still,  the  better  laurel  lose  1 
E'en  in  that  monarch's  reign,*  who  vidnly  dreamt, 
By  giddy  power,  betray'd,  and  flatter'd  pride, 
To  grasp  unbounded    sway;  while,  swarmilig 

round, 
His  anmes  dared  all  Europe  to  the  field ; 
To  hestile  hands  while  treasure  flow'd  profuse, 
And,  that  great  source  of  treasure,  subjects'  blood, 
Inhuman  squander'd,  sicken'd  everj  land; 
From  Britain,  chief,  >fvhile  my  superior  sons. 
In  vengeance  rushing,  dash'd  his  idle  hopes. 
And  bade  his  agonizing  heart  be  low: 
E'en  then,  as  in  the  golden  calm  of  peace. 
What  public  works,  at  home,  what  arte  arose! 
What  various  science  shone!  what  genius  glowd! 

'  'Tis  not  for  me  to  paint,  difiTUsive  shot 
O'er  fair  extents  of  land,  the  shining  road ; 
The  flood-compelling  arch ;  the  long  canal,t 
Through  mountains  piercing  and  uniting  seas ; 
The  domet  resounding  sweet  with  infant  joy. 
From  famine  saved,  or  cruel-handed  shame; 
And  thatt  where  valour,  counts  his  noble  scars, 
The  land  where  social  pleasure  loves  to  dwell, 
Of  the  fierce  demon,  Grothic  duel,  fireed; 
The  robber  from  his  farthest  forest  chased ; 
The  turbid  dty  clear'd,  and,  by  degrees, 
Into  sure  peace  the  best  police  refined, 
Magnificence,  and  grace,  and  decent  joy. 
Let  Gallic  bards  record;  how  honour'd  arts, 
And  science,  by  despotic  bounty  bless'd, 
.At  distance  fiourish'd  from  my  parent-eye. 
Restoring  ancient  taste,  how  Boileau  rose : 
How  the  big  Roman  soq|  shook,  in  Comeille, 
The  trembUng  stage.    In  elegant  Racine; 
How  the  more  powetful  though  more  humble  voice 
Of  nature-painting  Greece^  resistless,  .breathed 
The  whole  awaken'd  heart.   How  Moliere's  scene, 
Chastised  and  regular,  vrith  well  judged  wit, 
Not  scatter'd  wild,  and  native  humour,  graced, 
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.  Wm  life  hselC    To  public  hoaoon  raised, 
How  learning  in  wana  •eminariea*  spiead; 
And,  mote  for  gloiy  than  the  imall  reward, 
How  emulatioQ  etrove.    Bow  their  pure  tongas 
Almost  obtain'd  what  was  denied  their  arms. 
JFYom  Rome,  awhUe,  how  Fainting,  courted  long, 
With  Pouflsin  came;  ancient  design,  that  lifts 
A  &irer  front,  and  loeks  another  souL 
How  the  kind  art,t  that,  of  unvalued  price, 
The  fiuned  and  only  picture,  easy,  gives,. 
Refined  her  touch,  and,  through  the  shadow'd 

piece. 
All  the  live  qptiit  of  the  painter  poor'd. 
Coyest  of  arts,  how  sculpture  northward  deign'd 
A  look,  and  bade  her  GKradoi  arise. 
How  lavish  grandeur  biased;  the  barren  waste, 
Astonished,  saw  the  sudden  palace  sw^, 
And  fountains  spout  amid  its  arid  shades. 
For  leagues,  bright  vistas  opening  to  the  view, 
How  forests  in  majestic  gardens  smiled. 
How  menial  arts,  by  thior  gay  sisters  taught^ 
Wove  the  deep  flower,  the  blooming  foliage  trained 
In  joyous  figures  o'er  the  silky  lawn,^ 
The  palace  cheer'd;  illumed  the  storied  wall, 
And  with  the  pencil  vied  the  glowing  loom.t 

These  laurels,  Lewis,  by  the  droppings  raised 
Of  thy  profusion,  its  dishonour  shade. 
And,  green  through  future  times,  shiJl  bi|id  thy 

brow; 
While  the  vain  honours  of  perfidious  war 
Wither  abhor'd,  or  in  oblivion  lost 
With  what  prevailing  vigour  had  they  shot, 
And  stole  a  deeper  root,  by  the  full  tide 
Of  war-sunk  millions  fed?    Superior  still. 
How  had  they  branched  luxuriant  to  the  skies, 
In  Britain  planted,  by  the  potent  juice 
Of  Freedom  swelled  1  Forced  is  the  bloom  of  arts, 
A  false  uncertain  spring,  when  Bounty  gives, 
Weak  without  me,  a  transitory  gleam. 
Fair  shine  the  slippery  days,  enticing  skies 
Of  fo vour  smile,  and  courtly  breezes  blow ; 
Tin  arts  betrajT^d)  trust  to  the  flat^ng  air 
Their  tender  blossom:  then  malignant  rise 
The  blights  of  Envy,  of  those  insect  doud^ 
That,  blasting  merit  often  cover  courts: 
Nay,  should  perchanoe  some  kind  Mttoenas  aid 
The  doubtful  beamings  of  his  prince's  soul, 
His  wavering  ardour  fix,  and  uncoofined 
Diflose  hii^  warm  beneficence  around;. 
Yet  death,  at  last,  and  wintry  tyrants  come. 
Each  sprig  of  genius  l^jUing  at  th6  root. 
But  when  with  me  imperial  Bounty  joins, 
Wide  o'er  the  public  bbws  eternal  spring; 
While  mingled  autumn  every  harvest  pours 


"Ihe  AcadamiM  ofScienoei^  of  the  BeOei  Lsttse^  and  of 
Puating. 
t&igiavlag.  * 

}  Tha  tapescry  of  the  Gob«Una 


Of  every  land;  whats'er  Invention,  Axt, 
Creating  Toil,  and  Nature  can  produce.' 

Here  ceased  the  Goddese^  and  her  ardent  wrngi^ 
Dipt  in  the  colours  of  the  heavenly  bow. 
Stood  waving  radiance  round,  for  sodden  flight 
Prepared,  when  thus,  impatient,  burst  my  prays**: 
'  Oh  forming  light  of  lifol  O  better  sun! 
Sun  of  mankindl  by  whom  the  cloudy  north. 
Sublimed,  not  envies  Languedodan  skies, 
That,  unstain'd  ether  all,  difiuedve  smile: 
When  shall  Tire  call  these  andent  laurels  oars? 
And  when  thy  work  completer   Straight  with har 

hand 
Celestial  red,  she  touch'd  my  darken'd  eyec: 
Ae  at  the  touch  of  day  the  shades  dissolve. 
So  quick,  methought,  the  misty  circle  deaz'd. 
That  dims  the  dawn  of  being  here  below: 
The  future  shone  disclosed,  and  in  long  view, 
Bright  rising  eras  instant  rush'd  to  light 

'  They  comel  gieat  Goddessl  I  the  times  be- 
hold! 
The  times  our  fiithers,  in  the  bloody  field, 
Have  eam'd  so  dear,  and,  not  with  leas  renown, 
In  the  warm  struggles  of  the  senate  fight 
The  times  I  see !  whose  glory  to  supply, 
For  toiling  ages,  Commerce  round  the  world 
Has  wing'd  unnumber'd  sails,  and  from  each  land 
Materials  heap'd,  that,  well  employ'd,  with  Rome 
Might  vie  our  grandeur,  and  with  Greece  our  art 

*  Lo!  Priiices  I  behold  contriving  still. 
And  still  conducting  firm  some  brave  design; 
Kings!  that  the  narrow  joyless  circle  scorn, 
Burst  the  blockade  of  false  designing  men, 
Of  treache^rous  smiles,  of  adulatbn  fell, 
And  of  the  blinding  clouds  around  them  thrown: 
Their  court  rejoicing  millions;,  worth  alone. 
And  Yixtue  dear  to  them;  their  best  delight, 
In  just  proportion,  to  give  general  joy; 
Their  jealous  care  thy  kingdom  to  maintain; 
The  public  gbry  theirs ;  unsparing  love 
Their  eiylless  treasure ;  and  their  deeds  their  pnise. 
With  thee  they  work.    Thought  can  resist  your 

force:     ■ 
Life  foels  it  quickening  in  her  dark  retreats: 
Strong  spread  the  blooms  of  Genius,  Science,  Axt; 
His  baahful  bounds  disclosing  Merit  breaks; 
And,  big  with  fruits  of  gloiy,  Virtue  blows 
Elxpansive  o'er  the  land.    Another  race 
Of  generous  youth,  of  patriot  sires,  I  see! 
Not  those  vain  insects  fluttering  in  the  blaie 
Of  court,  and  ball,  and  play;  those  venal  sools 
Corruption's  veteran  unrelenting  bands, 
That  to  their  vices  slaves,  can  ne*er  be  free. 

'  I  see  the  fountains  puiged !  whence  life  denves 

A  clear  or  turbid  flow>  see  the  young  mind 

Not  fe4  impure  by  chance,  by  flattery  fool'd, 

Or  by  scholastic  jargon  bkwted  proud, 

But  fill'd  and  nourish'd  by  the  light  of  truth. 

Then  beam'd  through  fiowy  the  refinii^  ray, 
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And  pouritig  on  thid  heart,  the  paarionB  feel 
At  once  informing  light  and  moving  flame ; 
Till  moral,  poblie,  gnoeftd  action  crowns 
The  whole.    Bclioldl  the  fiiir  contention  glowB, 
In  all  that  mind  or  hody  con  adgrn, 
And  form  to  life.    Instead  of  barren  heads, 
Barbarian  pedants,  wrangling  sons  of  pride, 
And  tni(h>perpiexing  Metftph^raie  wits, 
Men,  patriots,  chiefs,  and  citizens  are  fbnn'd. 

*  Lo!  Justice,  like  the  liberal  light  of  Heaven, 
Unpulchased  riiines  on  all;  and  from  her  beam, 
Appalling  gnill,  retire  the  savage  crew. 
That  prowl  amid  the  darkness  thej  themselves ' 
Have  thrown  around  the  laws.  Oppresnon  grieves. 
See !  how  her  legal  jfuries  bite  tbe  lip, 
While  Yorkes  and  Talbots  their  deep  snares'dotect, 
And  seize  swift  jufrtice  through  the  clouds  they 
raise.      '  .1 

'Seel  social  Labour  11^  his  guarded  head, 
And  men  not  yield  to  government  in  Vain. 
From  the  sure  land  is  rooted  miRan  force. 
And,  the  lewd  nurse  of  villains,  idle  waste ; 
Lo!  raised  their  haunts,  down  dash'd  th^  mad- 
dening bowl,  ■ 
A  nation*8  poison  t  beauteous  order  idgns  1 
Manly  submission^  unimposing  toil, 
Trade  without  guile,  civility  that  marks 
From  the  foul  herd  of  brutal  slsfres  thy  sons, 
And  fearless  peace.    Or  should  afironting  war 
To  slow  but  dreadfid  vengeance  rouse  the  Just, 
Unfailing  fieldsV  fiteemen  I  behold  I 
That  knoi9^,  with  thor  own  proper  arm,  to  guard 
Their  own  Uess'd  isle  against  a  leaguing  world. 
Despairing  Craul  her  bdling  youth  reMrains^ 
Dissolved  her  <lream  of  univeraal  sway ;    ^ 
The  winds  and  seas  are  Britain's  wide  domain; 
And  not  a  sail,  but  by  permissbn,  spreads. 

'  Lo !  swarming  southwaid>on  rejoi<iing  suns, 
Gray  cobnies  extend;  the  calm  retreat 
Of  undeserved  distress,  the  better  home 
Of  those  whom  bigots  chase  fiom  foreign  lands. 
Nor  built  on  rapine,  servitude,  and  wo, 
And  in  their  turn  some  petty  tyrant's  prey; 
But,  bound  by  social  Freedom,  firm  they  rise ; 
Such  as,  of  lat»,  an  Oglethorpe  has  form'd. 
And,  crowding  round,  the  chan[i'd  Savannah  sees. 

'  Horrid  with  want  and  misery  no  more 
Our  streets  the  tender  passenger  afflict. 
Nor  shivering  age,  nor  sickness  without  friend, 
Or  home,  or  bed  to  bear  his  burning  load ; 
Nor  agonizing  infiuit,  that  ne'e^  eam'd 
Its  guiltless  pangs;  I  see!  the  stores,  profuse, 
Which  Britkh  bounty  has  to  these  assigned. 
No  more  the  sacrilegious  riot  swell 
Of  cannibal  devourers !  right  applied, 
No  starving  wretch  the  land  of  fireedom stains: 
If  poor,  employment  finds]  if  old,  demands, 
if  sick;  if  maim'd,  his  miserable  due ; 
And  will,  if  yoimg,  repay  the  fondest  care. 

2  w  2 


Sweet  sets  the  sun  of  stonhiy  life ;  and  sweet 
The  momhig  shiifes,  in  Mercy's  dew6  array'd. 
Lo !  ho#  they  rise  I  tfae^  fanikiiies  of  Heavent 
.That !  chief,*  (bat  why— ye  bigoW— why  so  late?) 
Where  blooms  ai^  waorbles  giad  a  liiing  age ; 
What  smiles  of  praise!  and,  while  their  song  as- 
cends, 
The  listening  s^ph  kys  his  lute  aside. 

'  Hark !  the  gay  muses  raise  a  nobler  strain, 
With  active  nature,  warm  unpaseion'd  truth. 
Engaging  fable,  lucid  order,  notes^ 
Of  various  string,  and  heartrfelt  image  fill'd. 
Behold !  I  see  the  dread  delightful  school 
Of  temper'd  passions,  and  of  polish'd  life. 
Restored:  behold !  the  well  dissembled  scene* 
Calls  fiom  embellish'd  eyes  the  lovely  tear,     . 
Or  lights  up  mirth  in  Aodest  cheeks  again. 
Lo!  vanish'd  monster  land.    Lo!  driven  away 
Those  that  ApoBo's  Sacred  waUcs  profane : 
Their  wild  cre&tion  scatter'd,  where  a  world 
Unknown  to  nature,  Chaios  more  confused. 
O'er  the  brute  scene  its  Ouran-Outangs  poursjt 
Detestbd  forms  1  that,  on  the  mind  impress'dj 
Corrupt,  confound,  and  barbarize  an  age. 

'  Behoi^ !  all  thhie  again  the  Sister- Arts, 
Thy  graces  they,  kmt  in  harmonious  dance. 
Nursed  by  the  treasure  firom  a  nation  drain'd 
Their  works  to  purchase,  the^  to  nobler  rouse 
Their  untamed  genius,  their  unfetter'd  thought ; 
Of  pompous  tyrants,  and  of  dreaming  monks, 
The  gaudy  tools,  and  prisoners  no  more. 

'  Lo !  liumerouB  domes  a  Burlington  confess : 
For  kings  and  senates  fit,  the  palace  see  t 
The  temple  breatUng  a  religious  awe; 
E'en  framed  with  elegance  the  plain  retreat, 
The  private  dwelling.    Certain  in  his  aim, 
Taste,  never  idly  working,  saves  expense. 

'  See !  silvaft  scenes,  where  Art  alone  pretends 
To  dress  her  m^frtiess,  and  disclose  her  diarms: 
Such  as  a  Pope  in  miniature  has  shown  ;t 
A  Bathurst  o'er  the  widening  forests  spreads; 
And  feuch  as  fonn  a  Richmoiid,  Chiswick,  Stows 

August,  around,  what  pubGc  works  I  see ! 
Lo!  stately  streets,  lo!  squares  that  court  the 

breezie. 
In  spite  of  those  to  whom  pertains  the  care. 
Ingulfing  more  than  founded  Roman  ways, 
Lo !  ray'd  finim  cil&s  o^er'the  brighten'd  land. 
Connecting  sea  to  sea,  the  solid  road. 
Lo !  the  proud  arch  (no  vile  dxactpr's  stand) 
With  easy  sweep  bestrides  the  ehaang  flood. 
See!  long  canals,  and  deepened  rivers  join 
Each  part  with  each,  and  vrith  the  circling  mam 


*  ^cFbundUngHiapltaL 

t  Acraatnn  whkh,  of  allbfratsi^  mostrBBSBAIesi&an. 

Ac  />r.  TV^'  9Vsatfie  mi  (Wt  anAsoi 
t  At  UsTwlckanhsm  VUla. 
f  Okely  woodtib  MV  <^ln>^M<i^* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


loe 


THOMSON'S  WORKS. 


The  whole  enV^eq^d  ule.    Lo !  ports  expand, 
Free  m  the  winds  and  WRTes  their  sheltering  arms. 
ho !' stieamii^  oomibrt  o*er  the  troubled  deep, 
On  evety  pointed  coast  the  lighthouse  towen ; 
And,  by  the  broad  imperious  mole  lepell'd, 


Hark!  how  the  hafHed  storm  indignnlit  roais.- 
As  thick  to  view  these  varied  wonders  rose. 
Shook  all  mj  soul  with  tjnasporty  unassured, 
The  Yision  hioke ;  and,  on  my  waking  eye, 
Rtish'd  the  itill  ruins  of  dejected  Rome. 


JKfscelUitieottfii  )Peeiii». 


TO  TBS  MEM0R7   OF 

the' RIGHT  HON.  LORD  TALBOT, 

LATE  OIANCELLOR  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN. 

ADDRESSED  TO  HIS  SON. 

While  with  the  puhtie,  you,  my  Lord,  lament 
A  friend  and  father  lost;  permit  the  Muse, 
The  Muse  asBign'd  of  old  a  double  theme. 
To  praise  dead  worth,  and  humble  living  pride. 
Whose  generous  task  begins  where  interest  endsj 
Permit  her  on  a  Talbot's  tomb  to  lay    ^ 
This  cordial  vene  anoere,  If  ttuth  inspired, 
Which  means  not  to  bestow  but  borrow  fame. 
Yes,  she  may  sing  his  matchless  virtues  now- 
Unhappy  that  she  may. — But  where  begin  t 
How  from  the  diamond  single  out  each  ray. 
Where  all,  though  trembling  with  ten  thousand 

hues, 
Elfiuse  one  dazzling  undivided  light  1 

Let  the  low-minded  of  these  narrow  days 
No  more  presume  to  deem  the  bfty  tale 
Of  ancient  times,  in  pity  to  their  own, 
Romance.    In  Talbot  we  united  saw 
The  piercing  eye,  the  quick  enlightened  sod. 
The  graceful  ease,  the  flowing  tongue  of  Ghnece, 
Join'd  to  the  virtues  and  the  force  of  Rome. 

Eternal  Wisdom,  that  all-quickening  sun; 
Whence  every  life,  in  just  proportion,  draws 
Directing  light  and  actuating  flame, 
Ke'er  witba  larger  portion  of  its  beams 
Awaken'd  mortal  clay.    Hence  steady,  calm, 
Diffusive,  deep,  and  dear,  his  reason  saw, 
With  instantaneous  view,  the  truth  of  things; 
Chief  what  to  human  Ufe  and  human  blias 
Pertains,  that  nobl^  sdence,  fit  for  man : 
And  hence,  responsive  to  his  knowledge,  glow'd 
ELis  ardent  virtue.    Ignorance  and  vice, 
In  consort  foul,  agree  *,.  etoh  heightening  each ; 
While  viitoe  draws  from  knowledge  brighter  firs. 

What  grand,  what   comely,  or  what  tender 


What  talent,  or  whatmtoe  was  not  his; 
What  that  can  render ^an  or  great,  or  good, 
Give  useful  worth,  or  amiable  gracel 


Nor  could  he  brook  in  stodioos  shade  to  lie^ 
In  soft  retiilBment,  indolently  pleased 
With  selfish  peace.    The  Syien  of  the  wise, 
(Who  steals  the  Aonian  song,  and,  in  the  shape 
Of  Virtue,  woos  them  from  a  worthless  world) 
Though  deep  he  felt  her  charms,  could  nevermeit 
His  strenuous  ipirit,  reooUeded,  calm, 
As  sileiDt  night,  yet  actiire  as  the  day. 
The  more  the  bold,  the  bustling,  and  the  bad, 
Press  to  usurp  the  reigns  of  j»wer,  the  more. 
Behoves  it  virtue,  with  indignant  zeal, 
To  check  their  combination.    Shall  low  viewa 
Of  sneaking  interest  or  luxurious  vice. 
The  villain's  phssions,  quicken  more  to  toil. 
And  dart  a  livelier  vigour  through  the  soul, 
Than  those  that  mingled  with  our  truest  good, 
With  present  honour  and  imifiortal  fame, 
Involve  the  good  of  all  %  An  empty  form 
Is  the  weak  Virtue,  that  amid  the  shade 
Lamenting  lies,  with  fhture  schemes  amused. 
While  Wickedness  and  Folly)  kindred  powers, 
Confound  the  world.    A  Talbot's,  different  far, 
Sprung  ardent  into  action:  action,  that  disdain'd 
To  lose  in  deathlike  doth  one  pulse  of  life. 
That  might  be  saved ;  disdain'd  for  coward  ease, 
And  her  innpid  pleasures,  to  redgn 
The  prize  of  glory;  the  keen  sweets  of  toil. 
And  those  high  joys  that  teach  the  truly  great 
To  live  for  others,  and  for  others  die. 

Early,  behold  I  he  breaks  benign  on  fife. 
Not  breathing  more  beneficence,  the  spring 
Leads  in  her  swelling  train  the  gentle  airs! 
While  gay,  behind  her,  smiles  the  kindling  wails 
Of  ruffian  storms  and  Winter's  lawless  rage. 
In  him  Astrea,  to  this  dun  abode 
Of  ever  wandering  men,  retnm'd  again: 
To  bless  them  his  delight,  to  bring  them  back 
From  thorny  error,  frtxm  unjoypus  wrong 
Into  the  paths  of  kind  primeval  faith, ' 
Of  hapinness  and  justice.    All  his  parts, 
His  virtues  all,  collected,  sought  the  good 
Of  humankind.    For  that  he,  fervent,  felt 
The  throb  of  patriots,  when  they  model  states 
Anxious  for  that,  nor  needful  sleep  oould  hold 
His  still-awaken'd  soul;  nor  friends  had  chanos 
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To  titeal,  with  pleasiiig  guile,  one  ueeful  hour; 
Toil  knew  no  languor,  no  attraction  joy. 
Thus  with  unwearied  steps,  by  Viitue  led, 
He  gain'd  the  summit  of  that  sacred  hill, 
Where,   raised-  above  black  Envy's  daikening 

clopds, 
rier  spotless  temple  lifts  its  radiant  front 
Be  named,  victorious  ravages,  no  more  t    • 
Vanish,  ye  human  comets!  shrink  your  blaze! 
Ye  that  your  glory  to.  your  terrors  owe, 
As,  o'er  the  gazing  desolated  earth, 
You  scatter  lamiqe,  pestilence,  and  warj 
Vanish !  before  this  vernal  sun  of  fame ; 
£lffulgent  sweetness !  beaming  life  and  joy. 
How  the  l^eart  listen'd  while   he,  pleading, 
spoke I 
While  on  the  e^ilighten'd,  mind,  with  winning  art. 
His  gentle  reason  so  persuasive  stole. 
That  the  charm'd  heaier  thought  it  was  his  own. 
Aht  when,  ye  studious  of  the  laws,  again 
Shall  such  enchanting  lessons  bless  your  earl 
When,  shall  again  the  darkest  truths,  perplex'd, 
Be  set  in  ample  day?  when  shall  the  l^ursh 
And  arduous  open  into  smiling  ease?  .  . 
The  solid  mix  vrifh  elegant  4elighti 
His  was  the  talent  with  the  pur^  light 
At  once  to  pour  conviction  on  the  soul,  • 
And  warm  with  lawful  flame,  the  impasalon'd 

heart. 
That  dangerous  gift  with  him  was  safely  lo4ged 
By  Heaven — ^He,  sacred  to  his  country's  cause, 
To  trampled  want  and  worth,  to  suffering  right, 
To  the  lone  widow's  and  her  orphan's  woes, 
Reserved  the  mighty  charm.    With'  equal  brow, 
Despising  then  the  smiles  or  fioowns  of  power, 
He  all  that  noblest  eloquence^effused,    . 
Which    generous  passion,   taught   by   reason, 

breaches: 
Then  spoke  the  man;  and,  over  barren  art, 
PrevaU'd  abundant  nature.    Freedom  then 
His  client  was,  Jiumanity  and  truth. 

Placed  on  the  seat  of  justice,  there  he  reign'd. 
In  a  superipr  sphere  of  cloudless  day, 
A  pure  intelligence.    No  tumult  there. 
No  dark  emotion,  no  intemperate  heat^ 
No  pasdon  e'er  disturb'd  the'clear  serene 
That  aropnd  him  spread.    A  zeal  fi>r  right  alone> 
The  love  of  justice,  like  the  steady  sun, 
Its  equal  ardour  lent;  and  sometimes  raised 
Against  the  sons  of  violence,  of  pride. 
And  bold  deceit,  his  indignation  gleam'd, 
Yet  still  by  sober  dignity  restrain'd. .. 
As  intuition  quick,  he  snatched  the  truth. 
Yet  with  progressive  patience,  step  by  step, 
Self-diffident,  or  to  the  8k)wer  kind, 
He  through  the  mazeof  fals^ood  traced  it  on, 
TiD,  at  the  last,  evolved,  it  full  appear'd. 
And  e'en  the  loser  own'd  the  just  decree, 
but  when,  in  senates,  he,  to  fireedom  firm, 
K 


Enlighten'd  Freedom,  plann'd  salubrious  laws, 
His  various  learning,  his  vride  knowledge,  then, 
His  insight  deep  into  Britannia's  weal, 
Spontaneous  seem'd  frqmiBimple  sense  to  flow. 
And  the  plain  patriot  smooth'd  the  brow  of  law 
No  specious  swell,  no  frothy  pomp  of  words 
Fell  on  the  cheated  ear;  no  studied  maze 
Of  declaration,  to  perplex  the  right, 
Ho  daikening  threw  around:  safe  in  itself, 
In  its  own  force,  all  powerful  Reason  spoke; 
While  on  the  great  the  ruling  point,  at  once, 
He  stream'd  decisive  day,  and  show'd  it  vain 
To  lengthen  further  out  the  clear  debate. 
Convictioi^  breathes  conviction;  to  the  heart, 
Pour'd  ardent  forth  in  eloquence  unbid, 
The  heart  attends :  for  let  the  venal  tfy 
Their  every  hardening  stupifying  art. 
Truth  must  prevail,  zeal  will  enkindle  zeal, 
And  Nature,  skilful  touch'd,  is  honest  still. 
Behold  him  in  the  councils  of  his  prince. 
What  faithful  light   he  lends!    How  rare,  in 

courts,    . 
Such  wisdom ! ,  such  abilities  1  and  join'd 
To  virtue  so  determined,  public  zeal. 
And  honour  of  such  adamantine  proo^ 
As  e'en  corruption,  hopeless,. and  o'eraw'd. 
Durst  not  have  tempted !  yet  of  manners  mild, 
And  winning  every  heart,  he  knew  to  please, 
Nobly  to  please;  while  equally  he  scom'd 
Or  adulation  to  receive,  or  give. 
Happy  the  state,  where  wakes  a  ruling  eye 
Of  such  inspection  keen,  and  general  caret 
Beneath  a  guard  so  vigilant,  so  pure, 
Tcnl  may  re^gn  l^^  careless  head  to  rest,  . 
And  ever  jealous  freedom  sleep  in  peace' 
Ah!  lost  untimely!  lost  in  downward  days  I 
And  many  a  patriot-counsel  with  him  lost! 
Counsels,  that  might  have  humbled  Britain's  foe^ 
Her  native  foe,  from  eldest  time  by  fate 
Appointed,  as  did  on<^  a  Talbot's  arms. 
Let  learning,  arts,  let  universal  worth, 
Lament  a  patron  lost,  a  friend  and  judge, 
Unlike  the  sons  of  vanity,'that  veil'd 
Beneath  the  patron's  prostituted  name,    , 
Dare  sacrifice  a  worthy  man  to  pride, 
And  flush  confusion  o'er  an  honest  cheek. 
When  he  conferr'd  a  grace,  it  seem'd  a  deb% 
Which  he  to  merit,  to  the  public,  paid. 
And  to  the  great  all-bounteous  Source  of  good! 
His  sympathizing  heart  itself  received 
The  generous  obligation  he  bestow'd. 
This,  tins  indeed,  is  patronizing  w6rth. 
Their  kind  protector  him  the  Muses  own, 
But  scorn  with  noble  pride  the  boasted  air 
Of  tasteless  vanity's  insulting  han^ 
The  gracious  stream,  that  cheers  the  letter'd  world 
Is  not  the  noisy  gift  of  summer's  noon, 
Whose  sudden  current,  from  the  naked  root, 
Washes  the  little  soil  which  yet  remain'd. 
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And  only  more  dejects  the  blushing  flowen: 
No,  'tis  the  soft-descending  dews  at  eve, 
The  silent  treasures  of  th6  vernal  year, 
Indulging  deep  their  stores,  thfe  still  night  long; 
Tilt,  %ith  returning  mom,  the  freshened  world, 
Is  fragrance  all,  alt  beauty,  joy,  and  sctog. 

Still  let  me  view  him  in  the  pleasing  light 
Of  private  life,  where  pomp  forgets  to  glare,        , 
And  where  the  plain  unguarded  soqI  is  seeti. 
There,  with  that  truest  greatness  he  appeared, 
Which  thinks  not  of  appearing ;  kindly  veil'd 
In  the  soft  graces  of  the  friendly  scene, 
Insuring  social  conffdenoe  and  ease. 
As  free  the  converse  of  the  wise  and  good, 
As  joyous,  disentangling  every  power, 
And  breathing  mixjd  improvement  with  deUght, 
As  when  amid  the  varioUs-blossomM  spring, 
Or  gentle  beaming  autumn's  pensive  ^ade. 
The  philosophic  mind  with  nature  talks. 
Say  ye,  his  sons,  his  dear  remains,  with  whom 
The  father  laid  superfhious  stata  airfde, 
Yet  raised  your  filial  duty  thence  the  more, 
With  friendship  raised  it,  with  esteem,  with  love, 
Beyond  the  tii»i  of  love,  oh !  speak  the  joy, 
The  pure  serene,  the  cheerful  wisdom  mild. 
The  virtuous  spirit,  which  his  vacant  hours. 
In  semblance  of  amusement^  through  the  bi«ast 
Infuse^.    And  thou,  0  Rundle!*  lend  thy  strain, 
Thou  darling  friend !  thou  brother  of  his  soul! 
In  whom  the  head  and  heart  their  stores  unite : 
Whatever  fancy  paints.  Invention  pours, 
Judgment  digests,  the  well  tuned  bosom  f^ls, 
Truth  natural,  moral,  or  divine,  has  Uught, 
The  virtues  dictate,  or  the  Muses  sing. 
Lend  me  the  plaint,  which,  to  the  lonely  main. 
With  memory  conversing,  you  wiH  pour, 
As  on  the  pebbled  shore  you,  penrive,  stray, 
Where  Derry's  mountains  a  bleak  Crescent  form, 
And  mid  their  ample  round  receive  the  waves, 
That  from  the  frozen  pole,  resounding,  rush, 
Impetuous.  Though  f^om  nattv^  sunshine  driven, 
Driven  from  your  friends,  the  sunshine  of  the  soul, 
By  slanderous  zeal,  and  politics  infirm,  ^ 
Jeak>us  of  worth  j  yet  will  you  bless  your  lot. 
Vet  will  you  triumph  in  your  glorious  fate. 
Whence  Talbot's  friendship  glows  to  future  times. 
Intrepid,  warm;  of  kindred  tempers  born; 
Nursed,  by  experience,  into  slow  esteem. 
Calm  confidence  unbounded,  love  not  btind. 
And  the  sweet  light  from  mingled  minds  disclosed, 
From  mingled  chym^c  oils  as  bursts  the  fire. 

I  too  remember  well  that  cheerful  bowl. 
Which  round  his  table  fiow'4.   The  serious  there 
Miz'd  with  the  sportive,  with^the  ieam*d  the 

plain; 
Mirth  softenM  wisdom, candour  tempered  mirth; 
And  wit  its  honoy  lent,  without  the  sting. 

•bt,  JlvnSk,  BUhop  of  Deny  la  Inland.  8m  thi  Msmolr. 


Not  simple  nature's  unaffected  sons, 
The  blaineless  Indians,  round  their  f 
In  sunny  lawn  or  shady  emat  set, 
Hold  more  unspotted  oou^^rse;  nor,  of  eU, 
Rome's  awful  consuls^  her  dictator  swakis, 
As  on  the  product  of  their  Sabine  fiums 
They  fared,  with  stricter  virtue  fed  the  Boal: 
Nor  yet  in  Athens,  at  an  Attic  mea]. 
Where  Socrates  presided,  fairer  truth, 
More  elegant  humanity,  more  grace, 
Wit  more  refined,  or  deeper  science  idgii'd. 

But  far  beyond  the  KtUe  vAlgar.  houAds 
Of  fiunily,  ^r  friends,  or  native  land, 
By  just  degrees,  and  with  proportio&'d  flaoae. 
Extended  his  benevolence:  a  friend 
To  humankind,  to  parent  nature's  works. 
Of  free  access,  and  of  engaging.grace. 
Such  as  a  brother  to  a  brother  owes. 
He  kept  an  open  judging  ear  for  all, 
And  spread  an  open  couAtenanee^  where  smiicd 
The  fair  eflf\ilgence  of  an  open  hMrt; 
While  on  the  rich,  the  poor,  the  high,  the  low, 
With  equal  ray,  his  ready  goodness  slione' 
For  nothing  human  fbrei^  was  to  him.. 

Thus  to  a  dread  inheritance,  my  Lmd, 
And  hard  to  be  supported,  you  Mmseed: 
But,  kept  by-virtue,*as  by  virtue  gain'd. 
It  viiXif  through  latest  time,  enridi  your  race. 
When  grosser  wealth  shall  moulder  Into  dust, 
And  with  their  authors  in  oblivbri  sunk 
Vain  titles  lie,  the  servfle  badges  oft 
Of  mean  submission,  not  the  meed  of  worth. 
True  genuine  honour  its  large  patent  holds 
Of  all  mankind,  through  every  ^nd  and  afe, 
Of  univerai  reason's  various  aons. 
And  o'en  of  God  himself,  sole  perfect  Judge! 
Yet  know  these  noblest  honoun  of  the  mind 
On  rigid  terms  descend :  the  high-placed  heir, 
Scann'd  by  the  pubfic  eye,  that,  with  keen  ga»^ 
Malignant  seeks  out  faults,  can  not  through  life 
Amid  the  nameless  insecte  of  a  court, 
Unheeded  steal ;  but,  with  his  aire  compsoed. 
He  must  be  glorious,  or  he  must  be  scom'd. 
This  truth  to  you,  who  merit  well  to  bear 
A  name  to  Britontf  dear,  the  offiootB  Muse 
.May  safely  singj;^  and  sing  without  reserve. 
.  Vain  were  the  plaint,  and  ignorant' the  tear 
That  should  a  Talbot  mourn.    OursehrcA,  fnitped, 
Our  countiy  robb'd  ot  herdeKght  and  fltrmgth, 
We  may  lament.    Yet  let  us,  grateliil,  joy 
That  we  kich  virtues  knew,  such  virtues  felt. 
And  feel  them  still,  teaching  our  views  to  rise 
Through  ever  brightening  scenes  of  future  workh 
Be  dumb,  ye  worst  of  zealots !  ye  that,  pn>ne 
To  thoughtless  dust,  renounce  that  generous  hope, 
Whence  eveiy  joy  below  its  spirit  draws, 
And  every  paih  its  balm:  a  Talbot's  light, 
A  Talbot's  virtues  chum  another  source. 
Than  the  blind  maie  of  uoileeigning  blood 
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Nor  when  that  vital  fountain  plays  no  more, 
Can  they  be  quenched  amid  the  gelid  stream. 

Methhiks  I  aee  his  moonting  spirit,  freed 
From  tangling  earth,  regain  the  realms  of  day, 
Its  native  country :  whence  to  bless  mankind, 
Eternal  goodness  on  this  ^taome  spot 
Had  ray'd  it  down  a  while.    Behold!  approved 
By  the  tremendous  Judge  of  heaven  and  earth 
And  to  the  Almighty.  Father's  presetice  joinM, 
He  takes  lus  rank,  in  glory,  and  in  bHss, 
Amid  the  human  irerthiee.    Glad  around 
Crowd  his  compatriot  shades,  and  point  him  out, 
With  joyful  pride,  Britannia's  blameless  boast. 
Ah !  who  is  he,  that  vrith  a  fonder 'eye 
Meets  thine  enraptuiedV- Tis  the  best  of  sons  I 

The  best  of  friends! ^Too  soon  is  realized 

That  hope,  which  once  forbad  thy  tears  to- flow! 
Meanwhile  the  kindred  souls  of  every  land, 
Howe'er  divided  in  the  fretful  days 
Of  prejudioe-and  error)  mingled  now, 
In  one  selected  never  jarring  state. 
Where  God  himself  their  only  monarch  reigns, 
Partake  the  joy:  yet,  such  the  sense  that  still 
Remains  of  earthly  woes,  for  usbek>w, 
And  for  our^^loos,  they  drop  a  pitying  tear. 
But  cease,  presumptuous  Muse,  nor  vainly  strive 
To  quit  this  cloudy  sphere,  that  binds  thee  down : 
'Tis  not  for  mortal  hands  to  trace  these  scenes- 
Scenes,  that  otir  gross  ideas  groveling  cast 
Behind,  and  strike  our  boldest  language  dumb. 

Forgive,  unmortal  shade  I  if  aught  from  earth, 
From  dust  low  warbled,  to  those  groves  can  rise, 
Where  flows  celestial  harmony,  forgive 
This  fond  superfluous  verse.  With  deep-felt  voice. 
On  every  heart  impressed,  thy  deeds  themselves 
Attest  thy  praise.    Thy  praise  the  widow's  idghs. 
And  orphan's  tears  embalm.    The  good,  the  bad, 
The  sods  of  justice  and  the  sons  of  strife, 
AJl  who  or  freedoih  or  who  interest  prize, 
A  deep-divided  nation's  parties  all, 
Conspire  to  swell  thy  spotless  pndse  to  Heaven. 
Glad  Heaven  receives  it,  and  seraphic  lyres 
With  songs  of  triumph  thy  arrival  hail. 
How  vain  this  tribute  then  I  this  kmly  lay! 
Yet  nought  is  vain  that  gratitude  inspires. 
The  Muse,  besides,  her  duty  thus  approves 
To  virtue,  to  her  oottotfy,  to  mankind. 
To  ruling  nature,  that,  in  glorious  charge. 
As  to  her  priestess,  gives  it  her  to  hymn 
Whatever  good  and  excellent  she  forms.  , 


TOTM 

MEMORY  OF  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON, 

Interibed  to  the  Right  Bon,  Sir  Robert  Walpole. 

Shall  the  great  sod  of  Newton  quit  this  earth, 
To  mingle  with  his  stars;  and  every  Muse, 


Astonish'd  mto' silence,  shun  the  wdght 

Of  honours  due  to  his  illustrious  name  1 

But  what  can  man  1 — E'en  now  the  sons  of  light, 

In^ains  high  warbled  to  seraphic  lyre, 

Hail  his  arrival  on  the  coast  of  bliss. 

Yet  am  not  I  deterr'd,  though  high  the  theme,' 

And  sung  to  harps  of  angels,  for  with  you. 

Ethereal  flames !  ambitious,  I  aspire 

In  Nature's  general  symphony  to  join. 

And  what  new  wonders  can  ye  show  your  gtiest 
Who,  while  on  this  dim  spot,  where  mortals  toil 
Clouded  in  dust,  from  Motion's  simple  laws. 
Could  trace  the  secret  hand  of  Providence, 
Wide-working  through  this  uruversal  frvne. 

Have  ye  not  listen'-d  while  he  bound  the  Suns 
And  Planets,  to  their  spheres !  the  unequal  task 
Of  humankind  till  then.    Oft  had  they  loll'd 
O'er  erring  man  the  year,  and  oft  disgraced 
The  pride  o(schools,  before  their  course  was  known 
Full  in  its  causes  and  efiects  to  him, 
All-pierdngsage!  Whosatnotdovmanddream'd 
Romantic  schemes,  defended  by  the  din 
Of  specious  woiMs,  and  tyranny  of  names; 
But,  bidding  his  atnazing  nund  attend, 
And  with  heroic  patience  years  on'yean 
Deep-searching,  saw  at  last  the  system  dawn. 
And  shine,  of  all  his  race,  on  him  afone. 

What  wero  his  raptures  then !  how  pure  1  how 
strong! 
Ard  what  the  triumphs  of  old  Ghreece  and  Rome, 
By  his  diminish'd,  but  the  pride  of  boys 
In  some  small  fray  victorious !  when  instead 
Of  shatter'd  parcels  of  this  earth  usurp'd 
By  violence  uiunanly,  and  soie'deeds 
Of  cruelty  and  bkxxl,  Nature  herself 
Stood  all  subdued  by  him,  and  open  laid 
Her  every  latent  glory  to  his  view« 

All  intellectual  ^ye,  our  solar  round 
First  gazing  through,  he  by  the  blended  power 
Of  Gravitation  and  Projection  saw 
The  whole  in  silent  harmony  revolve, 
t^m  unassisted  vision  hid,  the  moons 
To  cheer  remoter  planets  numerous  form'd. 
By  him  in  all  their  mingled  tracts  were  seen. 
He  also  fiz'd  our  wandering  Glueen  of  Night, 
.Whether  she  wanes  into  a  scanty  orb, 
Or,waxingbroad,vrithher  pale  shadowy  light,  . 
In  a  soft  deluge  oserflows  the  sky. 
Her  every  motion  clear-discerning.  He 
Adjusted  to  the  mutual  Main,  and  taught 
Why  Eow  the  mighty  mass  of  water  swells 
Resistless,  heaving  on  the  broken  rocks. 
And  the  full  river  turning :  till  again 
The  tide  revertive,  unattncted,  leaves 
A  yellow  waste  of  idle  sands  behind. 

Then  breaking  hence,  he  took  his  ardent  fligb) 
Through  the  blue  infinite ;  and  every  star, 
Which  the  dear  concave  of  a  winter's  night 
Poun  on  the  eye,  or  astronomic  tube, 
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Far  stretching,  snatches  from  the  dark  abyss  j 

Or  such  as  further  in  successive  skies 

To  fancy  shine  ak)ne,  at  his  approach 

Blazed  into  suns,  the  living  centre  each 

Of  an  harmonious  system :  all  combined,    . 

And  ruled  unerring  by  that  single  power, 

Which  draws  the  stone  projected  to  the  ground. 

O  unprofuse  magnificence  divine ! 

O  wisdom  truly  perfect !  thus  to  call 

From  a  lew  causes  such  a  scheme  of  things, 

Efiects  M>  various,  beautiful,  and  great, 

A  universe  complete !  And  0,  bek»ved  . 

Of  Heaven !  whose  well  purged  penetrative  eye 

The  mystic  veil  transpieiting,  uily  scann'd 

The  riaidg,  moving,  wide-establish'd  firame. 

He,  first  of  men,  with  awful  wing  pursued 
The  Comet  through  the  long  eliptic  curve, 
As  round  innumeious  worids  he  wound  his  wuy ; 
Till,  to  the  fordiead  of  our  evening  sky 
Retum'd,  the  blaang  wonder  glaits  anew. 
And  o*er  the  trembling  nations  shakes  dismay. 

The  heavens  are  all  his  own;  frnn  the  wild  rule 
Of  whirling  Vortices,  and  circling  Spheres, 
To  their  first  great  simplicity  restored. 
The  schools  astonish'd  stood ;  but  found  it  vain 
To  combat  still  with  demonstration  strong. 
And,  unawaken'd  dream  bmeath  the  blase 
Of  truth.    At  once  their  pleasing  visions  fled, 
With  the  gay  shadows  of  the  morning  miz'd, 
When  Newton  rose,  our  philMophio  sun ! 

The  a£nal  flow  of  S^und  was  known  to  him, 
From  whence  it  first  in  wavy  circles  breeka. 
Till  thetouch'd  organ  takes  the  message  in. 
Nor  could  the  darting  beam  of  Speed  immenee 
Escape  his  swift  pursuit  and  measuring  eye. 
E'en  Light  itself,  which  every  thing  displays,    ; 
Shone  undiscover'd,  till  his  brighter  mind 
4Jntwisted  all  the  shining  robe  of  day ; 
And,  from  the  whitening  undistinguished  blaie. 
Collecting  every  ray  into  his  kind, 
To  the  charm'd  eye  educed  the  goigeous  train 
Of  parent  cdours.    First  the  flaming  Red 
Sprunjsr  vivid  forth;  the  tawny  Orange  next ; 
And  next  delicious  Yellow ;  by  whose  side 
Fell  the  kind  beams  of  aU-refreahing  Green. 
Then  the  pure  Blue,  that  sweHs  autikmnal  skies. 
Ethereal  play*d ;  and  then,  of  sadder  hue, 
Emerged  the  deepened  Indioo,  a0  when 
The  heavy-skirted  evening  droops  with  frost. 
While  the  last  gleamings  of  refracted  light 
Dyed  in  the  fiiinting  violet  away. 
These,  when  the  clouds  distil  the  rosy  shower, 
Shine  out  distixu^  adown  the  watery  hpw ; 
While  o'er  our  heads  the  dewy  vision  ben<}8 
Delightful  melting  on  the  fields  beneath. 
Myriads  of  minghng  dyes  from  these  residt, 
And  mjrriads  still  remain ;  infinite  source 
Of  beauty,  ever  blushing,  ever  new. 

Did  ever  poet  image  ought  so  fair, 


Dreaming  in  whispering  greves^  by  the  noane 

brook!. 
Or  prophet,  to  whose  raptuieh^^^^en  descends  > 
E'en  now  the  setting  sun  and  shifting  clouds, 
Seen,  Greenwich,  from  thy  lovely  heights,  deciaie      | 
How  just,  how  beauteous  the  refsaotive  law. 

The  noiseless  tide  of  Time,  all  beaiiiv  down 
To  vast  eternity's  unbounded  sea, 
Where  the  green  islands  of  the  hvp^j  shine^ 
He  stemm'd  alone;  and  toibe  somoe  (invidved 
Deep  in  primeval  gkwm)  ascending,  labed 
His  lights  «t  equal  distances,  to  guide 
Historian,  wilder'd  on  his  darksome  w^. 

But  who  can  number  up  his  labouiel  who 
His  high  discoveries  sing?  whentMitafiiw 
Of  the  deep^rtud^ing  race  caa^  stretch  their  mindt 
To  what  he  knew :  in  tocy'8%htBr.th0i«ht| 
How  shall  the  muse  then  graap  the  mighty  thenel 

What  wonder  thenoe  that  his  develicm  sweffd 
Responsive  to  his  knowledge?  For  could  he^ 
Whose  piercmg  mental  tj9  difiustve  saw 
The  flnkh'd  univevnty  of  thiqgs, 
In  all  its  order,  magnitude,  and  part% 
Forbear  incessant  to  adore  that  power 
Who  fills,  sustains,  and  actuates  tbB  wholel 

Say,  ye  who  best  can  tell,  ye  happy  few, 
Who  saw  him  in  the  softest  lights  of  life. 
All  unwithheld,  indidging  to  hik  friends 
The  vast  unbonow'd  treasures  of  his  mind, 
Oh,  speak  the  wondrous  man!  how  miU,  how 

calm. 
How  greatly  humble,  how  divinely  good 
How  firm  established  on  eternal  truth ; 
Fervent  in  doing  well,  vi^  every  nerve 
Still  pressing  on,  forgetful  of  the  pest, 
And  panting  for  psrfection :  for  above 
Those  little  oares,  and  visionaiy  joys, 
That  so  perplex  the  fondnnfMUMOn'd  heart 
Of  ever  cheated,  ever  trusting  ifcan. 

And  you,  ye  hopeless  gloomy-minded  tnbs^ 
You  who,  tmconsciouB  of  those  noUer  flights 
That  reach  impatient  at  immortal  life, 
Against  the  prime  endearing  pnvileeD 
Of  Being  dare  contend,—- say,  can  a  soul 
Of  such  extensive^  deep,  tremendous  powcn^ 
Enlarging  still,  be  but  a  finer  breath 
Of  spirits  dancing  through  theb  tubes  awhi^ 
And  then  for  ever  lost  in  vacant  air  1 

But  hark!  methinks  I  hear  awaimng  veioc^ 
Solemn  as  when  some  awfiil  change  is  oome^ 
Sound  through  the  worid— "Tis  done!— Tbs 

measurers  full ; 
And  I  resign  my  charge.'— Ye  mouldering  sUmiml 
That  build  the  towering  pyramid,  the  prood 
Txiumphal  arch,  the  monument  eflfaoed 
By  ruthless  ruin,  and  whatever  snppQxts 
The  worshiped  name  of  hoar  antiquity, 
Down  to  thedust!  what  grandeur  can  ym  bosst 
While  Newton  iifts  his  column  to  the  i 
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Bejond  the  waste  of  time.    Let  no  weak 

Be  shed  for  hnn.    The 'virgin  in  her  bloom 

Cut  off,  the  joyous  youthi  and  darling  child, 

These  an  the  tomhs  that  claim  the  tender  tear. 

And  elegiac  song.    But  Newton  calk 

For  other  notes  of  gratnlation  ygh, 

That  now  he  wanders  through  those  endless 

worlds, 
He  here  so  well  descried,  and  wondeiing  talks, 
And  hymns  their  author  with  his  glad  campeen. 
O  Britain's  boast  I  whether  with  angels  tiioa 
Sittest  m.'dread  diSeoune,  or  fellow-blessed, 
Who  joy  4o  see  the  honour  of  their  kind; 
Or  whrther,  mounted  on  cherabic  wing, 
Thy  swift  career  is  with  the  whirling  orbs, 
Compeving  things  with  tMngs^  in  raptue  kMt, 
And  grateful  adoration,  for  that  light 
So  plenteous  ray'd  into  thy  mind  bdow. 
From  light  himsdf;  Oh,  look  with  pity  down 
On  humankind,  a  frail  emmeOus  race! 
Exalt  the  spirit  of  ai  downward  world  I 
O'er  thy  dejected  Country  chief  pVMide, 
And  be  her  Genins  oall^  I  her  stofies  liaise, 
Correct  her  manners,  and  inspire  her  youth. 
For,  tb^dgh  depraved  and  Amk,  she  brought  thee 

forth. 
And  gloriss  in  thy  name;  she  points  thee  oat 
To  all  her  sons,  «nd  bids  them  eye  thy  star: 
While  in  expectance  of  the  second  life. 
When  time  shall  be  no  more,  thy  sacred  duel 
Sleeps  with  her  kings,  and  dignifies  the  scene. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  AIKMAN.* 
Oh,  could  I  draw,  my  firiend,  thy  genuine  mind, 
Just  as^  the  linng  forms  by  tliee  designed; 
Of  Raphaers  figures  none  shouki  fairer  shine, 
Nor  Titian's  oolour  kager  last  than  mine. 
A  mind  in  wisdom  old.  In  lenience  young, 
From  fervent  truth  where  eveiy  virtue  sprung  j 
Where  all  was  real,  modest,  plain,  sincere; 
Wocth  above  siiow, and  goodness  unsevere: 
View'd  round  and  round,  as  hidd  diamonds  thmW 
Still  as  you  turn  them  a  revolving  glow, 
So  did  his  mind  reflect  with  secret  ray. 
In  various  virtues.  Heaven's  internal  day; 
Whether  in  high  ducourse  it  soar'd  sublime 
And  sprung  impatient  o'er  the  bounds  of  Time, 
Or  wandering  nature  through  with  raptured  eye. 
Adored  the  hand  that  tum'd  yon  azure  sky: 


*  Mr.  AUtanuk  WW  torn  tai  «coUai4  and  WM  dfls^aed  for 
thaprofeurioaof  Um  law;  but  went  to  Italy,  and  rotuned  a 
piuuar.  He  was  patmnlwid  in  Boodand  bj  the  Duke  of  Ar^ 
gjlt,  and  afterwards  met  with  enoouragemebt  to  settle  In 
London;  but  fidling  into  a  long  and  languishing  disease,  he 
died  at  his  hoioe  (n  Leicester  Fleldi^  June  1731,  aged  BO. 
Boyaa  wrom  a  puieg^  upon  him,  and  Mallet  an  epitaph, 
tea  WalHs^  AoaedoM^  ToL  Iv.  p.  14 


Whether  to  social  life  he  bent  his  thought. 
And  the  right  poise  of  mingling  passions  eought, 
Gky  convetse  bless'd  *,  or  in  the  thoughtful  grove 
Bid  the  heart  open  every  source  of  love: 
New  vaiying  lights  still  set  befere  your  eyes 
The  just,  the  good,  the  social,  or  the  wise. 
For  such  a  death  who  can,  who  would  refuse 
The  fiisod  a  tear,  a  verse  the  moumiiil  musel 
Yet  pay  we  just  acknowledgment  to  heaven^ 
Though  .snatch'd  so  soon,  that  Aikman  e'er  was 

given. 
A  firiend,  when  dead,  is  but  removed  finom  sight, 
Hid  in  the  lustre  of  eternal  light: 
Oft  with  the  mind  he  wonted  converse  keeps 
In  the  lone  walk,  or  .when  the  body  sleeps 
Lets  in  a  wandering  ray,  and  all  elate 
Wings  and  attracts  her  to  another  states 
And,  wheii  the  paiting  stonns  of  life  are  o'er, 
May  yet  rejoin  him  in  a  happer  shore. 
As  those  we  love  decay,  we  die  in  part, 
String  after  string  is  sever'd  from  the  heart; 
Till  kxMen'd  life  at  last-^but  breathing  day, 
1/^nthout  one  pang,  is  ^ad  to  fell  avray. 
Unhappy  he  who  latest  feek  the  bk>w, 
Whose  eyes  have  wept  /o'er  every  fiiend  laid  fciw, 
Dragg'd  lingering  on  from  partial  deatii  to  death; 
And  dying,  all  he  can  resign  is  breath. 


EPITAPfi  ON  MISS  STANLEY,* 

IN  HOLTROOD  CHUBCH,  B0UTHAMPTON. 
E.S. 

Once  a  lively  image  of  human  nature. 

Such  as  God  made  it 

When  he  pronounced  every  work  of  his  to  be  good. 

To  the  memoiy  of  Elizabeth  Stanley, 

Daughter  of  Greorge  and  Saxuh  Stanley ; 

Who  to  an  the  beauty,  modesty, 

And  gendenesB  of  nature. 

That  ever  adorned  the  most  itmiable  woman, 

Joined  all  the  fortitude,  elevation 

And  vigour  of  mind,* 

That  ever  exalted  the  most  heroical  man ; 

Who  having  lived  the  pride  and  delight  of  her 

parents. 

The  joy,  the  consolation,  and  pattern  of  her  friends, 

A  mistress  not  only  of  the  English  and  French, 

But  in  a  high  degree  of  the  Greek  and  Roman 

learning. 

Without  vanity  or  pedantry. 

At  the  age  of  eighteen, 

Aiier  a  tedious,  painful,  desperate  illness, 

Which,  with  a  Roman  spirit. 

And  a  Christian  r^ignation. 

She  endured  so  calmly,  that  she  seemed  insensihis 


*  Sm  an  allusion  to  ttUs  Lady  In  < 
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To  all  pain  and  suffering,  except  that  of  her  fhends, 

Gave  np  her  innocent  aoid  to  h/er  Qrealor, 

And  left  to  her  mother,  who  erected  this  monnm^t, 

The  memory  of  her  virtues  for  her  greateat  support; 

Virtuea  which,  in  her  aex  and  station  of  li&, 

-Were  all  that  could  be  practised, 

And  more  than  wiU  be  believed, 

ExcBpt  by  those  who  know  what  this  inscription 

relates. 

Hire,  Stanley,  rest!  escaped  this  mortal  strife, 
Above  the  joys,  beyond  the  woes  of  life, 
Fieioe  pangs  no  more  thy  lively  beauties  stain, 
And  stenily  try  thee  with  a  year  of  pain; 
No  more  sweet  patience,  feigning  oft  relief 
Lights  thy  sick  eye,  to  cheat  a  parent's  grief: 
With  tender  art  to  saive  her  anxious  groan, 
No  more  thy  bosom  presses  down  its  own : 
Now  well  eam'd  peace  is  thine,  and  bliss  sincere; 
Ours  be  the  lenient,  not  unpleaaing  tear! 

O  born  to  hkwm  then  sink  beneath  the  storm; 
To  show  us  virtue  in  her  fairest  form; 
To  show  OS  artless  reason's  moral  reign, 
What  boastful  science  arrogates  in  vain; 
The  obedient  passions  knowing  each  their  part; 
Calm  li^t  the  head,  and  harmony  the  heart! 

Yes,  we  must  follow  "soon,  will  ghul  obey; 
When  a  few  suns  have  roU'd  their  cares  away, 
Tired  with  vain  life,  will  dose  the  willing  eye: 
'Tis  the  great  birthright  of  mankind  to  die. 
Bleas'd  be  the  bark!  that  wafis  us  to  the  shore. 
Where  death-divided  friends  shall  part  no  more: 
To  join  thee  there,  here  with  &y<dust  repose, 
Is  all  the  hope  thy  hapless  mother  knows 


ON  THE  DEATH  OP  HIS  MOTHER.* 

Ye  fabled  Muses,  J  your  aid  disclaimj 
Your  airy  raptures,  and  your  fancied  flame : 
True  genuine  wo  my  throbbing  breast  inspire^ 
Love  prompts  my  lays,  and  filial  duty  fires; 
My  soul  springs  instant  atihe  warm  design, 
And  the  heart  dictates  every  flowing  line. 
See!  where  the  kindest,  besC  of  mothers  lies, 
And  death  has  closed  her  ever  watching  eyes ; 
Has  lodged  at  last  in  peace  her  weary  breast, 
And  lull'd  her  many  piercing  cares  to  rest. 
No  more  the  orphan  train  around  her  stands, 
While  her  fill  heart  upbraids  her  needy  haxids ! 
No  more  ta^  vridow's  lonely  fate  she  feels, 
The  ahocf  seven^that  modest  want  conceals, 
The  oppressors  scourge,  the  scorn  of  wealthy 

pride, 
And  poverty's  unnumber'd  ills  beside. 
For  see !  attended  by  the  angelic  throng, 
Through  yonder  worlds  of  light  she  glides  along, 


And  claims  the  well  eam'd  rapuires  of  Ae  al^: 
Yet  fond  concern  recalls  the  mocher's  eye , 
She  seeks  tha  helpless  orphans  left  behind) 
So  hardly  left !  so  bitterly  resign'd !     , 
Still,  still !  is  she  my  soul's  dxumal  theme. 
The  waking  viaon,  and  the  wailing  dream: 
Amid  the  ruddy  sun's  enlivening  Uiob 
O'er  my  dark  eyes  her  dewy  image  plays, 
And  in  the  dread  dominion  of  the  night 
Shines,  out  again  the  sadly  pleasing  sight. 
Triumphant  virtue  all  around  her  da^, 
And  more  than  volumes  every  look  imparts-- 
Looks,  soft,  yet  awfiil ;  mdting,  yet  serene; 
Where  both  the  mother  and  the  saint  are  seen. 
But  ah4  that  night — that  torturing  night  remains; 
May  darkness  dye  it  with  the  deepest  stains^ 
May  joy  on  it  forsake  her  rosy  bowers, 
And  streaming  sfurrow  blast  its  baleful  hoois, 
When  on  the  margiri  of  the  briny  flood, 
Chill'd  with  a  sad  presaging  damp  I  stpod, 
Took  the  lai«t  look,  ne'er  to  behold  her  more, 
And  mix'd  our  murmurs  with  the  wavy  roar; 
Heard  the  last  words  fall  fiom  her  pious  tongue, 
Then,  wild  into  the  bulging  vessel  flung, 
Which  soon,  too  soon,  convey'd  me  from  her  sight 
Dearer  than  life,  and  liberty,  and  light! 
Why  was  I  then,  ye  powers,  reserved  for  thisi 
Nor  sunk  that  moment  in  the  vast  abyasi 
Devoured  at  once  by  the  relentless  wave, 
And  whelm'd  for  ever  in  a  watery  grave  t— 
Down,  ye  vrild  wishes  of  unruly  wo  !— 
I  see  her  with  immortal  beauty  glow; 
The  early  wrinkle,  care-oontracted,  gone, 
Her  tears  all  vriped,  and  all  her  sorrows  flown; 
The  exalting  voice  of  Heaven  I  hear  her  breadii^ 
To  soothe  her  soul  in  agonies  of  death. 
I  see  her  through  the  mansions  blest  above, 
And  now  she  meets  her  dear  expecting  Love. 
Heart-cheering  'sight !  but  yet,  alas !  o'erspnad 
By  the  dark  gloom  of  Griefs  uncheerful  shade. 
Come  then,  of  reason  the  reflecting  hour. 
And  let  me  trust  the  kind  o'erruling  Power, 
Who  fionf  the  right  commands  the  shining  day. 
The  poor  man's  portion,  and  the  orphan's  stay. 


THE  HAPPY  MAN. 

He's  not  tiie  happy  man,  to  whom  is  given 
A  plenteous  fortune  by  indulgent  Heaven; 
Whose  gilded  roofr  on  shining  oolunms  rise. 
And  painted  walls  enchant  the  gazer's  eyes: 
Whose  table  flows  with  hospitable  cheer, 
And  all  the  various  bounty  of  the  year ; 
Whose  valleys  smile,  whose  gardens  breathe  the 

spring, 

Whose  carved  mountains  bleat,  and  forests  smg 
For  whom  the  ooobng  sbade  in  summer  twinei^ 
While  his  full  ceUars  give  their  | 
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From  whose  wido  fields  unbounded  autumn  pouxs 
A  golden  tidq  into  his  swelling  stores : 
Whose  winter  laughs  ^  for  whom  the  liberal  gales 
Stretch  the'big  shee^  and  toiling  commerce  sails ; 
When  yielding  crowds  attend,  and  pleasure  serves; 
While  youth,  and  health,  and  vigour  string  his 

nerves. 
E*en  not  all  these,  in  one  rich  lot  combined. 
Can  make  the  happy  man,  without  the  mind ; 
Where  judgment  sits  clear-sighted,  and  surveys 
The  chain  of  reason  with  unerring  gaze; 
Where  £uicy  lives,  and  to  the  brightening  eyes^ 
His  &irer  scenes,  and  bolder  figured,  rise ; 
Wlieie  social  love  exerts  her  soft  command, 
And  lays  the  passbns  with  a  tender  hand, 
Whence  every  virtue  flows,  in  -rival  strife, 
And  all  the  moral  harmony  of  life. 

Nor  can^  thou,  Dodington,  this  truth  decline, 
Thine  is  the  fortune,  and  the  mind  is  thine. 


A  PARAPHRASE 

ON  THE  LATTER  PART  OP  THE  SIXTH  CHAPTER  OF 
ST.  MATTHEW, 

When  my  breast  laboors  with  oppressive  care. 
And  o'er  my  cheek  descends  the  &lling  tear; 
While  all  my^warring  passions  are  at  strife, 
O,  let  me  Usten  to  the  words  of  life  I 
Raptures  deep-felt  His  doctrine  did  impart, 
And  thus  He  nused  from  earth  the  drooping  heart 
<  Think  not,  wlien  all,  your  scanty  stores  aJSbrd; 
Is  qpread  at  once  upon  the  sparing  board ; 
Thinkiiot,  when  worn  the  homely  robe  appears. 
While,  on  the  roof,  the  howling  tempest  bears; 
What  further  shall  thn  feeble  life  sustain. 
And  what  shall  clothe  these  shivering  limbs  again  I 
Say,  does  not  life  its  nourishment  exceed  1 
And  the  &ir  body  its  investing  weed! 

*  Behold !  and  look  away  your  low  despair — 
See  the  light  tenanto  of  the  barren  air : 

To  them,  nor  stores,  nor  granaries  bekmg^ 
Nought,  but  the  woodland,  and  the  pleasing  song; 
Yet,  your  kind  heavenly  Father  bends  his  eye 
On  the  least  wing  that  flits  along  the  sky, 
To  him  they  sing,  when  Spring  renews  the  plain. 
To  him  they  cry  in  Winter's  pinching  reign; 
Nor  is  their  music,  nor  their  plaint  in  vainr 
He  hears  the  gay  and  the  distressful  call, 
And  with  unsparing  bounty  fills  them  all. 

*  Observe  the  rising  lify's  snowy  grace, 
Observe  the  various  vegetable  race; 

They  neither  toil  nor  spin,  but  careless  grow, 
Vet  see  how  warm  they  blush,  how  bright  they 

glow! 
What  regal  vestments  can  with  them  compare ! 
What  king  so  shining,  or  what  queen  so  fair! 
If  ceaseless  thus  the  fowls  of  Heaven  he  feeds. 
If  o'er  the  fields  such  ludd  robes  he  spreads: 
SX 


Will  he  not  care  for  you,  ye  faithless,  say  7 
Is  he  unwisel  or  are  ye  less  than  theyl 


ON  JEOLUS'S  HARP 

Ethereal  race,  inhabitant^  of  air. 
Who  hymn  your  Ood  amid  the  secfet  grove; 

Ye  unseen  beings,  to  my  harp  repair,^ 
And  raise  majestic  strains,  or  melt  in  tove. 

Those  tender  notes,  how  kindly  they  upbraid, 
With  what  soft  wo  they  thrill  the  lover's  heart! 

Sure  firom  the  hand  of  some  unhappy  maid. 
Who  died  fw  k>ve,  those  sweet  complainings  part. 

But  hark!  that  strain  was  of  a  graver  tone, 
On  thedeep  strings  his  hand  seme  hermit  throw% 

Or  he,  the  sacred  Bard,*  who  sat  alone 
In  the  drear  waste,  and  wept  lus  people's  woes. 

Such  was  the  song  whicn  Zion's  children  sung, 
Wlien  by  Euphrates'  stream  they  made  their 
plaint] 

And  to  such  sadly  solemn  notes  are  strung 
Angelioharps  to  sooth  a  dying  saint 

Methinks  I  hear  the  full  celestial  choir, 
Through  Heaven's  high  dome  their  awful  an- 
them raise;- 

Now  chanting  clear,  and  now.  they  all  conspire 
To  swell  the  lofty  hymn  firom  (ffaiae  to  praise. 

Let  me,  ye  wandering  spirits  of  the  wind, 
Who,  as  wiU  fancy  promptsyou,  touch  the  stringy 

Smit  with  your  theme,  be  in  your  chorus  join'd. 
For,  till  you  cease,  my  Muse  forgets  to  sing. 


HYMN  ON  SOUTUDE. 

Hail,  mDdly  pleasing  Sditode, 
Companion  of  the  wise  and  good; 
But  firom  whose  holy  piercing  eye, 
The  herd  of  fools,  and  villains  fly. 

Oh!  how  I  love  with  thee  to  walk. 
And  listen  to  thy  whisper'd  talk, 
Which  innocence  and  truth  imparts. 
And  melts  the  mosTobdorate  hearts. 

A  thousand  shapes  you  wear  with  easa, 
And  still  in  every  shape  you  please. 
Now  wrapt  in  some  mysterious  dream, 
A  lone  philosopher  you  seem ; 
Now  quick  fifom  hill  to  vale  you  fly. 
And  now  yon  swiBep  the  faulted  sky; 
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A  ihephefd  next,  you  haimft  the  pbin, 
And  w&rble  forth  your  oaten  stnin. 
A  lover  now,  with  all  the  grace 
Of  that  sweet  paaaon  in  your  face : 
Then  cahn'4  to  friendship^  yon  asnune 
The  gentle  looking  Hertford's  Uoom, 
As,  with  her  Musidora,  she 
(Her  Moadota  fond  of  thee) 
Amid  the  long-withdrawing  vale, 
Awakes  the  jival'd  nightingile. 

Thme  is  the  balmy  breath  of  mom; 
Just  as  the  dew-bent  rose  is  bom; 
And  while  meridian  forvors  beat, 
Thine  is  the  woodland  dumb  retieat; 
But  chief)  when  evening,  scenes  decay, 
And  tiw  front  landscape  swims  away, 
Thine  is  the  doubtful  soft  decline, 
And  that  best  hour  of  musing  thine. 

Descending  angels  bless  thy  train, 
The  virtues  of  the  sage  and  swain; 
Plain  Imioeenoe  in  white  anay'd 
Before  thee  lifb  her  iearlesB  head; 
Retigidn'r  beams  aiouod  thee  shine. 
And  cheer  thy  j^ooms  with  light  divine: 
About  thee  sports  sweet  Liberty: 
And  wnqpt  Urania  singe  to  thee. 

Oh,  let  me  pierce  thy  secret  odil 
And  in  thy  deep  lecesses  dwell; 
Perhaps  from  Norwood's  oak-clad  hH^ 
When  meditation  has  her  fill, 
I  just  may  cast  my  careless  eyes, 
Where  London's  spiiy  turrets  rise. 
Think  of  its  crimes,  its  cares,  its  pain, 
Then  shield  me  in  the  woods  Ugain.^ 


TO  SERAPHINA. 

The  wanton's  charms,  however  bii^bt, , 
Are  like  the  frdae  illuave  light, 
Whose  flattering  unauqncious  blaie 
To  precipices  oft  betrays: 
But  that  sweet  ray  your  beauties  dart, 
Which  clean  the 'mind,  and  cleans  the  heart, 
Is  like  the  sacred  queen  of  night, 
W  no  pouxB  a  lovely  gentle  light 
Wide  o'er  the  dark,  by  wanderers  blest, 
Oonducting  them  to  peace  and  rest 
A  vicious  k>ve  dqnuves  the  mind, 
'TIS  anguish,  guilt,  and  folly  join  i; 
But  Seraphiria's  eyes  dispense 
A  mild  and  gracious  influence; 
Such  as  in  visions  angels  shed 
Around  the  heaven-iUumined  head 
To  ]pve  thee,  Seri^hina,  sure 
Is  to  be  tender,  happy,  pure; 


'Tis  from  low  pasrions  to  4 
I  And  woo  bright  virtue's  fioiest  shape; 
j  'Tis  ecstasy  with  wi^dom  join'd ; 
!  And  heaven  infrised  into  the  mind. 


VERSES  ADDRESSED  TO  AliiANDA.* 

Ah,  urged  too  late  1  f^om  beauty's  bondage  tm, 
Why  did  I  trust  my  liberty  vrith  theel 
And  thou,  why  didst  thou,  with  inhuman  ait, 
If  not  resolved  to  take,  sedoee  my  heart  % 
Ves,  yes,  you  said,  for  kven'  eyes  speak  true; 
You  must  have  seen  howfost  my  pasaon  giew: 
And,  when  yovr  gianoes  nhaneed  on  me  to  bUds 
How  my  fond  soul  ecstatio  sprang  to  tfnne! 
But  mark  me^  fior  one-— what  I  new  dedan 
Thy  deep  attention  danns  and  serious  can: 
It  is  no  ooomioa  passion  Ana  my  breant; 
I  must  be  wre^ed,  or  I  must  be  blest! 
My  woes  all  other  remedy  deny; 
Or,  pitying,  give  me  h^pe,  or  bid  me  die! 


TO  THE  SAME, 

WITH  A  00P7  or  TBE  "  msom." 

Accept,  loved  Nymph,  this  tribute  due 
To  tender  friendship,  love,  and  yonit 
But  vrith  it  take  what  breathed  the  whok^ 
O  take  to  thine  the  poet's  soul. 
If  Fancy  here  her  power  displays, 
And  if  a  heart  exalts  these  lay^-^ 
You,  fairest,  in  that  fancy  shine. 
And  all  that  heart  is  fondly  thine. 


SONGS. 

A  NUPTIAL  SONG. 

Come,  gentle  Venus  1  and  assuage 
A  waning  woiid,  a  bleeding  age. 
For.  nature  lives  beneath  thy  ray. 
The  vrintry  tempests  haste  away, 
A  lacidpabn  invests  the  sea, 
Thy  native  deep  is  full  of  thee : 
The  flowering  earth  where'er  yon  fly. 
Is  all  o'er  spring,  aH  sun  the  sky. 
A  genial  spirit  warms  the  breese; 
Unseen  among  the  blooming  treee, 
The  feather'd  lovers  tune  their  thioat, 
The  desert  growls  a  soften'd  note. 


Amanda,  aaia  lUted  in  the  Memoir,  irasa 
who  mairled  Vica  Admiral  OampbelL 
T  In  another  M&  the  twoflm  Uhes  raad: 

Aoeept,  dear  Nymph  1  m  uRmta  due 
T)»  atcred  MeMMkip  and  10  yoB. 
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Glad  o'er  the  meads  the  catde  boand, 
And  love  and  hannony  go  lound. 

But  chief  into  the  human  heart 
Yoa  strike  th0  dear  delicious  dait ; 
You  teach  xu  pleasing  pangs  to  know, 
To  languish'  in  luxurious  wo, 
To  feel  the  geneiDUS  passions  rise, 
Grow  good  by  gaang,  mild  1^  sighs; 
Each  happy  moment  to  improve, 
And  fill  the  perfect  year  with  love. 

Come,  thou  deKght  of  heaven  and  eaiKh 
Towhom  all  creatures  ewe  tiieir birth: 
Oh,  come,  sweet  smiling!  tender,  amMl 
And  yet  prevent  our  final  doom. 
For  long  the  furious  god  of  war 
Has  crashed  us  with  his  iron  car, 
Has  raged  along  our  ruin'd  pleons, 
Has  foU'd  them  with  his  cruel  stains, 
Has  sunk  our  youth  in  endless  sleep. 
And  mads  the  widowed  virgin  weep. 
Now  let  faun  feel  thy  wonted  channt, 
Oh,  take  him  to  thy  twining  arms! 
And,  while  thy  bosom  heaves  on  his. 
While  deep  he  prints  the  humid  kiai, 
Ah,  then!  his  stormy  heart  control. 
And  sigh  thyself  into  his  souL 


TO  AMANDA.* 

Come,  dear  Amanda,  quit  the  town. 

And  to  the  rural  hamlets  fly; 
Behold  1  the  wiutry  storms  are  gone: 

A  gentle  radiance  gladftthe  sky. 

The  birds  awake,  the  flowers  appear. 
Earth  spreads  a  verdant  couch  for  thee; 

'Tis  joy  and  music  all  we  hear, 
'Tis  krre  and  beauty  all  we  see. 

Come,  let  us  mark  the  gradual  spring, 
Howpeeps  the  bud,  the  blossom  blows; 

Till  Philomel  begins  to  sing. 
And  perfect  May  to  swell  the  rose. 

E*en  so  thy  rising  charms  improve, 
As  life's  warm  season  grovrs  more  bright; 

And  opening  to  the  sighs  of  love. 
Thy  beauties  glow  with  ibll  delight 


TO  AMANDA. 

Unless  vrith  my  Amanda  bless'd. 
In  vain  I  twine  the  woodbine  bower; 


Unless  to  deck  her  sweeter  breast, 
In  vain  I  rear  the  breathing  flower. 

Awaken'd  by  the  genial  year, 
In  vain  the  birds  around  me  sing; 

In  vain  the  freshening  fields  appear  :^ 
Without  my  bve  there  is  no  Spring. 


*  lUfl  soog  irw  obUgli«ly  eoDtrttnited  to  this  edMoa  by 
wmim  Henry,  praeot  Locd  Lytialloa,  fiom  a  copj  in 
lliontfOB^  <mn  hand,  and  is  printed  fix  the  flnt  tinw. 


TO  FORTUNE. 

For  ever,  Fortune,  vriH  thou  prove, 
An  unrelenting  foe  to  love. 
And  when  we  meet  a  mutual  heaii, 
Come  in  between,  md  bid  us  part: 

Bid  us  sigh  <Mi  finom  day  to  day 
And  wish,  and  vrish  the  soul  away ; 
Till  youth  and  geniiU  yean  aie  flowDi 
And  aUtlie  love  of  life  is  gone) 

But  bu^T)  busy  sdll  art  thou, 
To  bind  the  bveless  joyless  vow, 
The  heart  firom  pleasure  to  delude, 
And  join  the  gentle  to  the  rude. 

For  pomp,  and  noise,  and  senseless  show 
To  make  us  Nature's  joys  forego. 
Beneath  a  gay  dominion  groan, 
And  put  the  golden  filter  on  1 

For  once,  O  Fortune,  hear  my  prayer. 
And  I  absolve  thy  future  care ; 
All  other  bleMingB  I  resign^ 
Make  but  the  dear  Amanda  nine. 


COME,  GENTLE  GOD. 

Come,  gentle  God  of  soft  denre, 
Come  and  possess  my  happy  breast, 

Not  ftiry-like  in  flames  and  fire. 
Or  firantic  folly's  wildness  drest  * 

But  come  in  ilriendeliip's  angel^ise; 

Yet  dearer  thou  tluud  friendship  art. 
More  tender  spirit  in  thy  eyes, 

Mote  sweet  emotions  at  thy  heart. 

O,  come  with  goodness  in  thy  train. 
With  peace  and  pleasure  void  of  storm. 

And  wouldst  thou  me  for  ever  gain. 
Put  oa  Amanda's  winning  form. 


'  A  Ua  edpy  of  this  loog  has  the  iUIovring  variados 
In  TKpam,  ng^,  and  oodmim  dneL 
Thne  an  the  vain  disguiBB  oflova^ 
And,  or  bespeak  diBKnibtod  piAns 
Or  etoa  a  fleeting  fever  prove, 
llie  frantic  peasion  of  'he  veinf 
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TO  HER  I  LOVE. 

Tell  me,  thoa  mhI  of  her  I  Iotb, 
Ah !  tell  me  whither  art  thoa  fled ; 

To  what  defightfal  world  aboTe, 
Appointed  for  the  happy  dead  Y 

Or  dost  thoa,  free,  at  p|easaie,  roam, 
And  sometimes  share  thy  lover's  wo ; 

Where,  void  of  thee,  his  cheerless  home 
Can  now,  alas  1  no  comfort  knowl 

Oh !  if  fhoa  horer'st  roand  my  walk, 
While,  under  every  well  known  tree, 

I  to  thy  fancied  shadow  talk, 
And  every  tear  is  full  of  thee: 

Should  then  the  weary  eye  of  grief, 
Beside  some  sympathetic  stream, 

In  slumber  find  a  short  relief. 
Oh,  visit  thou  my  soothing  dream  I 


TO  THE  GOD  OP  POND  DESIRE. 

Oke  day  the  God  of  fond  desire, 
On  mischief  bent,  to  Damon.said, 

'Why  not  disclose  your  tender  fire, 
Not  own  it  to  the  lovely  maid  1' 

The  shepherd  mark'd  his  treacherous  ait, 
And,  softly  oghing,  thus  replied : 

<Tis  true,  you  have  subdued  my  heart, 
But  ahall  not  triumph  o'er  my  pride. 

*  The  slave,  in  private  only  bears 
Your  bondage,  who  his  love  conceals ; 

But  when  his  pasdon  he  declares. 
You  drai*  him  at  your  chariot-wheels.' 


THE  LOVER'S  PATE. 

Hard  is  the  fiite  of  him  who  loves, 
ITet  dares  not  tell  his  trembling  pain, 

But  to  the  sympathetic  groves. 
But  to  the  bnely  listening  plain. 

Oh!  when  she  blesses  next  your  shade, 

Oh !  when  her  footsteps  next  are  seen 
In  flowery  tracts  along  the  mead, 

In  fresher  mazes  o'er  the  green : 

i 
f  e  gentie  spirits  of  the  vale, 

To  whom  the  tears  of  love  are  dear, 
From  dying  lilies  waft  a  gale, 

And  fligh  my  sorrows  in  her  ear. 


Oh!  ten  her  what  she  can  not  blame, 
Though  fear  my  tongue  must  ever  land ; 

Oh,  ten  her,  that  my  virtuous  flame 
Li,  as  her  spotless  soul,  refined. 

Not  her  own  guardianrsngel  eyes 
With  chaster  tenderness  his  cave, 

Not  purer  her  own  wishes  rise. 
Not  holier  her  ovni  sighs  in  prayer. 


But  ](  at  first,  her  virgin  fear 
Should  start  at  love's  suspected 

With  that  of  friendship  sooth  her 
True  love  and  friendship  are  the 


TO  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

O  NlGHTINGALB,  bCSt  pOCt  of  tilO  gTOVe, 

That  plaintive  strain  can  ne'er  belong  to  thee, 
Bleae'd  in  the  fuU  possession  of  thy  love : 

0  lend  that  strain, sweet  Nightingale,  to  me! 

'Tis  mine,  alas !  to  mourn  my  wretched  &te : 

1  love  a  maid  who  aU  my  bosom  chaims, 
Yet  lose  my  days  without  this  lovely  mate; 

Inhuman  fortune  keeps  her  from  my  anna 

You,  happy  birds !  by  nature's  simple  laws 
Lead  your  soft  lives,  sustain'd  by  nature's  fare; 

You  dwett  wherever  roving  fancy  draws, 
And  love  and  sopg  is  an  your  pleasing  care: 

But  we,  vain  slaves  of  interest  and  of  pride, 
Dare  not  be  bkss'd,  lest  envious  tongues  sboold 
blame: 

And  hence,  in  vain,  I  languish  fiir  my  bride! 
O  mourn  with  n^,  sweet  bird,  my  hapless  fhme. 


TOMYRA. 

O  THOU,  whose  tender  sexious  eyes 

Expresrive  speak  the  mind  I  love ; 
The  genUe  azure  of  the  skies, 
■■   The  pensive  shadows  of  the  grove: 

O  mix  thy  beauteous  beams  with  nune 
And  let  us  interchange  our  hearts; 

Let  aU  their  sweetnese  on  me  shine, 
Pour'd  through  my  soul  be  all  their  daita 

Ah!  'tis  too  much!  I  can  not  bear 
At  once  so  sofl,  so  keen  a  ray: 

In  pity,  then,  my  lovely  fair, 
O  turn  those  killing  eyes  away! 


But  what  avails  it  to  conceal 
One  charm,  where  nought  but 
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Their  Icustre  then  again  reveal, 
And  let  me,  Myra,  die  of  thee ! 


SONGS  IN  THS  MASQUE  OF  'ALFa^D.'* 

TO  PEACE. 

O  Peace  !  the  fairest  child  of  Heaven, 
To  whom  the  sylvan  reign  was  given, 
The  vale,  the  fountain,  and  the  grove, 
"With  every  softer  scene  of  love: 

Return,  sweet  Peace!  and  cheer  the  weeping  swain! 

Return,  with  Ease  and  Pleasure  in  thy  train. 


TO  ALFRED. 

FIRST  SPIRIT. 

HfiiR,  Allied,  father  of  the  state, 

Thy  genius  Heaven's  high  will  deckie! 

What  proves  the  hero  truly  great, 
Is  never,  never  to  despair: 
Is  never  to  despair. 

SBCOND  SPIRIT. 

Thy  hope  awake,  thy  heart  expand, 
With  all  its  vigour,  all  its  fires. 

Ansel  and  save  a  sinking  landl 

Thy  country  calls,  and  Heaven  insj^ies. 

BOTH  SPUUTft. 

Earth  calls,  and  Heaven  inspires. 


"SWEET  VALLEY,  SAY." 

Sweet  valley,  say,  when  pensive  lying, 
For  ms,  oar  children,  England  sighing, 
The  best  of  mofrtals  leans  bis  head, 
Ye  fimntains,  dimpled  by  my  socrow, 
Ye  brooks  that  my  nomphunings  borsow, 
O  lead  me  to  his  lonely  bed: 
Or  if  my  lover, 
Deep  woods,  you  cover, 
Ah,  whisper  where  jumt  shadows  o'er  bun  spiead. 

'Tie  not  the  kiss  of  pomp  and  pleasure^ 
Of  empiie  or  of  tinsel  trsasore, 

That  drops  this  tear,  that  swells  this  gioan: 
No:  ttom  a  nobler  cause  proceeding, 
A  heart  with  love  and  fondness  bleeding, 
I  breathe  my  sadly  pleasing  moan. 
With  other  anguish, 
I  seem  to  languish, 
For  love  will  feel  no  sorrows  but  bis  own. 


*  TIm  Masqaa  of  AUbsdwBS  the  joint  eompositkni  ofllioDi- 

■on  and  Mallet;  heaee  the  anthoiaUp  of  tbs  fbUowbig  somi 

bsoiUBwliatdoubtfaL  _      ^ 

2x2 


"FROM.THUiE  ETERNAL  REGIONS." 

From  those  eternal  regions  bright, 
Where  suns  that  never  set  in  night, 

Difi!use  the  golden  day: 
Where  Spring,  unfading,  pours  around^ 
O'er  all  the  dew-impearled  ground, 
Her  thousand  coloars  gay: 
O  whether  on  the  mountain's  floweiy  side. 
Whence  living  waters  gUde, 
Or  in  the  fragrant  grove. 
Whose  shade  embosoms  peace  and  Ipve, 
New  pleasures  all  our  hours  employ. 
And  ravish  every  sense  with  every  joy  I 
Cheat  heirs  of  empire!  yet  unborn, 
Who  shall  this  island  late  adorn; 
A  monarch's  drooping  thought  to  chcor, 
Appear  I  appear  1  appear! 


CONTENTlflENT. 

If  those  who  live  in  shepherd's  bower. 
Press  not  the  rich  and  stately  bed: 

The  new-mown  hay  and  bieathing  flovei 
A  softer  couch  beneath  them  spread. 

If  those  who  sit  at  shepherd's  board. 
Sooth  not  their  taste  by  wanton  art; 

Tfaey  take  what  Natare's  gift  aflbrd, 
And  take  it  with  a  oheeiftd  heart. 

If  those  who  drain  the  shepherd's  bow^ 
No  high  and  sparidKng  wines  can  boast, 

'^th  wholesome  cups  they  cheer  the  soul, 
And  erown  them  with  tibe  viUage  toast. 

If  those  who  join  in  shepherd's  qport, 
Ghiy  dancing  on  the  daisied  ground, ' 

Have  not  the  splendour  of  a  court; 
Yflilove  adorns  the  meny -round. 


RULE,  BRITANNIAI 

WITH  YARUTIOMS. 

Wa£X  Britain  fizat,  at  Heaven's  command, 

Arose  from  out  tba  aziue  main. 
This  vnB  the  chatter  of  the  land, 
And  guardian  angela  sung  this  strain: 
*  Rule,  Britannia,  rule  the  waves; 
Britons  never  wiH  be  slaves.' 

The  nations,  not  so  bless'd  as  thee. 
Must,  m  their  turns,  to  tyrants  fall; 

While  Ihou  shalt  flourish  great  and  fiee. 
The  dread  and  envy  of  them  all. 
*Rule,'&c. 
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Still  more  roajeslic  shall  thou  Hm, 
More  dreadful  from  each  foreign  stroke; 

As  the  loud  blast  that  tears  the  skies 
Serves  but  to  root  thy  native  oak. 
*Rulc/&c. 

The  haughty  tyrants  ne'er  shall  tame: 
All  their  attempts  to  bend  thee  down 

Will  but  rouse  thy  generous  flame, 
But  work  their  wo,  and  thy  renown. 
•Rule/dtc 

To  thee  belongs  the  rural  reign; 

Thy  cities  shall  with  commerce  shine: 
All  thine  shall  be  the  subject  main: 

And  every  shore  it  cirdes  thine. 
<Rule/&e. 

The  Muses,  still  with  freedom  found, 

Shall  to  Uiy  happy  coast  repair: 
Blessed  isle  I  with  matchless  beauty  crown'd, 
And  manly  hearts  to  guard  the  fair: 
'  Rule,  Britannia,  rule  the  waves, 
Britons  never  will  be  slaves.' 


TO  THE  REV.  PATRICK  MURDOCH, 

RECTOE  OF  8TEADISHALL,  IN  SUFFOLK.    1738. 

Thus  safely  low,  my  friend,  thou  canst  nol  ftU: 
Here  reigns  a  deep  tranquillity  o*er  all; 
No  noise,  no  care,  no  vanity,  no  strife; 
Men,  woods,  and  fields,  all  breathe  untroubled  life. 
Then  keep  each  passion  down,  howevei  dear : 
Trust  me,  the  tender  are  the  most  severe. 
Guard,  while  'tis  thine,  thy  philosophio  ease, 
And  ask  no  joy  but  that  of  virtuous  peace ; 
That  bids  defiance  to  the  storms  of  (ate; 
High  bliss  is  only  for  a  higher  state  I 


TO  HIS 
ROTAL  HIGHMES8  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES. 

While  secret-leaguing  nations  firown  around, 
Ready  to  pour  the  long-expected  storm; 

While  she,  who  wont  the  restless  Gtiul  to  bound, 
Biitannia,  drooping,  grows  an  empty  form; 

While  on  our  vitals  selfish  parties  prey. 

And  deep  corruptbn  eats  oQr  soul  away : 

Yet  in  the  Goddess  of  the  Main  appears 
A  gleam  of  joy,  gay-flushing  every  grace. 

As  she  the  cordial  voice  of  millions  hears. 
Rejoicing,  zealous,  o'er  thy  rising  race: 

Straight  her  rekindling  eyes  resume  their  fire, 

The  Virtues  smile,  the  Muses  tune  the  lyre. 


But  more  enchanting  than  the  Muse^s  song. 
United  Britons  thy  dear  offspring  hail: 

The  city  triumphs  through  her  glowing  throng, 
The  shepherd  tells  his  transports  to  the  dale; 

The  sons  of  roughest  toil  forget  their  pain. 

And  the  glad  sailor  cheers  the  midnight  main. 

Can  aught  from  fair  Augusta's  gentle  blood, 
And  thine,  thou  friend  of  liberty !  be  bom : 

Can  aught  save  what  is  lovely,  generous,  good; 
What  win,  at  once,  defend  us,  and  adorn  1 

From  thence  prophetic  joy  new  Edwards  eyes, 

New  Henries,  Annas,  and  Elixas  rise. 

May  fate  my  fond  devoted  days  extend, 
To  sing  the  promised  glories  of  thy  reign! 

What  though,  by  years  depressed,  my  Muse  might 
bend; 
My  heart  will  teach  her  still  a  bolder  strain: 

How,  with  recover'd  Britain,  will  she  soar, 

When  France  insults,  and  Spain  shaU  rob  no 


TO  DR.  DE  LA  COUR,  EN  IRELAND. 

ON  HIS  "  PROSPECT  OP  POETRY.* 

Hail  gently  warbling'De  la  Cour,  whose  fame, 
Spuming  Hibernian  soUtaiy  coast. 
Where  small  rewards  attend  the  tuneful  tfaroDg, 
Pervades  Britannia's  well  discerning  isle: 
In  spite  of  all  the  ^^oomy-minded  tribe 
That  would  eclipse  thy  fame,  still  shall  the  i 
High  soaring  o*er  the  tall  Parnassian  mount 
With    spreading    pinions — sing   thy   wondmns 

praise. 
In  stndns  attuned  to  the  seraphic  lyre. 
Sing  unappall'd,  though  mighty  be  the  theme! 
O !  could  she  in  thy  own  harmonious  strain, 
Wheie  softest  numbers  smoothly  flowing  glids 
In  trickling  cadence ;  where  the  milky  mass 
Devolves  in  silence;  by  the  harsher  sound 
Of  hoarser  periods  still  unruffled,  could 
Her  lines  but  like  thine  ovni  Euphrates  flow- 
Then  might  she  sing  in  numbers  vrorthy  thee. 
But  what  can  language  do,  when  fancy  finds 
Henelf  unequal  to  the  lovely  taski 
Can  feeble  words  thy  vivid  colours  paint, 
Or  show  the  sweets  which  inexhaustive  flow  % 
Hearken,  ye  vroods,  and  long-resounding  groves; 
Listen,  ye  streams,  soft  purling  throng  the  meads 
And  hymning  horrid,  all  ye  tempests,  roar. 
Awake,  ye  woodlands!  sing,  ye  warbling,  larks, 
In  vrildly  lusdous  notes !    But  most  of  all, 
Attend,  ye  grateful  fair,  attend  the  youth 
Wlio  sweetly  sings  of  nature  and  of  you : 
From  you  alone  his  conscious  breast  expects 
Its  soft  xbwaids,  by  sordid  love  of  gain 
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TJnbiasM,  undebaBed ;  to  meaner  minds 
Belong  such  narrow  views ;  his  nobler  soul, 
Transported  with  a  generous  thirst  of  &me, 
Sublimely  rises  with  expanded  wings, 
And  through  the  lucid  empyrean  soars. 
So  the  young  eagle  wings  its  rapid  way 
Through  heaven's  broad  azure;  sometimes  springs 

aloft, 
Now  drops,  now  cleaves  with  even-waving  wings 
The  yielding  air,  nor  seas  nor  mountains  stop 
Its  flight  impetuous,  gazing  at  the  sun 
With  irretorted  eye,  whilst  he  penrades 
A  trackless  void,  and  unexplored  before. 
Long  had  the  curious  traveller  rtrove  to  find 
The  ruins  of  aspiiing  Babylour^ 
In  vain — ^fbr  nought  the  nicest  eye  could  trace 
Save  one  wide,  watery,  undistinguisb'd  waste: 
But  you  with  more  than  magic  art  have  raised 
Semiramis's  city  from  its  grave; 
You  have  reversed  the  scripture  curse,  which  said, 
Dragons  shall  here  inhabit ;  in  your  page 
We  view  the  rising  spires;  the  hurried  eye 
Distracted  wanders  through  the  verdant  maze; 
In  middle  air  the  pendant  gardens  hang, 
Tremendous  ceiling! — ^whilst  no  solar  beam 
Falls  on  the  lengthen'd  gloom  beneath;  the  woods 
Project  above  a  steep-alluring  shade; 
The  finish'd  garden  opens  to  the  view 
Wide  stretching  vistas,  while  the  whispering  wind 
Dimples  along  the  breezy-ruflSied  lake. 
Now  every  tree  irregular  and  bush 
Are  prodigal  of  harmony:  the  birds 
Frequent  the  a6rial  wood,  and  nature  blushes, 
Ashamed  to  find  herself  outdone  by  Art: 
These  and  a  thousand  beauties  could  I  stng^ 
Collecting  like  the  ever-toiling  bee 
From  yonder  mingled  wilderness  of  flowers 
The  aromatic  sweets;  while  you,  gre^  youth  1 
O'er  thy  decaying  country  chief  preside ; 
Be  thou  her  genius  call'd,  inspire  her  youth 
With  noble  emulation  to  arrive 
At  Helicon's  fair  font,  which  few,  alasl 
Save  you,  have  tasted  of  Hibernian  youth. 
Thy  country,    though  corrupted,  brought  thee 

forth. 
And  deem'd  her  greatest  ornament ;  and  now 
Regards  thee  as  her  brightest  northern  star. 
Long  may  you  leign  as  such;  and  should  giim 

Time, 
With  iron  teeth,  deprive  us  of  oar  Pope, 
Then  well  transplant  thy  Uooming  laurels  firesh 
From  your  bleak  shore  to  Albion's  happier  coast 


HYMN  TO  GOD'S  POWER. 

HiiL  1  Power  Divine,  who  by  thy  sole  command, 
Fium  the  dark  empty  space. 


Made  the  broad  sea  and  solid  land 
Smile  with  a  heavenly  grace. 

Made  the  high  mountain  and  the  firm  rock. 

Where  bleating  cattle  stray ; 
And  the  strong,  stately,  spreading  oak. 

That  intercepts  the  day. 

The  rolling  planets  thou  mftdest  move, 

By  thy  effective  will; 
And  the  revolving  globes  above 

Their  destined  course  fulfil. 

His  mighty  powers,  ye  thunders,  praise, 
As  through  the  heavens  ye  roll ; 

And  his  great  name,  ye  hghinings,  blaze, 
Unto  the  distant  pole.  • 

Ye  seas,  in  your  eternal  roar, 

His  sacred  praise  proclaim ; 
While  the  inactive  sluggish  shore 

Re-echoes  to  the  same. 

Ye  howling  winds,  bowl  out  his  piyuse. 

And  make  the  forests  bow ; 
While  throtigh  the  air,  the  earth,  and  seas, 

His  solemn  praise  ye  blow. 

O  yon  W^h  harmonious  spheres, 

Your  powerful  mover  sing ; 
To  him  your  droling  course  that  steers^ 

Your  tuneful  praises  bxing. 

IJngratefVd  mortals,  catch  the  sound. 

And  in  your  nuiperous  Uys, 
To  all  the  listening  world  around, 

The  God  of  nature  praise. 


A  POETICAL  EPISTLE 

TO  SIR  WILLIAM  BENNET,  BART.  OF  ORUBBAT.* 

Mt  trembling  muse  your  honour  does  address, 
That  it's  a  bold  attempt  most  humbly  I  confess ; 
If  you'll  encourage  her  young  fagging  flight. 
Shell  upwards  soar  and  mount  Parnassus'  height 
If  little  things  with  great  may  be  compared, 
In  Rome  it  so  with  the  divine  Viigil  fared; 
The  tuneful  bard  Augustus  did  inspire, 
Made  his  great  genius  flash  poetic  fire; 
But  if  upon  my  flight  your  honour  frowns. 
The  muse  folds  up  her  wings,  acd  dying— joatks 
owns. 


*  Thlsirw written  at  a  vary earij  petiod  of  Thomnp^  111^ 
pnteUj  before  he  was  sixteen;  and  the  reason  for  Innrtfai( 
it  ii^  that  the  fim  praducdooa  of  geniue  am  obfecia  of  zatkMI 
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ON  MRS.  MENDEZ'  BIRTHDAY, 

WHO  WAS  BORN  ON  YALENTINE's  DAT. 

Thine  u  the  gentle  day  of  love, 

When  youths  and  virgins  try  their  fiite; 

When,  deep  retiring  to  the  grove, 
Each  feather'd  songster  weds  his  mate. 

With  tempered  beams  the  skies  are  bright, 
Earth  decks  in  smiles  her  pleasing  face; 

Such  is  the  day  that  gave  thee  light, 
And  speaks  as  such  thy  eveiy  giue. 


AN  ELBar  UPON  JAMES  THERBERN. 

•  IN  CHATTO. 

Now,  Chatto,  you're  a  dreary  place, 
Pale  sorrow  broods  on  Dka  face; 
Therbum  has  run  his  raos. 
And  now,  and  now,  ah  me,  alas ! 

The  carl  lies  dead. 

Having  his  pctemostersdd. 
He  took'  a  dram  and  went  to  bed ; 
He  fell  asleep,  and  death  was  glad 

That  he  had  catch'd  him; 
For  Therburn  was  e'en  ill  bested,  ^ 

That  none  did  watch  mm, 

For  had  the  carl  Imt  been  aware. 

That  meagre  death,  who  none  does  spare, 

T'  attempt  sic  things  should  ever  dare, 

As  stop  his  pipe; 
He  might  have  come  to  flee  or  skare ; 

The  greedy  gipe. 

How  he'd  had  but  a  gill  or  twae, 
Death  would  nae  got  the  victory  sae, 
Nor  put  poor  Therbum  o'er  the  brae, 
Into  the  grave; 


The  ftimblingibnow,  some  iblks  say, 
Should  be  jobbed  on  baith  night  and  day 
Shehad  withoot^en  heller  phy. 

Remained  siai, 
Banen  lor  ever  and  for  aye^ 

DowhathewOL 

Thenfere  they  say  he  go*  sone  help 
In  getting  of  the  little  whelp : 
But  passing  that  it  makes  me  yelp, 

But  what  remeadi 
Death  lent  him  such  a  cursed  skelp. 

That  now  he's  dead. 

*  Hm  ua.  to  imperfect  In  thto  pbee. 


Therbum,  for  ever  more  farewell. 
And  be  thy  grave  both  dry  and  deep ; 
And  rest  thy  carcass  soft  and  well, 

rVeeirom    ... 
no  night     . 

Disturb    .    .    .    . 


ON  THE  REPORT  THAT  A  WOODEN 

BHIDOB  WAS  TO  BE  BUILT  AT  WBSTMIIISTEE. 

Bt  Rufus  hall,  where  Thames  pollaled  iOwa, 
Provoked,  the  Oenios  of  the  liver  rose, 
And  thus  ezclaim'd :  '  Have  I,  ye  British 
Have  I  for  ages  laved  your  fertile  plainsi 
Givtn  herds,  and  flocks,  and  viOages 
And  fed  a  richer  than  a  golden  fleece  1 
Have  I,  ye  merchants,  with  each  swellhig  tide, 
Pour'd  Airic's  treasures  in,  and  India's  pride  1 
Lent  you  the  fruit  of  every  nation's  toil  1 
Made  every  climate  yours,  and  every  soil  1 
Yet,  pilfer'd  from  the  poor,  by  gaming  base 
Yet  must  a  wooden  bridge  my  vravee  disgrace  1 
Tell  not  to  foreign  streams  the  shameful  taJe, 
And  be  it  puUish'd  in  no  Gallic  vale.' 
He  said ;  and  plunging  to  his  ciystal  dome. 
While  o'er  his  head  the  diding  waters  fosiiL 


THE  INCOMPARABLE  SOPORIFIC 
DOCTOR.* 

SwEiT,  sleeky  Dactorl  dear  padfie  soul! 
Lay  at  the  beef,  and  suck  the  vital  bowl! 
Still  lei  the  involving  smoke  around  thee  fly, 
And  broad-look'd  dullness  settle  in  thine  eye: 
Ah!  soft  in  down  these  dainty  limbs  rqwse, 
And  in  the  very  lap  of  slumber  dose; 
But  chiefly  on  the  lazy  day  of  grace, 
Call  forth  the  lambent  gkxies  of  thy  fiue ; 
If  aught  the  thoughts  of  dinner  can  prevail. 
And  sure  the  Sunday's  dinner  can  not  feiL 
To  the  thin  church  in  sleepy  ptmip  proceed. 
And  lean  on  the  lethargic  book  thy  head. 
These  eyes  wipe  often  with  the  hdlov^'d  lawn, 
Profevmdty  nod,  imniesmifably  yawn. 
Slow  lei  fine  prayers  by  thy  meek  lips  be  song, 
Now  blthy  thooghls  be  distanced  by  thy  tongoi; 
If  ere  the  lingerers  are  vrithin  a  call, 
Or  if  on  prayers  thou  deign'sl  to  think  at  all 
Yel— only  yet— the  swimming  head  we  bend; 
But  when  serene,  the  pulpit  you  ascend, 
Through  every  joint  a  gentle  horror  creeps. 
And  round  you  the  consenting  audience  sleeps. 
So  when  an  ass  with  sluggish  front  appears, 
The  horses  start,  and  prick  their  quivering  ean; 
But  soon  as  e'er  the  sage  is  heard  to  biay, 
The  fields  all  thunder,  and  they  bound  avray. 

«Dr.FsaickMun]och. 
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LISTS  PARTING  WITH  HER  CAT. 

The  dreadful  hour  with  leaden  |»ce  approached, 
Lash'd  fiercely  on  by  nnrdenting  fate, 
When  Lisy  and  her  bosom  Cat  muat  part ; 
For  now,  to  school  and  pensive  needle  doom'd, 
She's  banished  firom  her  childhood's  undash'd  joy, 
And  all  the  pleasing  intercourse  she  kept 
With  her  gray  comrade,  wMch  has  often  sootl^ 
Her  tender  moments,  while  the  world  around 
GloVdwith  ambition,  business,  and  vice, 
Or  lay  dissolved  in  sleep's  delicious  arms ; 
And  firom  their  dewy  orbs  the  conscious  stars 
Shed  on  their  fiiendly  influence  benSgn. 

But  see  where  moumiul  Puss,  advancing,  stood 
With  outstretch'd  tail,  casts  looks  of  anziouf  wo 
On  melting  Lisy,  in  whose  eye  the  tear 
Stood  tremulous,  and  thus  would  fain  have  said, 
If  nature  had  not  tied  her  struggling  tongue : 
'Unkind,  O !  who  shall  now  with  fattening  milk. 
With  flesh,  with  bread,  and  fish  beloved,  and  meat, 
Regale  my  taste  ?  and  at  the  cheerful  five. 
Ah,  who  shall  bask  me  in  their  downy  lap  1 
Who  shall  invite  me  to  the  bed,  and  throw 
The  bedckthes  o'er  me  in  the  winter  night, 
When  Eurus  roars  1  Beneath  whose  soothing  hand 
Soft  shall  I  purri  But  now,  when  Lisy's  gone, 
What  u  the  dull  officious  world  to  me  t 
I  loathe  the  thoughts  of  life :'  thus  plain'd  the  Cat, 
While  Lisy  felt,  by  sympathetic  touch. 
These  anxious  thoughts  that  in  her  mind  revolved, 
And  casting  on  her  a  desponding  look, 
She  snatch'd  her  in  her  arms  with  eager  grie^ 
And  mevnng,  thus  began : — O  Cat  beloved ! 
Thou  dear  companion  of  my  tender  years ! 
Toy  of  my  youth !  that  oft  has  lick'd  my  hands 
With  velvet  tongue  ne'er  stain'd  by  mouse's  blood* 
Oh,  gentie  Cat !  how  shall  1  part  with  thee  1 
How  dead  and  heavy  will  the  moment^  pass 
When  you  are  not  in  my  delighted  eye, 
With  Cubi  playing,  or  your  flying  tail 
How  harshly  will  the  softest  muslin  feel, 
And  all  tiie  silk  of  schools,  while  I  no  more 
Have  your  deek  skin  to  sooth  my  soflen'd  sense  1 
How  shall  I  eat  while  you  are  not  beside 
To  share  the  bitt  How  shall  I  ever  sleep 
While  I  no  more  your  lulling  murmurs  hearl 
Yet  we  must  part—so  rigid  fate  decrees 
But  never  shall  your  loved  idea,  dear. 
Part  from  my  soul,  and  when  I  first  can  mark 
The  embroidered  figure  on  the  snowy  lawn. 
Tour  image  shall  my  needle  keen  employ. 
Hark !  now  I'm  called  away !  O  direful  sound  1 
I  come — I  come,  but  first  I  charge  you  all — 
You — ^you — and  you,  particularly  you, 
O  Maxy,  Mary,  fised  her  with  the  beat. 
Repose  her  nightiy  in  the  warmest  couch, 
And  be  a  Li^  to  herl'^Having  said, 


She  sat  her  down,  and  with  her  head  across, 
Rush'd  to  the  evO  which  she  could  not  shun. 
While  a  sad  mew  went  knelling  to  her  heart  I 


ON  THE  HOOP. 

The  hoop,  the  darling  Jusdy  of  the  fair. 

Of  eveiy  generous  swain  deserves  the  care. 

It  is  unmanly  to  desert  the  weak, 

'Twould  urge  a  stone,  if  possible,  to  speak ; 

To  hear  stanch  h3rpocrites  bawl  out,  and  c|y, 

*  This  hoop'^s  a  whorish  garb,  fie!  ladies,  fie  t' 

O  cruel  and  audacious  men,  to  blast 

The  fame  of  ladies  more  than  vestals  chaste; 

Should  you  go  search  the  globe  throughout, 

Youll  And  none  so  pious  and  devout; 

So  modest,  chaste,  so  handsome,  and  so  fair, 

As  our  dear  Caledonian  ladies  are. 

When  avrful  beauty  puts  on  all  her  charms, 

Nought  gives  our  sex  such  terrible  alarms. 

As  whetf  the  hoop  and  tartan  botl^  combine 

To  make  a  virgin  like  a  goddess  shine. 

Let  quakeis  cut  their  clothes  anto4he  qu^, 

And  with  severities  themselves  afflict ; 

But  may  the  hoop  adorn  Edina's  street, 

Till  the  south  pole  shall  with  the  northern  meet 


STANZAS. 

Written  by  TTumuon  on  ths  blank  leaf  of  a  eopg 
qfhit  *  Seasons*  sent  by  ?tim  to  Mr.  Lyttelton^ 
after  the  death  qfhia  wife. 

Go,  fittie  book,  and  find  our  Friend, 
Who  nature  and  the  Muses  loves, 

Whose  cares  the  public  virtues  blend 
With  all  the  softness  of  the  groves. 

A  fitter  time  thou  canst  not  choose, 
Hii  fostering  friendship  to  repay; 

Qo  then,  and  tiy,  my  rural  muse. 
To  steal  his  widow'd  hours  away. 


ON  MAY. 

Among  the  changing  months.  May  stands  oon&st 
The  sweetest,  and  in  £urest  colours  drest  I 
Soft  as  the  bieeze  that  fans  the  smiling  field; 
Sweet  as  the  breath  that  opening  roses  yield; 
Fair  as  the  colour  lavish  Nature  paints 
On  Virgin  flowers  free  firom  unodorous  taints !-  ■ 
To  rural  scenes  thou  tempt'st  the  busy  crowd, 
Who,  in  each  grove,  thy  praises  sing  ak>ud  I 
The  blooming  belles  and  shallow  beaux,  stranga 

sight. 
Turn  nymphs  and  swains,  and  in  th^  spoita  d^ 
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THE  MORNING  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

When  fipom  the  opening  chambera  of  the  east 
The  momiiig  springs,  in  thousand  liveries  drest, 
The  eariy  larks  their  rooming  tribute  pay, 
And,  in  i^rill  notes,  salute  the  blooming  day. 
Refreshed  fields  with  pearly  dew  do  shine, 
And  tender  blades  therewith  their  tops  incline. 
Their  painted  leaves  the  unblown  flowers  expand, 
And  with  their  odorous  breath  perfume  the  knd. 
The  crowing  cock  and  chattering  hen  awakes 
Dull  sleepy  clowns,  who  know  the  morning  breaks. 
The  herd  his  plaid  around  his  shoulders  throws, 
Grasps  his  dear  crook,  calls  on  his  dog,  and  goes 
Around  the  fold:  he  walks  with  careful  pace. 
And  fallen  clods  sets  in  their  wonted  place; 
Then  opes  the  door,  unfolds  his  fleecy  care, 
And  gladly  sees  them  crop  their  morning  fare! 
Down  upon  easy  moss  he  lays. 
And  sings  some  charming  shepherdess's  praise. 


ON  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.* 

I  HATE  the  ckmours  of  the  smoky  towns, 
But  much  admire  the  bliss  of  rural  clowns; 
Where  some  remains  of  innocence  appear. 
Where  no  rude  noise  insults  the  listening  ear; 
Nought  but  soft  zephyrs  whispering  through  the 

trees, 
Or  the  still  humming  of  the  painful  bees; 
The  gentle  murmurs  of  a  purling  rill, 
Or  the  unwearied  chirping  of  the  drill ; 
The  charming  harmony  of  warbling  Inrds, 
Or  hollow  lowings  of  the  grazing  herds ; 
The  murmuring  stockdoves  melancholy  coo. 
When  they  their  loved  mates  lament  or  woo; 
The  pleasing  bleatings  of  the  tender  lambs, 
Or  the  indistinct  mum'Ung  of  their  dams; 
The  musical  discord  of  chiding  hounds, 
Whereto  the  echoing  hill  or  rock  resounds; 
The  rural  mournftil  songs  of  lovesick  swains. 
Whereby  they  soothe  their  raging  amorous  pains; 
The  whistling  music  of  the  lagging  plough. 
Which  does  the  strength  of  drooping  beasts  renew. 

And  as  the  country  rings  with  pleasant  sounds, 
So  with  delightful  prospects  it  abounds: 
Through  every  season  of  the  sliding  year, 
Unto  the  ravish'd  sight  new  scenes  appear. 

In  the  sweet  spring  the  sun's  proliflc  ray 
Does  painted  flowers  to  the  mild  air  display; 
Then  opening  buds,  then  tender  herbs  are  seen, 
And  the  bare  fi<;lds  are  all  array'd  in  green. 


*  Tbk,  and  Um  two  following  poena,  were  wriUen  by  Thorn. 
MM^  when  at  the  Univenlty,  and  were  pubUshed  in  the  Ediop 
boxgh  MiseeUany,  12ino  1720. 


In  ripening  summer,  the  full  laden  vales 
Gives  prospect  of  employment  for  the  flails; 
Each  breath  of,  wind  the  bearded  groves  makes 

bend, 
Which  seems  the  fatal  sickle  to  portend. 

In  Autunm,  that  repays  the  labourer's  paiDs^ 
Reapers,  sweep  down  the  honours  of  the  pbins. 

Anon,  black  Winter,  from  the  frozen  north. 
Its  treasuries  of  snow  and  hail  pours  forth ; 
Then  stormy  winds  blow  through  the  hazy  sky, 
In  desolation  nature  seems  to  lie; 
The  unstain'd  snow  from  the  full  clouds  descends, 
Whose  sparkling  lustre  open  eyes  oflends. 
In  maiden  white  the  glittering  fields  do  shine; 
Then  bleating  flocks  for  wmnt  of  food  lepioe. 
With  wither'd  eyes  they  see  all  snow  arouiMl, 
And  with  their  fore  feet  paw  and  scrape  thff 

ground: 
They  cheerfully  do  crop  the  insipid  grass, 
The  shepherds  sighing,  cry,  Alas!  alas! 
Then  pinching  want  the  wildest  beast  does  tame; 
Then  huntsmen  on  the  snow  do  trace  th^  g^me; 
Keen  fi-ost  then  turns  the  liquid  lakes  to  gbaa^ 
Arrests  the  dancing  rivulets  as  they  pass. 

How  sweet  and  iniiocent  arc  country  sports, 
And,  as  men's  tempers,  various  are  their  sorts. 

You,  on  the  banks  of  soft  meandering  Tweed, 
May  in  your  toils  ensnare  the  watery  breed. 
And  nicely  lead  the  artificial  flee,* 
Which,  when  the  nimble,  watchful  trout  does  see, 
He  at  the  bearded  hook  will  briskly  spring ; 
Then  in  that  instant  twieth  your  hairy  string 
And,  when  he's  hook'd,  you,  with  a  constant  hand, 
May  draw  him  struggling  to  the  fittal  land. 

Then  at  fit  seasons  you  may  clothe  your  hook. 
With  a  sweet  bait,  dress'd  by  a  faithless  cook; 
The  greedy  pike  darts  to't  with  eager  haste. 
And  being  struck,  in  vain  he  flies  at  bst; 
He  rages,  storms,  and  flounces  through  the  stream, 
But  all,  alas !  his  life  can  not  redeem. 

At  other  tunes  you  may  pursue  the  chase, 
And  hunt  the  nimble  hare  from  place  to  place. 
See,  when  the  dog  is  just  upon  the  grip, 
Out  at  a  side  she'll  make  a  handsome  skip. 
And  ere  he  can  divert  his  furious  course, 
She,  far  before  him,  scours  with  all  her  force : 
She'll  sliifi,  and  many  times  run  the  same  ground; 
At  last,  outwearied  by  the  stronger  hound, 
She  falls  a  sacrifice  unto  his  hate. 
And  with  sad  piteous  screams  laments  her  fate. 

See  how  the  hawk  doth  take  his  towering  flighty 
And  in  his  course  outflies  our  very  sight. 
Bears  down  the  fluttering  fowl  with  all  his  might. 

See  how  the  wary  gunner  casts  about. 
Watching  the  fittest  posture  when  to  shoot: 
duick  as  the  fatal  lightning  blasts  the  oak, 
He  gives  the  springing  fowl  a  sudden  stroke; 
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Ho  pouXB  apon't  a  shower  of  mortal  lead, 
And  ere  the  noise  is  heard  the  fowl  is  dead. 

Sometimes  he  spreads  his  hidden  subtle  snare, 
Of  which  the  entangled  fowl  was  not  aware; 
Through  pathless  wastes  he  doth  pursue  his  sport, 
Where  nought  but  mioor-fowl  and  wild  beasts  re- 
sort. 

When  the  noon  sua  directly  darts  his  beams 
Upon  your  giddy  heads,  with  fiery  gleams, 
Then  you  may  bathe  yourself  in  cooling  streams'; 
Or  to  the  sweet  adjoining  grove  retire, 
Where  trees  with  interwoven  boughs  conspire 
To  form  a  grateful  shade ; — there  rural  swains 
Do  tune  their  oaten  reeds  to  rural  strains; 
The  silent  birds  sit  likening  on  the  sprays, 
And  in  soft  charming  notes  do  imitate  their  lays. 
There  you  may  stretch  yourself  upon  the  grass, 
And,  luird  with  music,  to  kind  slumbers  paM: 
No  meagre  cares  your  tejucj  will  distract. 
And  on  that  scene  no  tragic  fisais  will  act  j 
Save  the  dear  image  of  a  charming  she. 
Nought  will  the  object  of  your  visbn  be. 

Away  the  vicious  pleasures  of  the  town; 
Let  empty  partial  fortune  on  me  firown; 
But  grant,  ye  powers,  that  it  may  be  my  lot 
To  live  in  peace  fiKxm  noisy  tovnis  remote. 


ON  HAPPINESS. 

Warm*d  by  the  summer  sun's  meridian  ray. 
As  underneath  a  spreading  oak  I  lay 
Contemplating  the  mighty  k>ad  of  wo, 
In  search  of  bliss  that  mortals  undergo. 
Who,  while  they  think  they  happiness  enjoy. 
Embrace  a  curse  wrapt  in  delusive  joy, 
I  reason'd  thus:  Since  the  Creator,  Qod, 
Who  in  eternal  love  makes  his  abode. 
Hath  blended  with  the  essence  of  the  soul 
An  appetite  as  fixed  as  the  pole, 
That's  always  eager  in  pursuit  of  Uiss, 
And  always  veering  till  it  points  to  this. 
There  is  some  object  adequate  to  fill 
This  boundless  wish  of  our  extended  wilL 
Now,  while  my  thought  round  nature's  circle  runs 
(A  bolder  journey  than  the  furious  son's) 
This  chief  and  satiating  good  to  find 
The  attracting  centre  of  the  human  mind, 
My  ears  they  deafen'd,  to  my  swimming  eyes 
His  magic  wand  the  drowsy  Qod,  applies. 
Bound  all  my  senses  in  a  si^en  sleep, 
While  mimic  fancy  did  her  vigils  keep; 
Yet  still  methinks  someoondefcending  power 
Ranged  the  ideas  in  my  mind  that  hour. 
Methought  I  wandering  was,  with  thousands 
more. 
Beneath  a  high  prodigious  hill,  before 
Above  the  clouds  whose  towering  summit  rose, 
With  utmost  labour  only  gained  by  those 


Who  groveling  prejudices  throw  away, 
And  with  incessant  straining  climb'd  Uieir  way; 
Where  all  who  stood  their  failing  breath  to  gain, 
With  headlong  ruin  tumbled  down  the  main. 
This  mountain  is  through  every  nation  fiuned, 
And,  as  I  learned,  Contemplation  named. 
O  happy  me!  when  I  had  reach'd  its  top 
Unto  my  i!^ht  a  boundless  scene  did  ope. 

First,  sadly  I  surveyed  with  downward  eye, 
Of  restless  men  below  the  busy  fry. 
Who  hunted  trifles  in  an  endless  maze. 
Like  foolish  boys,  on  sunny  summer  days, 
Pursuing  butterffies  with  all  their  might, 
Who  can't  their  troubles,  in  the  chase  requite. 
The  painted  insect,  he  who  most  admires. 
Grieves  most  when  it  in  his  rude  hand  expixe»; 
Or  should  it  live,  with  endless  fears  is  tosri'd. 
Lest  it  take  wing  and  be  for  ever  lost. 

Some  men  I  saw  their  utmost  art  employ 
How  to  attain  a  fiJse  deceitful  joy. 
Which  fipom  afar  conspicuously  did  blaze, 
And  at  a  distance  fixed  their  ravish'd  gaze, 
But  nigh  at  hand  it  mock'd  their  fond  embrace. 
When  lol  again  it  flashed  in  their  eyes. 
But  still,  as  they  drew  near,  the  fond  illusion  di^ 
Just  so  I've  seen  a  water-dog  pursue 
An  unflovni  duck  vrithin  his  greedy  vi^, 
When  he  has,  panting,  at  his  prey  arrived. 
The  coxcomb  fiwling— suddenly  it  dived ; 
He,  gripping,  is  almost  with  water  choked. 
And  grieves  that  all  his  towering  hopes  are  mock'd 
Then  it  emerges,  he  renews  his  toil. 
And  o'er  and  o'er  again  he  gets  the  f<nL 
Yea,  all  the  joys  beneath  the  conscious  sun. 
And  softer  ones  that  his  inspection  shun. 
Much  of  their  pleasures  in  fhiition  fade. 
Enjoyment  o'er  them  throws  a  sullen  shade. 
The  reason  is,  we  promise  vaster  things 
And  sweeter  joys  than  from  their  nature  spiingi: 
When  they  are  lost,  we  weep  the  apparent  bliss. 
And  not  what  really  in  Fruition  is; 
So  that  oar  griefs  are  greater  than  our  joys, 
And  real  pain  springs  firom  fimtastic  toys. 

Though  all  terrene  delights  oTmen  below 
Are  almost  nothing  but  a  glaring  show; 
Yet  if  there  always  were  a  virgin  joy 
When  t'other  &des  to  sooth  the  wanton  boy. 
He  somewhat  might  excuse  his  heedless  course^ 
Some  show  of  reason  for  the  same  enlbrce : 
But  frugal  nature  wisely  does  deny 
To  mankind  such  profuse  variety ; 
Has  what  is  needful  only  to  us  given, 
To  feed  and  cheer  us  in  the  way  to  Heaven; 
And  more  would  but  the  traveller  delay, 
Impede  and  clog  him  in  his  upward  way. 

I  from  the  mount  all  mortal  pleasures  saw 
Themselves  within  a  narrow  compass  draw: 
The  libertine  a  nauseous  circle  run, 
And  duDy  acted  what  he'd  often  doneu 
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Just  80  when  Luna  darts  her  silver  raj, 
And  pours  on  sUent  earth  a  paler  day : 
From  Stygian  caves  the  flitting  fiuries  scudj 
And  on  the  margent  of  some  limpid  flood, 
Which  hy  reflected  moonlight  darts  a  glance, 
In  midnight  circles  range  themselves  and  dance. 

To-morrow,  cries  he,  will  qs  entertain: 
Fray  what's  to-moixow  but  to-daj  againl 
Deluded  youth,  no  more  the  chase  purEiui, 
So  oft  deceived,  no  more  the  toll  renew. 
But  in  a  constant  and  a  fijc'd  desigm 
Of  acting  well  there  is  a  laMing  mina 
Of  solid  satislaction,  purest  joy, 
For  virtue's  pleasuren  never,  never  oloy: 
Then  hither  come,  cUmb  up  the  steep  asQOOt, 
Your  painful  labour  you  will  ne'er  repent^ 
From  Heaven  itself  here  you've  but  cm  WOMmt 
Here's  the  prsludium  of  the  joys  above, 
Here  you'll  behold  the  awiul  Godhead 
And  all  perfections  in  the  same  combine; 
You'll  see  that  God,  who,  by  his  poweiii^  call, 
From  empty  nothing  drew  this  spaciouf  all, 
Made  beauteous  order  the  rude  mass  control 
And  every  part  subservient  to  the  who)e; 
Here  you'U  behold  upon  the  &tal  tree 
The  God  of  Nature  bleed,  expire,  and  die, 
For  such  as^'gainst  his  holy  laws  rebel, 
And  such  as  bid  defiancp  to  his  helL 
Through  the  dark  gulf  here  you  m&y  clearly  pgr 
'Twixt  narrow  Time  and  vast  Et^xnity. 
Behold  the  Godhead  just,  as  well  as  gopd, 
And  vengeance  pour'd  on  tramplexs  on  his  blood: 
But  aU  the  tears  wiped  fiM>m  his  people's  eyei^ 
And,  for  their  entrance,  cleave  the  parting  skies. 
Then  sure  you  will  with  holy  ardours  bum, 
And  to  seraphic  heats  your  passion  turn ; 
Then  in  your  eyes,  all  mortal  fair  will  fade, 
And  leave  of  mortal  beauties  but  the  shi^ie; 
Yourself  to  him  you'U  solemnly  devote^ 
To  him  without  whose  providence  you're  n^ 
Youll  of  his  servJH^e  relish  the  delight, 
And  to  hia  praises  all  your  powers  excite; 
Youll  celebrate  his  name  in  heavenly  sound, 
YHiich  well  pleased  skies  in  echoes  will  rebound; 
This  is  the  greatest  happiness  that  can 
Possessed  be  in  this  shor^  life  by  man. 

But  darkly  here  the  Grodhead  we  survey, 
Confined  and  cramped  in  this  cage  of  clay. 
What  cruel  band  is  this  to  earth  that  ties 
Our  souls  ^m  soaring  to  their  native  skies  t 
Upon  the  bright  eternal  face  to  gaze. 
And  there  drink  in  the  beatific  rays: 
There  to  behold  the  good  one  and  the  fiJr, 
A  ray  from  whom  all  mortal  beauties  arel 
In  beauteous  nature  all  the  harmony 
Is  but  the  echo  of  the  Deity, 
Of  all  perfection  who  the  centre  is, 
And  boundless  ocean  of  untainted  bliss; 


For  ever  opei^  to  the  ravi^h'd  view, 
And  full  enjoyment  of  the  radiant  crew, 
Who  live  in  raptures  of  eternal  joy, 
Whose  flaming  love  their  tuneful  harps  emploj 
In  solenm  hymns  Jehovah's  praise  to  sing. 
And  make  all  heaven  with  hallelujahs  ring. 

These  realms  gf  Ught  no  further  111  explore 
And  in  these  heights  I  will  no  longer  aov: 
Not  like  our  grosser  atmosphere  beneath, 
The  ether  here's  too  thin  for  mp  to  breathe. 
The  region  is  unsuflerable  bright, 
And  flashes  on  me  ^ith  too  strong  a  light. 
Then  ifrom  the  mountain,  lo!  I  now  descend, 
And  to  m^  visioa  put  a  hasty  end. 


VERSES  ON  IlECEIVING  A  FI-OWSK 
FROM  HIS  IVHSTE^SS. 

Madam,  the  floi^ec  that  I  seoetwd  fioon  jm, 
Ere  it  came  home  had  kist  its  hneky  hj»: 
As  flowers  deprived  of  the  genial  day, 
Its  sprightly  blooin  did  wither  and  deny; 
Dear  fading  iower,  I  know  fiill  wett,  said  I, 
The  reason  why  you  shed  your  sweets  and  dae; 
You  want  the  infkienre  of  her  enlivening  eye. 
Your  case  is  oiIas— Abaonce,  thnt  plague  of  kfn\ 
With  heavy  pace  makes  every  minute  move: 
It  of  my  being  is  an  empty  blank. 
And  hinders  me  myself  with  men  to  rank; 
Your  cheering  presence  quickeneth  me  again, 
And  newwqpmng  life  exults  in  every  vein. 


FROLOGXm  TO  TANCRED  AND  SIGIS 

MUNDA. 
Bold  is  the  man!  who,  in  this  nicer  a^ 
Presumes  to  tread  the  chaste  corveGted  stagei 
Now,  with  gay  tinsel  aits  we  can  no  mofs 
Conoeal  the  want  of  Nature's  sterling  on; 
Our  spells  are  vanish'd,  broke  our  magic  wand, 
That  used  to  waft  yon  over  sea  and  land. 
Before  your  Ught  the  fidry  people  &de^ 
The  demons  fly—the  ghost  itself  is  laid. 
In  vain  of  martial  scenes  the  loud  alanns, 
The  mighty  prompter  thundering  out  to  amis^ 
The  playhouse  posse  chltfring  firam  aftr. 
The  closo-wedged  battle  and  the  din  of  war; 
Now,  e'en  the  senate  seldom  wa  OQavene: 
The  yawning  fathers  nod  behind  the  scene. 
Your  taste  rejects  the  glittering  false  sublime^ 
To  sigh  in  metaphor,  and  die  in  rhymsi 
High  rant  ii  tumbled  from  his  galkay  thnne: 
Desciiptkxn  dreams— nay,  similies  are  gone. 

What  shall  we  then?  to  please  you  how  dene 
Whose  judgment  sits  not  in  your  ears  and  eycsl 
Thrice  happy!  could  we  catdi  great^Shakspeare^ 

art. 
To  trace  the  deep  recesses  of  the  heart; 
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His  ample  plain  toblime,  to  which  is  given 
To  strike  the  booI  with  darted  flame  fiom  heaven; 
ConU  we  awake  soft  Otway^s  tender  wo, 
The  pomp  of  vem,  and  golden  lines  of  Row& 

We  to  your  hearts  apply;  let  them  attend; 
Before  th^  silent  candid  bar  we  bend. 
[f  waan'd,  they  listen,  'tis  our  noblest  praise; 
(f  cold,  they  wither  all  the  Muse's  bays. 


EPILOGUE  TO  TANCRED  AND  SIQIS- 
MUNDA. 

Cramm'd  to  the  thioat.with  wholesome  moral 

stoff, 
Alas !  poor  audience!  you  have  had  enoogh. 
Was  ever  hapless  heroine  of  a  play 
In  such  a  {Ateous  plight  as  ours  to^ayl 
Was  ever  woman  so  by  love  betrayed  1 
Match'd  with  two  husbands,  and  yetp—die  a  maid. 
But  bless  me ! — ^hold— What  sounds  are  these  I 

hearts 
I  see  the  Tragic  Muse  herself  appear. 

Ths  back  sotM  open^  and  dknoven  a  romantie  tyfnn 
landflcape ;  from  which  Hn.  Cibber,  In  the  ehanetar 
of  tha  Tnigle  Mi»^  adTaaces  slowly  to  miuie^  and 
speaks  tha  IbOowing  lines: 

Hence  with  your  flippant  epilogue  that  tries 
To  wipe  the  virtuous  tear  from  British  eyes ; 
That  dares  my  moral,  tragic  scene  profane 
With  strains— ai  best,  unsuiting,  light  and  vain. 
Hence  from  the  pure  unsullied  beams  that  play 
In  yon  fidr  eyes  where  virtue  shines— Away ! 

Britons,  to  you  firom  chaste  Castalian  groves, 
Where  dwell  the  tender,  oft  unhappy  loves ! 
Where  shades  of  heroes  roam,  each  mighty  name, 
And  court  my  aid  to  rise  again  to  fame: 
To  yon  I  come,  to  Freedom's  noblest  seat, 
And  in  Britannia  flx  my  last  retreat. 

In  Greece  and  Rome,  I  watch'd  the  public  weal, 
The  purple  tyrant  tietobled  at  my  steel : 
Nor  did  I  less  o'er  private  sorrows  reign, 
And  mend  the  melting  heart  vnth  softer  pain. 
On  France  and  you  then  rose  my  brightening  star, 
With  oodal  ray — ^The  arts  are  ne'er  at  war. 
O,  as  your  Are  and  genius  stronger  blaze. 
As  yours  are  generous  Freedom's  bolder  lays, 
Let  not  the  Gallic  taste  leave  yours  behind, 
In  decent  manners  and  in  life  refined ; 
Banish  the  motley  mode  to  tag  low  verse. 
The  laughing  bdlad  to  the  UMmmftil  hearse. 
When  through  &Ye  acts  your  hearts  have  learnt  to 

glow, 
Touch'd  with  the  sacred  force  of  honest  wo ; 
O  keep  the  dear  imprearion  on  your  breast, 
Nor  iiSy  loose  it  for  a  wretched  jest 


EPILOGUE  TO  AGAMEMNON. 

Our  bard,  to  modem  epUogne  a  foe. 

Thinks  such  mean  birth  but  deadens  generous  wo; 

Dispels  in  idle  air  the  moral  sigh. 

And  wipes  the  tender  tear  firom  Pity's  eye; 

No  more  with  social  warmth  the  boeom  bums ; 

But  all  the  unfeeling  man  returns.* 

Thus  he  began: — And  you  approved  the  strain 
Till  the  next  couplet  sunk  to  light  and  vain.. 
You  checked  him  there. — To  you,  to  reason  just, 
He  owns  he  triumph'd  in  your  kind  disgust 
Charm'd  by  your  frown,  by  your  displeasure 

graced. 
He  hails  the  rising  virtue  of  your  taste. 
Wide  will  its  influence  spread  as  soon  as  known , 
Truth,  to  be  h>ved,  needs  only  to  be  shown. 
Confirm  it,  once,  the  fashion  to  be  good : 
(Since  fiishion  leads  the  fool,  and  awes  the  rude) 
No  petulance  shall  wound  the  public  ear; 
No  hand  applaud  what  honour  shuns  to  hear : 
No  painful  blush  the  modest  cheek  shall  stain ; 
The  worthy  breast  shall  heave  with  no  disdain. 
Chastised  to  decency,  the  British  stage 
Shall  oft  invite  the  fair,  invite  the  sage: 
Both  shall  attend  well  pleased,  well  pleased  de- 
part; 
Or  if  they  doom  the  verse,  absolve  the  heart. 


PROLOGUE  TO  MALLET'S  MUS- 
TAPHA. 

Since  Athens  first  began  to  draw  mankind, 
To  picture  life,  and  show  the  impassion'd  njnd ; 
The  traly  vrise  have  ever  deem'd  the  stage 
The  moral  school  of  each  enlighten'd  age. 
There,  in  full  pomp,  the  tragic  Muse  appears, 
Glueen  of  soft  sorrows,  and  of  useful  fears. 
Faint  is  the  lesson  reason's  rules  fanpart : 
She  pours  it  strong,  and  instant  through  the  heart 
If  virtue  is  her  theme,  we  sudden  glow 
With  generous  flame ;  and  what  we  leel,  we  grow. 
If  vice  she  paints,  in^Ugnant  pasnons  rise ; 
The  villain  sees  himself  with  loathing  eyes. 
His  soul  starts,  conscious,  at  another's  gnMuo, 
And  the  pale  tyrant  trembles  on  his  throne. 

To-night,  our  meaning  scene  attempts  to  show 
What  fell  events  from  dark  suspicion  lk>w; 
Chief  when  it  taints  a  Uiwless  monarch's  mind. 
To  the  fidse  herd  on  flattering  slaves  conflnod. 


'TboniKm  dbmrrm,  "Another  epilogue  was  spoken  after 
the  fliat  representation  of  the  pl&y,  which  began  with  the  flm 
six  lines  of  thla;  but  the  raa  of  that  epilogue  having  beua 
very  JaRljdkdikedtajr  the  audience^  this  was  sotaitaiiMt  la 
lisplaoeb» 
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The  soul  nnkfl  gradual  to  so  dire  a  state ; 
E'en  ezoellenee  but  serves  to  feed  its  haie : 
To  hate  remorseless  cruelty  succeeds, 
And  every  woiCh,  and  every  virtue  Ueeds. 
Beheld,  o«ir  author  at  your  bar  appears, 
His  modest  hopes  depress^d  by  consdoos  fears. 
Faults  he  has  many — ^but  to  balance  those, 
His  verse  with  heart-felt  love  of  viitue  gbws: 
All  slighter  errors  let  indulgence  spare, 
And  be  his  equal  trial  full  and  feir. 
For  this  best  British  privilege  we  call, 
Then— as  he  merits,  let  him  stand  or  fell 


PSALM  CIV.  PARAPHRASED .♦ 

To  praise  thy  Author,  Soul,  do  not  forget; 

Canst  thou,  in  gratitude,  deny  the  debtl 

Lord,  thou  art  great,  how  great  we  can  not  knoiw; 

Honour  and  majesty  do  round  thee  flow.^ 

The  purest  rays  of  primegenial  light 

Compose  thy  robes,  and  make  them  daoding 

bright; 

The  heavens  and  all  the  wide  spread  orbs  on  high 
Thou  like  a  curtain  stretoh'd  of  curious  dye; 
On  the  devouring  flood  thy  chambers  an 
Establiflh'd;  a  lofty  cloud's  thy  ear; 
Which  quick  through  the  ethereal  road  doth  fly. 
On  swift  wing'd  winds,  that  shake  the  troubled 

sky. 
Of  spiritual  substance  angels  thou  didst  frame, 
Active  and  bright,  piercing  and  quick  as  flame. 
Thon'st  firmly  founded  this  unwieldy  eaith; 
Stand  feflt  fer  aye,  thou  saidst,  at  nature's  birth. 
The  swelling  flood  thou  o'er  the  earth  madest 

creep, 
And  ooveredst  it  with  the  vast  hoary  deep: 
Then  hill  and  vales  did  no  distinction  know, 
But  level'd  nature  lay  oppress'd  beh>w. 
With  speed  they,  at  thy  awful  thunder's  roar, 
Shrinked  within  the  limits  of  their  shors. 
Through  secret  tracts  they  up  the  mountains 

creep. 
And  rocky  caverns  fruitful  moisture  weep, 
Which  sweetly  through  the  verduit  vales  doth 


Till  'tis  devoured  by  the  greedy  tide. 

The  feeble  sands  tbou'st  made  the  ocean's  mounds, 

Itsfeaming  waves  shall  ne'er  repass  these  bounds, 

Again  to  triumph  over  the  dry  grounds. 

Between  the  hills,  grazed  by  ihe  bleating  kind. 

Soft  warbling  rills  their  mazy  way  do  And ; 

By  him  appointed  fully  to  supply. 

When  the  hot  dogstar  fires  the  realms  on  high, 

The  raging  thirat  of  every  sickening  beast, 

Of  the  wild  ass  that  roams  the  dreary  wasto: 


*  Th»  wai  one  of  ThomK>n*B  earliest  plecea    See  ths  Hs- 
moir,  p.  It.  and  the  Addenda. 


The  feather'd  nations,  by  their  i 
In  lowly  brambles,  or  in  trees  abide ; 
By  nature  taught,  on  thom  they  rear  fSbmt  Mto, 
That  with  inimitaUe  art  are  dress'd. 
They  for  the  shade  and  safety  of  the  wood 
With  natural  musie  cheer  the  neighbooihooi 
He  doth  the  donds  with  genial  moistoiefiU, 
Whkh  on  the[ahr]ivel'd  ground  thsyboonM^ 

distil, 
And  nature's  lap  with  various  blessiiigi  aoffd: 
The  giver,  God!  all  creatures  cry  aloud. 
With  freshest  green  he  clothes  the  ftagnoit  mit^ 
Whereon  the  grazing  herds  vranton  and  feci 
With  vital  juice  he  makes  the  plants  abound, 
And  herbfl  securely  spring  above  the  gtoond, 
That  man  may  be  sustain'd  beneath  the  toil 
Of  manuring  the  ill  producing  sofl; 
Which  with  a  plenteous  harvestdoes  at  lut 
Cancel  the  memory  of  laboun  past; 
Yields  him  the  product  of  the  genewwi  mtf 
And  balmy  oil  that  makes  his  feoe  to  shini: 
Fills  all  hk  granaries  with  a  hiaden  onvp, 
Against  the  bare  barren  vrinter  lus  greit  pnp. 
The  trees  of  God  with  kindly  si^>  do  tmA, 
E'en  cedars  tall  in  Lebanon  that  dwell, 
Upon  whose  lofty  tope  the  birds  erect 
Their  nests,  as  careM  nature  does  duect 
The  long  neck'd  storks  unto  the  fir  trees  flf, 
And  with  their  cackling  cries  distuib  the  ikj. 
To  unfrequented  hills  wild  gpats  resort, 
And  on  bleak  rocks  the  nimble  conies  tpat 
The  changing  moon  he  clad  with  silver  ligbt, 
To  check  the  black  dominion  of  the  night: 
High  through  the  skies  in  silent  state  she  liik^ 
And  by  her  rounds  the  fleeting  6md  divides. 
The  circling  sun  doth  in  due  time  decline, 
And  unto  shades  the  murmuring  worid  raign. 
Dark  night  thou  makest  succeed  the  eheeHblday; 
Which  forest  beasU  from  their  lone  caves  Mrwj: 
They  rouse  themselves,  deep  out,  and  seoch  tfadi 

prey. 
Young  hungry  lions  from  their  dens  cobm  out, 
And,  mad  on  blood,  stalk  feariuUy  absut: 
They  break  night's  silence  with  their  hideoointr, 
And  from  kind  heaven  their  nightly  pny  impltf*' 
Just  as  the  lark  begins  to  stretch  her  wine 
And,  flickering  on  her  nest,  makes  abort  cMjit* 

And  the  sweet  dawn,  with  a  feint  ghnwnv 

light. 

Unveils  the  fece  of  nature  to  the  sight, 
To  their  dark  dens  they  take  their  harty  fiigiil* 
Not  so  the  husbandman,— for  vrith  the  Min 
He  does  his  pleasant  course  of  laboorB  nin: 
Home  with  content  in  the  cod  e'en  retuni^ 
And  his  sweet  toils  until  the  mom  adjonna 
How  many  are  thy  wondrous  works,  0  LsmII 
They  of  thy  wisdom  solid  proofe  afliird: 
Out  of  thy  boundless  goodness  thou  didrt  191, 
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With  lichee  and  dehguts,  both  vale  and  hill: 
E'en  the  broad  ocean,  wheiein  do  abide 
Moniten  that  flounce  upon  the  boiling  tide, 
And  swarms  of  lesser  beasts  and  fish  beside : 
Tis  there  that  daring  ships  befine  the  wind 
Do  send  amain,  and  make  the  port  assign'd : 
Tis  there  that  Leviathan  sports  and  plays, 
And  spouts  his  water  in  the  face  of  day; 
For  food  with  gaping  mouth  they  wait  en  thee, 
If  thou  wiihholdst,  they  pine,  they  faint,  they  die. 
Thou  bountifully  opest  thy  liberal  hand. 
And  acatter'st  plenty  both  on  sea  and  land. 
Thy  vital  spirit  makes  all  things  live  bek>w, 
The  hce  of  nature  with  new  beauties  glow. 
Good's  awful  glory  ne'er  will  have  an  end, 
To  vast  eternity  it  will  extend. 
When  he  surveys  his  works,  at  the  wide  sight 
He  doth  rejixce,  and  take  divine  delight 
His  looks  the  earth  into  its  centre  shakes; 
A  touch  of  bis  to  nacike  the  mountains  makes. 
ril  to  God's  honour  consecrate  my  lays. 
And  when  I  cease  to  be  I'll  cease  to  praise. 
Upon  the  Loid,  a  sublime  lefty  theme, 
My  meditations  sweet,  my  joys  supreme. 
Let  daring  sinners  feel  thy  vengeful  rod, 
May  they  no  mora  be  known  by  their  abode. 
liy  soul  and  aU  my  powen,  O  bless  the  Lord, 
And  the  whole nceof  men  with  one  accord. 


LINES  ON  MARLE  FIELD. 

What  is  the  task  that  to  the  muse  bebngsl 
What  but  to  deck  in  her  harmonious  songs 
The  beauteous  works  of  nature  and  of  art, 
Rural  retreats  that  cheer  the  heavy  hearti 
Thea  Marie  Field  begin,  my  muse,  and  sing; 
With  Marie  Field  the  hills  and  vales  shall  ring. 
01  What  delight  and  pleasure  His  to  rove 
Through  all  the  walks  and  allies  of  this  grove. 
Where  spreading  trees  a  checkered  scene  display. 
Partly  admitting  and  ezduding  day ; 
Where  cheerful  green  and  odorous  sweets  con- 
spire 
The  drooping  soul  with  pleasure  to  inspire; 
Where  little  birds  employ  their  narrow  throats 
To  sing  its  praises  in  unlabour'd  notes. 
To  it  adjoin'd  a  rising  fabric  stands, 
Which  with  its  state  our  silent  awe  commands. 
Its  endless  beauties  mock  the  poet's  pen; 
So  to  the  garden  111  return  again. 
Pomona  makes  the  trees  with  fruits  abound, 
And  blushing  Flora  paints  the  enamel'd  ground. 
Here  lavish  nature  does  her  stores  disclose, 
Flowers  of  all  hue,  their  queen  the  bashful  rose. 
With  their  sweet  breath  the  ambient  air's  per- 
fumed, 
N'or  is  thereby  their  fragrant  stores  consumed. 


O'er  the  fiiir  landscape  sporttvp  zephyrs  scud, 
And  by  kind  force  display  tbe  infant  bud. 
The  vejretable  kind  here  rear  their  head, 
By  kindly  showers  and  heaven's  indulgence  fed : 
Of  fabled  lymphs  such  were  the  sacred  haunts. 
But  real  nymphs  this  charming  dwelling  vaunts. 
Now  to  the  greenhouse  let's  awhile  retire. 
To  shun  the  heat  of  Sol's  infectious  fire: 
Immortal  authors  grace  this  cool  retreat, 
Of  ancient  times,  and  of  a  modern  date. 
Here  would  my  praises  and  my  fancy  dvrall; 
But  it,  alas,  doscriptbn  does  excel. 
O  may  this  sweet,  thb  beautiful  abode 
Remain  the  chaige  of  the  eternal  God. 


ON  BEAUTY. 

Beauty  deserves  the  homage  of  the  muse: 
Shall  mine,  rebellious,  the  dear  theme  refuM  1 
No;  while  my  breast  respires  the  vital  air, 
Wholly  I  am  devoted  to  the  fair. 
Beauty  111  sing  in  my  sublimestlays, 
I  bum  to  give  her  just  immortal  praise. 
The  heavenly  maid  with  transport  111  puisne 
To  her  abode,  and  all  her  graces  view. 
This  happy  place  with  all  delights  abounds, 
And  plenty  broods  upon  the  fertile  grounds. 

Here  verdant  grass  their  waving 

And  hills  and  vales  in  sweet  confusion  lie: 
The  nibbling  flock  stray  o'er  thu  rising  hill^ 
And  all  around  with  bleating  music  fills: 
High  on  their  fronts  tall  blooming  forests  nod. 
Of  sylvan  deities  the  blest  abode: 
The  feather'd  minstrels  hop  fhxn  spray  to  spray 
And  chant  their  gladsome  carols  all  the  day ; 
Till  dusky  night,  advancing  in  her  car, 
Makes  with  declining  light  successful  war. 
Then  Philomel  her  mournful  lay  repeats. 
And   through  her  throat  breathes   melanchcW 


StOl  higher  yet  wiM  rugged  rocks  aiiae. 
And  strike  beholders  with  a  dread  surprise. 
This  paradise  these  towering  hills  surround, 
That  thither  is  one  only  passage  found. 
Increasing  brooks  roll  down  the  mountain's  side, 
And  as  they  pass  the  opposing  pebbles  chide 


But  vernal  showers  refresh  the  Uooming  year 
Their  only  season  is  eternal  spring, 
Which  hoveis  o'er  them  vrith  a  downy  vring: 
Blossoms  and  fruits  at  once  the  trees  adorn 
"^^^th  glowing  blushes,  like  the  rosy  mom: 
The  way  that  to  this  stately  palace  goes 
Of  myrtle  trees,  lies  'tvrixt  two  even  rows, 
Which,  towering  high,  with  outstretched  imw 

display'd, 
Over  our  heads  a  living  arch  have  made 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


130 


THOMSON'S  WORKa 


To  fling,  my  mcse,  the  bold  attempt  begin, 
Of  awful  beauties  you  behold  within: 
The  Goddess  sat  upon  a  throne  of  gold, 
Emboss'd  with  figures channing  to  behold; 
Hero  new  made  £▼•  stood  in  her  early  Uoom, 
Not  yet  obecurod  with  sin's  suUen  gloom; 
Her  naked  beauties  do  the  soul  confound, 
From  eireiy  part  is  given  a  fatal  wound; 
Thero  other  beauties  of  a  meaner  fame 
Oblige  the  sight,  whom  hero  1  shall  not  name. 
In  her  right  hand  she  did  a  sceptro  sway, 
O'er  all  mankind  ambitbus  to  obey: 
Her  lovely  forehead  and' her  killing  eye, 
Her  blusMng  cheeks  of  a  vermilion  dye, 
Her  lip's  soft  pulp,  her  heaving  snowy  broast, 
Her  well  tum'd  arm,  her  handsome  slender  waist, 
And  all  below  veil'd  from  the  curious  eye; 
Oh  I  heavenly  maid!  makes  all  beholders  cry. 
Her  dress  was  plain,  not  pompous  as  a  bride, 
Which  would  her  sweeter  native  beauties  hide. 
One  thing  I  mind,  a  spreading  hoop  she  woro, 
Than  nothing  which  adorns  a  lady  more. 
With  equal  rage,  could  I  its  beauties  sing, 
I'd  with  the  hoop  make  all  Pamaasus  ring. 
Around  her  shoulders,  dangling  on  her  throne, 
A  bright  Tartana  carelessly  was  thrown. 
Which  has  already  won  immortal  praise, 
Most  sweetly  sung  in  Allan  Ramsay's  lays; 
The  wanton  Cupids  did  around  her  play, 
And  smiling  loves  upon  her  bosom  stray; 
With  purple  wings  they  round  about  her  flew. 
And  her  sweet  lips  tinged  with  ambrosial  dew: 
Her  air  was  easy,  graceful  was  her  mien. 
Her  presence  baniah'd  the  ungrateful  spleen; 
In  short,  her  divine  influence  refined 
Our  corrupt  hearts,  and  polished  mankind. 
Of  lovely  njrmphs  she  had  a  smiling  train. 
Fairer  than  those  e'er  graced  Arcadia's  plain. 
The  British  ladies  next  to  her  took  {dace, 
Who  chiefly  did  the  fidr  assembly  grace. 
What  blooming  virgins  can  Britannia  boast, 
Their  praises  would  all  eloquence  exhanst 
With  ladies  there  my  ravish'd  eyes  did  meet, 
That  oft  I've  seen  mce  fair  Edina's  street, 
With  their  broad  hoops  cut  through  the  willing 

air. 
Pleased  to  give  place  unto  the  lovely  fair: 
Sure  this  is  like  those  blissful  seats  above, 
Here  is  peace,  transporting  joy,  and  love. 
Should  I  be  doom'd  by  cruel  angry  fate 
In  some  lone  isle  my  lingering  end  to  wait, 
Ifet  happy  I !  still  happy  should  I  be, 
While  blees'd  with  virtue  and  a  charming  she; 
With  fuQ  content  I'd  fortune's  pride  despise, 
And  die  still  gazing  on  her  lovely  eyes. 
May  all  the  blessings  mortals  need  below, 
May  all  the  blessings  heaven  can  bestow, 
May  every  thing  that's  pleasant,  good,  or  rare, 
Be  the  eternal  portion  of  the  Fair. 


A  COMPLAINT  ON  THE  MISERIES  OF 
LIFE. 

I  LOATHE,  O  Lord,  this  Ufe  below, 
And  all  its  fading  fleeting  joys; 
'Tis  a  short  space  that's  fiU'd  with  wo, 
Which  all  our  blias  by  far  outwoghs. 
When  will  the  everlasting  mom. 
With  dawning  light  the  skies  adorn  t 

Fitly  this  life's  compared  tonight, 
When  gloomy  darkness  shades  the  sky; 
Just  like  the  mom's  our  glimmering  li^ 
Reflected  from  the  Deity. 
When  will  celestial  mom  dispel 
These  dark  surrounding  shades  of  hdl? 

r  m  sick  of  this  vezatioas  state, 
Where  cares  invade  my  peaceful  hoan; 
Strike  the  last  blow,  O  courteous  fate, 
III  smiling  fall  like  mowed  flowers; 
111  gladly  spum  this  dogging  day, 
And,  sweetly  singing,  soar  away. 

What's  money  but  refined  dustl 
What's  honoun  but  an  empty  namel 
And  what  is  soft  enticing  lust, 
But  a  consuming  idle  flame  1 
Yea,  what  b  all  beneath  the  sky 
But  emptiness  and  vanity? 

With  thousand  ills  our  life's  oppress'd, 
There's  nothing  here  worth  living  fiir; 
In  the  lone  grave  I  long  to  rest, 
And  be  harassed  here  no  more : 
Where  joy's  fantastic,  griefs  mooen, 
And  where  there's  nought  for  which  I  care. 

Thy  word,  O  Lord,  shall  be  my  guide, 
Heaven,  where  thou  dwellest,  is  my  goal; 
Through  corrapt  life  grant  I  may  ffid» 
With  an  untainted  upward  souL 
Then  may  this  life,  this  dreary  night, 
Dispelled  be  by  morning  light 


AN  ELEGY  ON  PARTING. 

It  was  a  sad,  ay  'twas  a  sad  farewell, 
I  still  afresh  the  pangs  of  parting  fed; 
Against  my  breast  my  heart  impatient  beat, 
And  in  deep  sighs  bemoan'd  its  cruel  &te; 
Thus  with  the  object  of  my  love  to  part, 
My  life!  my  joy!  twould  rend  a  rocky  heart 

Where'er  I  turn  myself,  where'er  I  go, 
I  meet  the  image  of  my  lovdy  foe; 
With  witching  charms  the  phantom  still  appear^ 
And  with  her  wanton  smiies  insults  my  tesn; 
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Still  haonto  the  places  where  we  used  to  walk, 
And  where  with  nptores  oft  I  heaid  her  talk : 
Those  adenes  I  now  with  deepest  sonow  view, 
And  sighing  bid  to  all  delight  adieu. 

While  I  my  head  upon  this  turf  recline, 
Officious  sun,  in  vain  on  me  you  shine; 
In  yain  unto  the  smiling  fields  I  hie; 
In  vain  the  flowery  meads  salute  my  eye; 
In  vain  the  cheerfiU  birds  and  shepherds  sing, 
And  with  their  carols  make  the  valleys  ring; 
Yea,  all  the  pleasure  that  the  country  yield 
Can't  me  firam  sorrow  for  her  absence  shield ; 
With  divine  pleasure  books  which  one  inspire, 
Yea,  books  themselves  I  do  not  now  admire. 
But  hark!  methinks  some  pitying  power  I  hear, 
This  welcome  message  whispering  in  my  ear: 
'  Foiget  thy  groundless  griefs,  dejected  swain, 
You  and  the  nymph  you  h>ve  shall  meet  again; 
No  more  your  muse  shall  sing  such  mournful  lays, 
But  bounteous  heaven  and  your  kind  mistress 
praise.' 


SONG. 


When blooming  spring 

Always  the  laughing  fields  in  green, 
Then  flowen  in  open  air  are  seen, 
And  vrarbling  birds  are  heard  to  sing, 
Ahnighty  love 
Doth  sweetly  move 

All  nature  through; 
Then  tell  me  Chloe,  why  are  yon 
Averse  thereto; 
When  blooming  charms 
Invite  your  bver's  circling  annsi 
O  be  no  bnger  coy 
To  love  and  share  of  joy. 


A  PASTORAL 

BETWIXT  DAVID,  THIRSIS,  AND  THE  ANGBL  GA- 
BRIEL, UPON  THE  BIRTH  OF  DUB  SAVIOUR. 

DAVID. 

What  means  yon  apparition  in  the  sky, 
Thirsis,  that  dazzles  every  shepherd's  eyel 
I  slumbering  was  when  from  yon  glorious  cloud 
Came  gliding  music  heavenly,  sweet  and  loud. 
With  sacred  raptures  which  my  bosom  fires, 
And  with  celestial  joy  my  soul  inspires; 
It  sooths  the  native  horrors  of  the  night, 
And  gladdens  nature  more  than  dawning  light 


But  hold,  see  hither  through  the  yielding  air 
An  angel  6i>mes:  for  mighty  news  prepare.  * 

2  Ya 


ANOEL  GABRIEL. 

Rejoice,  ye  swains,  anticipate  the  mom 
With  songs  of  praise;  for  k>,  a  Saviour's  bom. 
With  joyful  haste  to  Bethlehem  repair, 
And  you  will  find  the  almighty  infant  there; 
Wrapped  in  a  swaddling  band  youll  find  your  king, 
And  in  a  manger  laid,  to  him  your  praises  bring 

CHORUS  OF  ANGELS. 

The  God  who  m  the  highest  dwells, 

Immortal  glofy  be; 
Let  peace  be  in  the  humble  cells 

Of  Adam's  progeny. 

DAVID. 

No  more  the  year  shall  wintry  horrors  bring; 
Fix'd  in  the  indulgence  of  eternal  spring, 
Immortal  green  shall  cbthe  the  hills  and  vales, 
And  odorous  sweets  shaU  load  the  balmy  gales ; 
The  silver  bnx^  shall  in  soft  murmun  tell 
The  joy  that  shaU  their  oozy  channels  sweD. 
Feed  on,  my  flockp,  and  crop  the  tender  grass, 
Let  blooming  joy  appear  on  every  face; 
For  16!  this  blessed,  this  propitious  mom, 
The  Saviour  of  lost  mankind  is  bom. 


Thou  fairest  mom  that  ever  sprang  from  night, 
Or  decked  the  opening  skies  with  rosy  light, 
Well  mayest  thou  si^e  vrith  a  distinguished  ray, 
Since  here  Elmmanuel  condescends  to  stay. 
Our  fears,  our  guilt,  our  darkness  to  dispel, 
And  save  us  from  the  horrid  jaws  of  helL 
Who  torn  his  throne  descended,  matchless  bvel 
To  guide  poor  mortals  to  bless'd  seats  above : 
But  come  vrithout  delay,  let  us  be  gone, 
Shepherd,  let's  go,  and  humbly  kiss  the  Son. 


A  PASTORAL 

BETWEEN  THIRBI8  AND  CORYDON,  UPON  THE  DEATH 

OF  DAMON,  BT  WHOM  IS  MEANT  MR.  W. 

RIDDELL. 

TfliR.  Say,  tell  me  trae,  what  is  the  doleful 


That  Corydon  is  not  the  man  he  was  1 
Your  cheerful  presence  used  to  lighten  eares. 
And  from  the  plains  to  banish  gloomy  fean. 
Whene'er  unto  the  droling  swains  you  sung 
Our  ravish'd  souls  upon  the  music  hung ; 
The  gazing,  listening  flocks  fingot  their  meat^ 
While  vocal  grottos  did  your  lays  repeat: 
But  now  your  gravity  our  mirth  rebukes. 
And  in  your  downcast  and  desponding  look* 
Appears  some  fittal  and  impending  vro; 
I  fear  to  ask,  and  yet  desire  to  know. 
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Cob.  The  dol^nl  news,  how  shall  I,  Thinis, 
tcU! 
In  hloomiag  youth  the  haplew  Damon  fell: 
He's  dead,  he's  dead,  and  with  him  ail  my  joj ; 
The  mournful  thought  does  all  gay  foims  destaroj : 
This  hi  the  cause  of  my  unusual  grief, 
Which  sullenly  admits  of  no  letief. 

Thir.  Begone  all  mirth!  begone  all  sports  and 

To  a  deluge  of  grief  and  tears  giye  way. 
Damon  the  just,  the  generous,  and  the  young, 
Must  Damon^s  worth  and  merit  he  unsung  1 
No,  Coxydon,  the  wondrous  youth  you  knew 
How  as  in  years  so  he  in  virtue  grew ; 
Elmbalm  his  fiune  in  never  dying  verse. 
As  a  just  tribute  to  his  doleful  hearse. 

Cor.  Assist  me,  mighty  grief,  my  breast  inspire 
With  generous  heatq  and  with  thy  wildest  fire, 
While  in  a  solemn  and  a  mournful  strain 
Of  Damon  gone  for  ever  I  complain. 
Ye  muses,  weep ;  your  mirth  and  songs  forbear, 
And  for  him  sigh  and  shed  a  friendly  tear ; 
He  was  your  favourite,  and  by  your  aid 
In  charming  verse  his  witty  thoughts  array'd; 
He  had  of  knowledge,  learning,  wit,  a  store, 
To  it  denied  he  still  pressed  after  more. 
He  was  a  pious  and  a  virtuous  soul, 
And  still  press'd  forward  to  the  heavenly  goal ; 
He  was  a  faithful,  true,  and  constant  fnend. 
Faithful,  and  true,  and  constant  to  the  end. 
Ye  flowers,  hang  down  and  droop  your  heads, 
No  more  around  your  grateful  odours  spread ; 
Ye  leafy  trees,  your  blooming  honours  died, 
Damon  for  ever  from  your  shade  is  fled ; 
Fled  to  the  mansimis  of  eternal  light, 
Wliere  endless  wonders  strike  his  happy  right. 
Ye  birds,  be  mute,  as  through  the  trees  you  fly, 
Mute  as  the  grave  wherein  my  friend  does  lie. 
Ye  winds,  breathe  sighs  as  through  the  air  you 

rove, 
Aind  in  sad  pomp  the  trembling  branches  move. 
Ye  gliding  brooks,  O  weep  your  channels  dry, 
My  flowing  tears  them  fully  shall  supply; 
You  in  soft  murmurs  may  your  grief  express. 
And  yours,  you  swains,  in  mournful  songs  com- 


I  to  some  dark  and  gloomy  shade  will  fly, 
Daric  as  the  grave  wher^  my  friend  does  lie; 
And  for  his  death  to  lonely  rocks  compUin 
In  mournful  accents  and  a  dying  strain, 
Whiki  pining  echo  answers  me  again. 


A  PASTORAL  ENTERTAINMENT. 

Whjvb  in  heroic  numbers  some  relate 
The  amaidng  turns  of  wise  eternal  fate ; 
Exploits  of  heroes  in  the  dusty  field, 
That  to  their  name  immortal  honour  yield ; 


Grant  me,  ye  powers,  .  .   .  by  the  ympid  spring 
The  harmless  ...  of  thof^ain  to  susg, 
A  wreatheffloiwiemeull'dfioml^  .    .    .    . 
Is  all  the  .    .    .  my  hmnble  muse  demands. 

Now  faUthesoiBe  sfaqpheids,  by  the  early  dawn, 
Their  new  shorn  flocks  drive  to  the  dewy  lawn; 
While,  in  a  bleating  iangnage,  each  eahates 
The  welcome  morning  and  their  Mkm  famlSB: 
Then  ail  prepared  far  tlie  Toral  fisast. 
And  in  their  finest  Sunday  habits  diest; 
The  crystal  brook  sappUad  the  minoi's  plafie, 
.    .    .  they  bathed  and  viewed  their  deaidy  fiMe, 

and  nymphs  lesoited  to  tbe  fields 

pomp  the  country  yields. 

The  place  appointed  was  a  spadefus  vnie, 
Fanned  always  by  a  cooling  wusteni  gale, 
Whiflh  m  soft  breeBcs  through  the  moadows  etia) , 
And  steals  the  ripeaed  firagraBcies  amy ; 
Here  ew»y  shepherd  might  his  flocks  survey, 
Seeorriy  roam  and  take  his  harmless  piaj; 
And  here  were  fiowers  each  shepherdess  to  grace, 
On  her  fidr  bosom  courting  but  a  place. 

How  in  this  vale,  beneath  a  grateful  shade, 
By  twining  boughs  of  spreading  .    .    .  made, 
On  seats  of  homely  turf  themselves  they  place, 
And  cheerfuHy  enjoy  the  rural  feast, 
Consisting  of  the  pndnce  of  the  fields. 
And  all  the  luxury  the  ooontry  yieUb. 
No  maddening  liqaenspoird  their  hansless  mirth. 
But  an  untainted  spring  tlkeir  tiiifst  aUayed, 
Which  in  meadows  through  the  valley  strayed. 
Thrice  happy  swains  who  spend  your  golden  dajt 
In  ...    .  pastime*,  and  when  night  displayi 
Her  sable  shade,  to  peaceful  huts  retire; 
Can  any  man  a  sweeter  bliss  deaire  1 
In  ancient  times  so  paas'd  the  smiling  henr, 
When  our  first  parents  lived  in  Eden's  bower, 
E'er  care  and  trouble  were  pronoonced, 
Or  sin  had  blasted  the  creation  .... 


ODE  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THOMSON. 

BYOOIXJNa 

7%B  icene  on  the  Thames  near  Richmond, 

In  yonder  grave  a  Druid  fies, 

Where  slowly  winds  the  stealing  wave; 
The  year's  best  sweets  shall  duteous  rise 

To  deck  its  poet's  sylvan  grave. 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  whispering  reeds 

His  airy  harp*  shall  now  be  laid, 
That  he,  whose  heart  in  norrow  bleeds, 

May  love  through  life  the  soothing  shade. 

Then  maids  and  youths  shall  linger  here. 
And  while  its  sounds  at  distance  swell, 


*  The  JEoQan  haip. 
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Sh&U  sadly  leem  in  pity's  ear 
To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim's  knell. 

Remembrance  oft  shall  haunt  the  shore 
Where  Thames  in  smnmer  wreaths  is  drast, 

And  oft  suspend  the  dashing  oar. 
To  bid  his  gentle  spirit  rest! 

And  oft,  as  ease  and  health  retire 

To  breezy  lawn,  or  forest  deep, 
The  finend  shall  ^w  yon  whitening*  spire, 

And  mid  the  varied  landscape  weep. 

But  thou,  who  own'st  that  earthy  bed, 

Ah  I  what  will  everj  dixge  avail ; 
Or  tears,  which  love  and  pity  shed, 

That  mourn  beneath  the  gliding  sail! 

Yet  lives  there  one,  whose  heedless  eye 
Shall  scorn  thy  pale  shrine  glimmering  nearl 

With  him,  sweet  bard,  may  fancy  die, 
And  joy  desert  the  blooming  year. 

But  thou,  lorn  stream,  whose  sullen  tide 
No  sedge-crown'd  sisters  now  attend, 

Now  wait  me  firom  the  green  hill's  side, 
Whose  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  fnend ! 

And  see,  the  fidry  valleys  fade, 
Dun  night  has  veiled  the  solemn  view: 

Yet  once  again,  dear  parted  shade, 
Meek  nature's  child,  again  adieu! 

The  genial  meads,  asngn'd  to  bless 
Thy  hfe,  shall  mourn  thy  early  doom; 

Their  hinds  and  shepherd-giris  shall  dress 
With  simple  hands  thy  rural  tomb. 

Long,  long,  thy  stone  and  pointed  clay 
Shall  melt  the  musing  Briton's  eyes: 


"Richznond  Church,  where  TlionMon  Iks  berried  ia  the 
«0ith>weit  comer  of  It,  betow  the  chxiitening  pew,  wlthou  a 
r  memorial  to  My— Here  llionieoo  Iks. 


O I  vales,  and  wild  woods,  shall  he  say, 
In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  SHADE  OF 
THOMSON.* 

BT  ROBERT  BURNft. 

While  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood 
Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green; 

Or  pranks  the  sod  in  firolic  mood. 
Or  tunes  the  Eolian  strains  between; 

While  Summer  vrith  a  matron  grace 
Retreats  to  Dryburgh's  cooling  shade, 

Yet  oft  delighted  stops  to  trace 
The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade; 

While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind, 

By  Tweed  erects  her  aged  head. 
And  sees,  with  self-approving  mind,  »    • 

Each  creature  on  her  bounty  fed; 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 
The  hills  whence  classic  Yarrow  flows. 

Rousing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar. 
Or  sweeping  wild  a  waste  of  snows ; 

So  long,  sweet  poet  of  the  year. 

Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hast  won. 
While  Scotia  with  exidting  tear 

Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  son. 


"lUflwai  written  at  the  request  of  Lord  Bochai^  andeent 
with  the  following  modest  remark:  **  Your  lordship  hints  at 
an  Ode  for  the  occasbn:  but  who  would  write  after  Collins  # 
I  read  over  his  Verne  to  the  Memray  of  Thomson,  and  d» 
spafamL  I  attempted  three  or  four  sianzaa  in  the  way  of  Ad. 
drees  10  the  Shade  ofthe  Bard,  on  oownfaig  hie  busL  Itroa« 
ble  your  lordship  with  ihe  enclosed  copy  of  them,  which  I  am 
afraid  viH  be  but  too  conrincing  a  proof  how  unequal  I  am 
to  the  taak  you  would  obligioglj  aarign  ma." 
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